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THE TALE OF ABO KiR AND ABQ SIR 


Shahrazad said: 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there were 
once in Alexandria a dyer called Abu Kir and a barber 
named Abu Sir, who had neighbouring shops in the 
market. 

Abu Kir was a notorious rascal, a detestable liar, and 
a man of exceedingly ill life. His temples must have 
been hevm of indestructible granite and his head 
fdtmed from one of the steps of the synagogue of Jews; 
otherwise how are we to explain the shameless audacity 
which he displayed in all his sins? Among countless 
other pieces of roguery, he used to make most of his 
clients pay in advance, alleging that he had need of 
rgady money to buy colours . . . and that was the last 
they saw of the stuffs which they had brought to be 
dyed. He not only spent the money in pleasant eating 
and drinking, but also secretly sold the stuffs which had 
been trusted to him and bought himself amusements of 
a high order with the proceeds. When the customers 
came to claim their goods, he would find one pretext or 
another to make them wait indefinitely. Thus he would 
say to one: "As All^ lives, my master, my wife lay in 
yesterday and I had to be up and down upon my feet all 
the time.” Or to another: “I had guests yesterday and 
all my time was taken up with them; but if you come 
back in two days the stuff will be ready for you.” He 
drew out every piece of business which came his way 
to such extravagant lengths that at last one of his victims 
would be bound to cry: "G)me, tell me the truth about 
my stuffs. Give them back, for I have decided not to 
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have them dyed.” “Alas, I am in despairl” Abu Kir would 
answer, lifting his hands to heaven, swearing every 
imaginable oath that he would tell the truth, beating 
his hands together and weeping. “Dear master,” he 
would sob, “as soon as your stuffs were most beautifully 
dyed, I hung them on the drying cords outside my shop; 

1 turned away for a moment to piss and when I looked 
again they had disappeared! If you ask me, I think they 
were stolen by my neighbour, that most dishonest 
barber.” Then, if the customer were a fine fellow, he 
would say: “Allah will make good the loss!” and go his 
way; if he were irritable, he would probably swear at 
the dyer and come to blows with him in the open street. 
But even so, and in spite of the kadi’s authority, no one 
ever got back his stuffs; because, in the first place, proof 
was lacking that they had been given and, in the second, 
there was nothing in the dyer’s shop worth seizing. 
For a long time Abu Kir gained a livelihood in this wa^; 
but the day came when every merchant and private 
individual in that quarter had been victimised, and Abu 
Kir saw his credit broken beyond repair and his business 
ruined. He had become so general an object of mistrust 
that his name had passed into a proverb when anyone 
wished to speak of bad faith. 

When he was reduced to the last straits, Abu Kir sat 
down before the shop of his neighbour, the barber Abu 
Sir, and complained that starvation stared him in the face. 
At once the barber, who walked in Allah’s way and 
who, though poor, was unusually honest, had compas- 
sion on Abu Kir, and said: “There is a duty from one 
neighbour to another. Stay with me here; eat, drink, 
and use the gifts of Allah until the coming of better 
days.” With that he took him into his house and supplied 
all his needs for a very long time. 
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One day the barber, Abu Sir, complained to the 
dyer, Abu Kir, of the hard times, saying: “Brother, I am 
far from being a clumsy barber, I know my business and 
my hand is light; but, because my shop is poor and 1 
am poor, no one comes to be shaved. Perhaps in the 
morning at the hammam some porter or fireman gets 
me to shave his armpits or apply the paste to his groin. 
Thus I earn a few copper pieces, which hardly feed me 
and you and the family which hangs about my neck. 
But Allah is great and generous!” “Brother,” answered 
Abu Kir, “you must be very simple to endure hardships 
so patiently when you have the means to get rich and 
liws largely. Your trade fails and mine is ruined because 
of the malevolence of our fellow citizens; therefore 
our best plan is to leave this cruel country and voyage 
until we find some city where our arts will be appreciated. 
Travel is a rare thing; how pleasant it is to breathe good 
air, to forget the crosses of life, to see new lands, fresh 
* cities, to learn to drive a thriving foreign trade in 
businesses honoured throughout the world, as are 
yours and mine! Remember that a poet said: 

What’s danger, so the feet may roam 
Beyond the town where custom is? 

Better be dead than stay at home, 

A flea with lice for enemies . . . 

Inviteyour soul to voyages. 

For at the gates of newfound lands 
Wait raptures and discoveries 
And gold with laughter in her hands. 

Let us shut our shops and set forth together to seek 
a better fortune.” He went on to speak so eloquently 
that Abu Sir was convinced and hastened to make his 
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preparations for departure. These consisted in wrapping 
his basins, razors, scissors, and iron in an old piece of 
patched cloth and saying good-bye to his family. When 
he returned to the slxop, the dyer said to him: “Now it 
only remains to recite the opening chapter of the Koran, 
to prove that we are brothers, and to agree that each 
shall put his profits into a common fund, to be equally 
divided when we return to Alexandria. We should also 
have an undertaking that whichever of us finds work 
shall agree to provide for the other, if he cannot earn 
for himself.” The barber Abu Sir subscribed to these 
conditions, and the two recited the opening chapter of 
the Koran to seal their bond. • 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME ■ 

SHE said: 

Abu Sir shut his shop and returned the key to its 
owner, paying his rent in full; then the two walked down 
to the port and embarked, entirely without provision of 
food, on board a boat which was about to sail. 

Fate favoured them during the voyage, using the 
better as its instrument. Among the passengers and 
crew, who numbered a hundred and forty souls, there 
was no other barber than Abu Sir; so, when the ship 
was well started, the barber said to his companion: “My 
brother, we need food and drink. I shall go now and 
offer my services to the passengers and sailors, in case 
one should wish to have his head shaved. If I can earn 
bread or money or a cup of water, so much the better 
for both of us.” “Go dien,” answered the dyer, and 
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straightway arranged his head more comfortably and 
went to sleep upon the deck. 

Abu Sir, throwing a rag over his shoulder as a napkin 
and taking in his hand the tools of his trade and an empty 
cup, began to walk among the passengers. “Come and 
shave my head, O master,” said one of them and, when 
the business was done, would have given the barber 
money. “My brother,” said Abu Sir, “money is of little 
good to me at sea. I would rather have a crust of bread, 
for my friend and I have no food.” The man gave him 
a crust of bread, a piece of cheese, and a fill of water for 
the cup. Abu Sir took these things to the dyer, saying: 
“Take this crust and eat it with the cheese. Also here is 


water.” Abu Kir ate and drank until there was nothing 
left, while Abu Sir renewed his wandering among the 
passengers who squatted or lay about the ship. He 
shaved one for two rolls, another for a piece of cheese, 
another for a cucumber, another for a slice of water- 
melon, another for a piece of money. By the end of the 
day he had amassed thirty rolls, thirty half dirhams, 
much cheese, and a quantity of olives, cucumbers, 
and excellent botargoes made from the fish roe of 
Damietta. Also, he had so attracted the sympathy of 
the passengers that he could have asked anything from 
them, and had become so popular that his skill reached 
as far as the ears of the captain. Abu Sir shaved the 
captain’s head, complaining the while of the miseries of 
poverty and telling him that he had a travelling-com- 
panion to support. The captain, who was an open- 
handed man and had been, moreover, delighted by the 
charming manners and great dexterity of this new 
barber, invited him to *come with his friend every 
evening while the voyage lasted and dine at his own cloth. 

The dyer was sleeping when the barber returned, 



6 • The Thousand Nights and One Night 

and woke to find great store of rolls, cheese, melons, 
cucumbers and botargoes piled by his head. “Where do 
these come from?” he asked, and Abu Sir answered: 
'^^rom the generosity of Allah (may His name be exalted 1)” 
At once the dyer threw himself upon all the foods at 
one and the same time, as if he would have shovelled 
the lot down into his dear love, his stomach. But the 
barber said: “Do not eat these things, my brother, for 
they may be useful in the future; in the meanwhile, the 
captain has asked both of us to dine with him this very 
evening,” “1 have the sea-sickness and cannot leave my 
place,” objected Abu Kir. “Go you to dine with the 
captain and let me peck a little at these simple things.” 
“Certainly,” answered the barber and passed the time 
until dinner in watching his companion eat. 

The dyer attacked and bit into the food, as a quarry- 
man splits stones, and swallowed with the noise of an 
elephant who has fasted for many days and at last takes 
his fill with gurglings of the throat and belly rumblings. 
Mouthful came to the help of mouthful, pushing it 
through the doors of the throat; gobbet jostled gobbet 
in the going doAvn; and the dyer’s eyes fastened like 
those of a ghoul upon each handful as it went to the 
mouth. He breathed and bellowed like a bull which sees 
its hay or beans. 

While this meal was in progress, a sailor came and 
bade the two men to dinner. “Will you come with me?” 
asked Abu Sir, but Abu Kir answered: “I fear I have not 
the strength to move. This sea-sickness is the devil.” So 
the barber went alone and saw thk captain sitting before 
a cloth on which were spread twenty or more exquisite 
different coloured dishes. He only waited for the 
arrival of the barber and certain other guests before 
beginning his repast. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Seeing the barber alone, the captain asked after his 
friend, and Abu Sir replied that the dyer was sea-sick. 
“That will soon pass,” said the captain, “sit down by me 
in the name of Allah.” He took a large plate and filled it 
so liberally with the varied meats that each portion would 
ha^K been enough for ten people. When the barber had 
finished eating, the captain handed him a second plate, 
loaded like the first, saying: “Take this to your com- 
panion.” Abu Sir did so and found Abu Kir still working 
away with his fangs and crunching with his jaws like 
a camel, while enormous hunks followed each other 
down into the mighty gulf. “Did I not tell you not to 
blunt your appetite with these simple things?” said 
Abu Sir. “See what admirable food the captain has sent 
you! What do you say to these excellent kababs of 
lamb?” “Give them to me,” growled Abu Kir, and at 
once delved into the plate and fell to eating from both 
hands with the greed of a wolf, the swiftness of a lion, 
the ferocity of a vulture among pigeons, and the furious 
stuffing noises of a starved pig. In a few moments he had 
licked the plate clean and had handed it back to Abu Sir, 
who returned it to the servant and then, after drinking 
a little with the captain, lay down to sleep by the dyer, 
who, snored through all his vents, drovming the noise 
of the sea. 

Next day and on the following days, Abu Sir spent his 
time in shaving the passengers and sailors, laying by 
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provisions, dining with the captain, and generously 
providing for his friend. Abu Kir contented himself 
with sleeping, rousing only to eat or pass what he had 
eaten. Thus they lived for twenty days and, on the 
morning of the twenty-first, the ship came to harbour in 
an unknown city. 

Abu Kir and Abu Sir went ashore and, after hiring a 
small room in a khan, hastened to furnish it with a new 
mat and two linen covers, for which the barber paid. 
As Abu Kir still complained of sea-sickness, the barber 
left him sleeping and carried his instruments into the 
city, where he exercised his professioirat the comers of 
streets; at first on porters, donkey-boys, scavengers and 
street sellers; but, later, on well-to-do merchants who 
were attracted by the rumour of his skill. He returned 
in the evening and set various foods before his sleeping 
companion; then he woke the dyer by holding the 
roast lamb under his nose, and both ate until they were 
satisfied. Things went on in this way for forty whole 
days, with Abu Kir complaining all the time of the 
remnants of his sea-sickness and Abu Sir setting rich 
foods for the joint meal twice a day. The dyer would 
wolf rolls, cucumbers, fresh onions and kababs without 
ever unduly loading that mistress of his, that enormous 
stomach, but, if ever the barber spoke to him of the 
unparalleled beauties of the city and invited him to walk 
in the markets or gardens, he would answer: “That 
sea-sickness is still upon me,” and then, having belched 
and farted in different strains and odours, would fall 
again into his sleep. And all this time the good and 
honest barber did not once upbraid his crapulous 
parasite. 

At the end of the forty days, however, the barber fell 
ill and, being unable any longer to go out to work, 
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begged the doorkeeper of the khan to look after AbO 
Kir and buy him such food as he needed. In the course oi 
a few days, Abu Sir became so much worse that he lost 
consciousness and lay like one dead. It resulted that Abu 
Kir began to feel the pinch of hunger and was obliged to 
rise from his couch and hvmt in the room for something 
to eat. But, as he never left scraps, he found nothing; 
without compunction he searched through his com- 
panion’s clothes and at last found a purse. In which the 
poor man had hoarded up his gains, copper by copper. 
Abu Kir fastened this to his belt and, without giving the 
barber another thought, walked from the room and 
fastened the door behind him. As the door-keeper was 
for the moment absent, he did not see Abu Kir go out. 

The dyer’s first care was to run to a pastry-cook’s, 
where he ate a whole dish of kataif and another of short- 
bread flakes; these he washed down with a pitcher of 
musked sherbert and another of sherbert prepared with 
* amber and jujubes. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETIETH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Then he went to the market and bought fine clothes 
and accoutrements, which he put on before taking a 
slow walk through the streets and delighting his eyes 
with the novelties of that imusual city. One thing struck 
him especially, all the inhabitants, without a single 
exception, were clothed* in uniform colours, either 
white or blue. There were only white or blue stuffs in 
the shops, only white or blue perfumes in the flasks of 
III B 
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the distillers; the kohl was blue, and the sherbert-sellers 
sold only white, not red or rose or violet as with us. 
The greatest of all his surprises came when he looked in 
through the door of a dyer’s shop and saw that the vats 
held nothing but indigo. Not being able to curb his 
curiosity, he entered the shop and, drawing a white 
handkerchief from his pocket,gave it to the dyer, saying! 
“O master of the trade, for how much will you dye this 
handkerchief, and what colour will you give it?” The 
dyer replied: “I will do it for twenty dirhams; indigo blue, 
of course.” ‘'What,” cried Abu Kir at this outrageous 
demand, “twenty dirhams for dyeing a single handker- 
chief blue? Haifa dirham would be the price in my coun- 
try.” “In that case,” answered the dyer, “go and have it 
dyed in your own country; you will not get it done for 
less than twenty dirhams in this place.” “If that is so, I 
will pay,” said Abu Kir, “but I want red not blue.” 
“What do you mean by red?” asked the man. “There is 
no such thing as a red dye.” “Then dye it green,” said t^e 
astonished Abu Kir. “Green dye? There is no such thing,” 
answered the dyer. “Yellow, then,” ventured Abu Kir, 
but “I have never heard of a yellow dye!” cried the dyer. 
So Abu Kir enumerated all the shades of the various 
dyes which he knew and, when he perceived that the 
man did not understand a word of what he said, asked 
if all the other dyers in the city were as ignorant. “There 
are forty of us,” answered the man, “we have formed a 
close guild, so that no one else in the city may practise 
our art. The secret is carefully guarded and only handed 
down from father to son. We have never heard tell of 
any dye save blue.” 

“O master of the trade,” said Abu Kir, “I also am a 
dyer; but I dye in an infinity of colours of which you 
know nothing. Take me into your employ for a small 
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wage and I will teach you the secrets, so that your know- 
ledge will bring you glory among all your guild.” “We 
are not allowed to employ strangers,” objected the man. 
“What would happen, then,” asked Abu Kir, “if I 
opened a dyer's shop on my own account?” “That would 
be impossible!” cried the man of indigo. Abu Kir said 
nothing further and left the shop; he sought out a 
second dyer, then a third, and then a fourth, until he 
had visited all in the city; but everywhere he met with 
the same answers and a blank refusal to employ him 
either as master or apprentice. He then took his com- 
plaint to the venerable syndic of the guild, who said: 
“I^an do nothing. Our custom and traditions forbid us 
to receive a stranger.” 

Abu Kir’s liver swelled with fury; he hurried to the 
palace and presented himself before the King of that 
city, saying: “0 King of time, I am a stranger, a dyer by 
tj^de, and I can dye in forty different colours ...” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-FIRST NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

“And yet I have received such and such treatment 
from the dyers of this city, who know no other colour 
but blue. I can give the most charming shades of every 
colour to any fabric: reds of all kinds, as rose and ju- 
jube; greens of all kinds, as grass, pistachio, olive 
and parakeet; blacks of all kinds, as charcoal, pitch and 
kohl; yellows of all kinds, as citron, orange, lemon and 
gold. All these colours and more I have at my command, 
and yet the dyers of this city will have none of me.” 
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When the King heard this prodigious enumeration of 
colours, whose existence he had never suspected, he 
trembled with joy and cried: “As Allah lives, this is 
excellent 1 If you are telling the truth and can rejoice 
our eyes with all these marvellous colours, banish all 
care from your heart; for I will myself open a dye-works 
for you and give you much money with which to start 
in business. Have no concern for the fellows of the 
guild; if one of them is so unfortunate as to molest you 
he shall hang at the door of his own shop.” At once he 
called the architects of the palace to him, and said to 
them: “Go with this admirable master throughout all 
the city and, when he has foimd a site to his liking, 
whether there stand on it a shop, a khan, a house, or a 
garden, turn out the owner and build upon that place, 
as quickly as you are able, a great dye-works with 
forty large vats and forty smaller ones. Follow the 
instructions of this master dyer in everything; be very 
careful not to think one thought of disobedience to any 
of his orders.” Then the King gave Abu Kir a fair robe 
of honour and a purse of a thousand dinars, saying: 
“Spend this money on your pleasures until the new 
works are finished.” He also presented him with two 
boys to wait upon him, and a marvellous horse, saddled 
with blue velvet and with housings of blue silk. Finally 
he placed at his disposal a great and richly-furnished 
house, served by a suitable multitude of slaves. 

Next day Abu Kir, looking as fine and majestical as 
some amir in his dazzling brocade and on his costly 
horse, rode out, preceded by two architects and the 
two boys to clear a way for him, and visited all the 
streets and markets in search of a suitable site for his 
new works. At last he chose a vast vaulted shop in the 
middle of the chief market; at once the architects and 
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slaves drove out the ovmer and began to build in one 
direction and tear down in another under the orders of 
Abu Kir. Still mounted on his horse, he said: “Do such 
and such herel do such and such over there!” and, in a 
very short time, there rose a dye-works unequalled 
over all the face of the earth. 

Then the King called him, and said: “Now it only 
remains for you to start work; but that cannot be done 
without money. Here are five thousand dinars of gold 
to begin with. And remember that I am all impatience 
to behold the first fruits of your art.” Abu Kir hid the 
five thousand dinars carefully in his house and, with a 
few dirhams, bought from a druggist all the necessary 
colours, which remained unsold in their virgin sacks and 
were to be had for next to nothing. These he had taken 
to his new premises, where he carefully prepared and 
diluted them in the vats. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The King sent him five hundred white squares in 
silk, wool, and linen, which Abu Kir dyed, some in pure 
colour, others with mingled, so that not one looked like 
the other. He hung them out to dry on the lines which 
had been prepared all along the street outside his shop, 
and the varied pieces lived under the light and made a 
gay showing in the sunshine. 

All the people of the city were abashed by this 
novelty; shopkeepers shut their shops to run and see, 
women and children gave shrill cries of admiration, and 
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one man after another would ask Abu Kir the names 
of the colours. “That is pomegranate red,” he would 
answer, “that is oil green, that is citron yellow.” He 
called over all the colours to a crowd, which showed its 
limitless admiration with lifted arms and exclamations of 
delight. 

In the middle of this excitement appeared the King, 
riding through the crowd, preceded by runners who 
cleared a path for him, and followed by a guard of 
honour. At sight of the fabrics flaunting their bright 
colours in the white air, his soul was ravished within 
him and he stayed motionless for a long time without 
breathing, showing the whites of his eyes in ecsta^sy. 
Even the horses, instead of being frightened by such an 
unaccustomed spectacle, showed that they were sensible 
to beautiful colour, and began to dance from side to 
side as if this flapping glory were the sound of fifes. 

Not knowing how else sufficiently to honour his 
dyer, the King made his wazir descend from his horse 
and set Abu Kir in the saddle; when the stuffs had been 
wrapped up, he returned to his palace, with the dyer 
riding on his right, and there loaded his new favourite 
with gold and privilege. From the dyed fabrics he had 
robes tailored for himself, his wives, and the chiefs of 
his palace, while he gave a thousand new squares to 
Abu Kir to be dyed in the same fashion. At the end of 
a certain time, all the amirs and officers of the city were 
wearing many-coloured garments, and Abu Kir, dyer 
by appointment to the King, had become the richest 
man in the city. The other dyers, headed by the syndic 
of their guild, came to excuse themselves before their 
rival and begged him to employ them as unpaid appren- 
tices; but he sent them away with shame. Before long 
the streets and markets were crowded by folk wearing 
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fabrics of splendid colours, the work of Abu Kir, the 
royal dyer. So much for him. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When Abu Sir, the barber, had been robbed and 
deserted by the dyer, he lay half dead for three days. 
At the end of that time the doorkeeper of the khan, 
having seen neither of the lodgers come out, said to 
himself: “Perhaps they have slipped away without 
paying, or*perhaps they are dead, or perhaps, again, it 
is something quite different.” He went to their room 
and, finding the wooden key turned in the lock of the 
d^or, from behind which came a feeble groaning, he 
entered and found the barber lying, yellow and un- 
recognisable, upon his mat. “What ails you, my brother? 
What has become of your companion?” he asked, and 
the poor barber answered in a weak whisper: “Only 
Allah knows 1 I have just come to myself; I do not know 
how long I have been here. I am very thirsty, my brother; 
I beg you to take the purse from my belt and buy me 
something which will strengthen me.” The door- 
keeper rummaged the belt throughout all its length and, 
finding no money, understood that the barber had been 
robbed by his fellow lodger. “Take no thought for your 
sustenance,” he said. “Allah will judge each according 
to his works. From now on I take your cure into my 
own hands.” He hastened to prepare a good soup, which 
he poured into a bowl and carried to his patient. He 
fed him with his own hands, and then wrapped him in 
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a woollen covering so that he sweated. For two months 
he cared for him, paying all the expenses of his nourish- 
ment out of his own pocket, so that at last Allah per- 
formed a complete cure through him, and Abu Sir was 
able to rise. He said to the good doorkeeper: “If ever 
the Highest gives me the power I shall know how to 
reward you for your bountiful care of me; and yet, O 
chosen one, only He is rich enough to give you all that 
you deserve.” “Praise Him for your cure, my brother,” 
answered the old doorkeeper. “It is because I seek His 
face that I have acted as I did.” The barber would have 
kissed his hands, but the saviour protested, and the 
two parted, calling down, each upon the other, all the 
blessing of Allah. 

Leaving the khan with his bundle of instruments, the 
barber wandered through the markets until Fate led 
him to Abu Kir's dye-works, which were surrounded by 
a crowd who acclaimed the colours of the stuffs hi^g 
out to dry. He asked one of the bystanders the meaning 
of the crowd, and the man answered: “This is the shop 
of our lord Abu Kir, the Sultan’s dyer. It is he who has 
produced these admirable colours by hidden processes 
and secret art. ” 

Abu Sir’s heart rejoiced for his old companion and 
he said to himself: “Thanks be to Allah who has opened 
for him the gate of riches! O Abu Sir, you were very 
wrong to think ill of him. If he left you and forgot you, 
it was from preoccupation in his work. If he borrowed 
your purse it was to buy colours. Now you will see how 
cordially he will receive you and repay those services 
which you did him in his need. How he will rejoice to 
see you 1 ’’ Abu Sir succeeded in worming his way through 
the crowd until he was at the door of the shop : Looking 
inside, he saw Abu Kir stretched lazily on a high couchr 
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supported by a pile of cushions and dressed in a garment 
fit for kings. Behind him stood four young black slaves 
and four young white slaves, richly habited; so that he 
seemed more majestic than a wazir and taller than a 
Sultan. Ten workmen were labouring at the vats, taking 
. their orders by signs from the master dyer. 

Abu Sir took a step forward and paused before his 
comrade. will wait till he lowers his eyes,” he thought, 
“and then salute him. Perhaps he will greet me first 
and throw himself upon my neck and console me.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Hardly had their looks crossed and eye met eye 
than the dyer leapt to his feet, crying: “Wretched thief, 
how often have 1 forbidden you to pause before my shop? 
Do you want to ruin and disgrace me? Hi, there, you 
men, seize him!” 

The white and black slaves leapt upon the unfortunate 
barber, threw him to the ground and trampled upon 
him; the dyer rose and took up a great stick, saying; 
“Stretch him on his belly!” When this was done, he beat 
him a hundred times across the back and then, after he 
had been turned over, a hundred times across the belly. 
“Foul traitor,” he cried, “if ever I see you before my 
shop again, I will send you to the King, who will flay 
and impale you in front of the palace gates! Begone with 
the curse of Allah, 0 pitch-face!” The wretched barber, 
humbled and in pain, heart-broken by such treachery, 
dragged himself away weeping, followed by the howls and 
curses of the crowd. 
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When he came to his lodging, he stretched himself on 
his mat and reflected all night, in bitter grief and pain, 
upon Abu Kir’s evil conduct. In the morning his stripes 
were a little cooled and he was able to rise. He went out 
into the street with the intention of taking a bath at the 
hammam to assuage his scars and wash away the taint of 
his long illness. He accosted a passer, saying; “My 
brother, what is the way to the hammam?” “The ham- 
mam? What is a hammam?” asked the man. Then said 
Abu Sir: “It is a place where one washes and removes 
the impurities and old skin of the body. It is the most 
delicious spot in all the world.” “Go and bathe in the 
water of the sea,” said the other, “that is where we take 
our baths.” “It is a hammam bath that I wish,” objected 
Abu Sir, and the man replied: “We do not know what 
you mean by a hammam. When we wish to take a bath, 
we go to the sea; even the King does so when he needs 
to wash.” ^ 

When Abu Sir thus learnt that the people of the city 
knew nothing of hot baths and rubbing, of thorough 
cleansing and depilation, he went to the King’s palace 
and demanded an audience. After kissing the Sultan’s 
hands and calling down blessings upon him, “0 King of 
time,” he said, “I am a stranger, a barber by trade, but I 
am also skilled in other employments, having had 
practice in the work of a hammam fireman and a rubber; 
although, in my country, each of these professions 
belong to different sorts of men, who keep to them 
throughout all their lives. To-day I wished to visit the 
hammam of your city, but none could tell me the way 
or even understand the word. It is very astonishing that 
a beautiful city like yours should have no hammam, for 
a hammam is the chief ornament and centre of delight 
in any city. In fact, 0 King of time, the hammam is an 
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earthly paradise.” “But what is this hammam of which 
you speak?” asked the astonished King. “I have never 
heard of it.” 'O King of time,” answered Abu Sir, “a 
hammam is a building constructed in such and such a 
fashion, people bathe there in such and such a manner, 
and experience such and such delights when such and 
such things are done to them.” Then he expounded in 
great detail all the qualities,- advantages, and pleasures of 
a hammam, adding; “But my tongue would become hairy 
before I could give you an exact idea of the joys of such 
a place; they must be experienced to be understood. 
Your city will never be truly perfect until it has a 
haijimam.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


* SHE said: 

The King's heart rejoiced, and he cried: “Be very 
welcome to my city, O son of excellent parents 1 ” Then 
he clothed Abu Sir with his own hands in a splendid 
robe of honour, saying: “All that you wish and more shall 
be given to you; but hasten to build a hammam, for I am 
impatient to see and enjoy the thing.” 

He gave Abu Sir a magnificent horse, two negroes, 
two boys, four girls, and a wonderful house. He honoured 
the barber even more greatly than he had the dyer, and 
put the best of the palace architects at his disposition, 
commanding them to build the hammam on whatever 
site Abu Sir should choose. The barber went throughout 
all the city with the architects and, when he had chosen 
a suitable spot, commanded them to build there. 
Closely following his instructions, they raised a ham- 
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mam which had not its equal in the whole world; they 
ornamented it with interlacing lines, many-coloured 
marbles, and far-brought curiosities such as ravish the 
soul. When the building was completed, Abu Sir 
constructed within it a vast central basin of transparent 
alabaster and two others of rare marble. Then he went 
to the King, saying: “The hammam is ready; it lacks 
only plenishing.” The King gave him ten thousand dinars, 
which he hastened to spend on necessary equipment, 
such as towels of linen and silk, precious essences, 
perfumes, incense, and the like. As soon as the hammam 
had been profusely furnished and put in order, Abu Sir 
demanded ten vigorous helpers; when the King freely 
gave him twenty well-built and beautiful boys, he 
initiated them into the art of rubbing and washing, 
performing these offices upon them himself and having 
them practise again and again upon his person, until 
they were perfect in all the business of the hammam. 
Lastly he fixed a day for the opening of the place and 
informed the King of it. 

When the day came, Abu Sir heated the hammam 
and the water in the basins, burnt incense and perfume 
in the braziers, and turned on the water of the fountain, 
which fell so sweetly that beside the tinkling of it all 
music would have been a discord. The large jet from 
the central basin was incomparably strange and would 
have turned aside the spirits of the blest. At length all 
within the hammam shone so bright and clean that the 
place surpassed the candours of lily and jasmine. 

As soon as the King, with his wazirs and amirs, 
crossed the threshold of the great door, his senses were 
agreeably amazed; his eyes by the decoration, his nose 
by the perfumes, and his ears by the voices of the foun- 
tain. “What is this?” he asked in surprise. “It is a ham- 
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mam which had not its equal in the whole world; they 
ornamented it with interlacing lines, many-coloured 
marbles, and far-brought curiosities such as ravish the 
soul. When the building was completed, Abu Sir 
constructed within it a vast central basin of transparent 
alabaster and two others of rare marble. Then he went 
to the King, saying: “The hammam is ready; it lacks 
only plenishing.” The King gave him ten thousand dinars, 
which he hastened to spend on necessary equipment, 
such as towels of linen and silk, precious essences, 
perfumes, incense, and the like. As soon as the hammam 
had been profusely furnished and put in order, Abu Sir 
demanded ten vigorous helpers; when the King freely 
gave him twenty well-built and beautiful boys, he 
initiated them into the art of rubbing and washing, 
performing these offices upon them himself and having 
them practise again and again upon his person, until 
they were perfect in all the business of the hammam. 
Lastly he fixed a day for the opening of the place and 
informed the King of it. 

When the day came, Abu Sir heated the hammam 
and the water in the basins, burnt incense and perfume 
in the braziers, and turned on the water of the fountain, 
which fell so sweetly that beside the tinkling of it all 
music would have been a discord. The large jet from 
the central basin was incomparably strange and would 
have turned aside the spirits of the blest. At length all 
within the hammam shone so bright and clean that the 
place surpassed the candours of lily and jasmine. 

As soon as the King, with his wazirs and amirs, 
crossed the threshold of the great door, his senses were 
agreeably amazed; his eyes by the decoration, his nose 
by the perfumes, and his ears by the voices of the foun- 
tain. “What is this?” he asked in surprise. “It is a ham- 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Then said the King to Abu Sir: “What do you con- 
sider the worth of such a bath, and what price do you 
mean to charge?” “Let the King fix the price!” answered 
the barber. “Then,” continued the King, “I fix the price 
of such a bath at a thousand dinars, no less,” and straight- 
way he gave a thousand dinars to Abu Sir, saying: “Heitce- 
forth you shall charge each visitor tp your hammam the 
same amount.” “Pardon me, O King of time,” replied the 
barber, “not all men are equal, some are rich and some 
are poor. If I charged each client a thousand dinars, the 
hammam would soon be shut, for the poor cannot pay 
so much.” “What would you wish to charge, then?” said 
the King, and Abu Sir answered: “I would wish to leave 
the price to the generosity of my clients, so that each 
would pay according to his means and the measure- 
ment of his soul. The poor man would give what he was 
able — and, as for the thousand dinars, that is a kingly 
present.” The amirs and wazirs approved his words, and 
said: “His idea is just, O King of time. For you, O 
beloved, think that all men can do as you do.” “Perhaps 
you are right,” conceded the King. “In any case, this man 
is a stranger and poor, so that it is our duty to reward 
him largely for his gift to our city of this bright in- 
comparable hammam. As you say that you carmot pay a 
thousand dinars for a single bath, I authorise you to pay 
a hundred dinars on this occasion and each to add a 
white slave, a negro and a girl. In the future, as the 
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barber has so decided, you shall pay according to your 
means and generosity.” When the wazirs and amirs had 
taken their baths upon that day, they each paid to Abu 
Sir a hundred dinars in gold, a white slave, a negro, and 
a girl; and, as there were forty of them, the barber 
received four thousand dinars, forty white boys, forty 
negroes and forty girls. Also he was enriched by the 
King with a thousand dinars, ten white boys, ten young 
negroes, and ten girls like moons. 

When Abu Sir had received all this money, and these 
gifts, he kissed the earth between the King’s hands, 
saying: “O auspicious King, O face of fair destiny, O 
jus^ and generous one, where am I going to lodge this 
army of white boys, negroes and girls?” ‘‘It was to make 
you rich' that I have had them given to you,” answered 
the King, “for I thought that perhaps you would wish 
some day to return to your own country and that you 
would then be able to leave us with enough property to 
‘ r^der you and yours for ever beyond the reach of 
need.” “O King of time,”, replied Abu Sir, “such an 
army of slaves befits a monarch such as yourself (whom 
may Allah bless 1 ), but I would have no need of them 
when I sat down with my folk to eat my simple bread 
and cheese. Also, how am I going to feed and clothe all 
this company, whose sharp young teeth would quickly 
eat up all my property and then myself.” “By my life, 
that is true!” laughed the King. “They are a powerful 
army and I hardly think you could sustain them. Will 
you sell them to me for a hundred dinars each? When 
Abu Sir answered that he would most assuredly do so, 
the King called his treasurer and, after paying the barber 
for the hundred and fifty slaves, sent all of them back 
as a present to their former masters. Then said Abu 
Sir: “May Allah quieten your soul, as you have quietened 
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nffine in saving me from the greedy teeth of these young 
ghouls.” The King laughed again and, after compliments, 
left the hammam and returned to his palace, followed by 
the amirs and wazirs. Abu Sir passed that night in his 
new house, sewing the gold into sacks and carefully 
hiding each sack when it was filled. He found that the 
service of his house consisted of twenty negroes, twenty 
boys and four girls. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD CQME 

SHE said: 

Next morning Abu Sir had the city criers cr^ through 
the streets: “Creatures of Allah, come and take a bath 
at the King’s hammam! For three days no price will be 
asked,” As was to be expected, an enormous crowd 
thronged the hammam during those days of free bathing. 
When the fourth morning came, Abu Sir installed him- 
self in the desk at the entrance of the hammam and took 
the voluntary contributions of the bathers as they went 
out. Before evening he had filled a whole chest, by 
Allali’s grace, and begun to amass that fortxme which 
was destined for him. 

Soon the Queen, who heard her husband speak 
enthusiastically of the baths, determined to try one her- 
self. As soon as Abu Sir was informed of her intention, 
he kept the morning for men but reserved the after- 
noon fttr women, employing a discreet female to take 
the money at the desk. When the Queen had experienced 
the delicious effects of this new bathing, she resolved to 
come again every Friday afternoon, paying a thousand 
dln^s for each visit, which was the same price as paid 
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>y the King, who came regularly every Friday morning. 

Thus Abu Sir walked further and further along the 
oad of riches, honour, and glory, remaining all the 
ime the modest and honest fellow he had been. He was 
ilways laughing, always affable, always generous to the 
)oor, from whom he would accept no payment. This 
jenerosity saved his life, as will be shown in the course 
)f our tale. For the moment it is enough for you to 
enow that a certain sea captain, though he found himself 
ihort of money, was allowed by Abu Sir to take a full 
md delightful bath for nothing. When he had been 
refreshed with sherberts and honourably escorted to the 
lo»r by the obliging proprietor, he cudgelled his 
brains for some way of showing his gratitude. You will 
see that an occasion was not long in coming. 

At length Abu Kir, the dyer, heard tell of this 
extraordinary hammam; for the whole city spoke of it 
with admiration, saying: “It is the paradise of the world." 
Resolving to try the joys of it himself, he dressed in his 
richest clothes and rode out on his gaily-decked mule, 
with an army of slaves carrying long sticks before and 
behind him. As soon as he came to the door of the 
hammam, he smelt the perfume of aloe wood and the 
scent of nard. He saw a multitude of men going in and 
out, and the rich and poor waiting their turns together 
on the benches. 

The first person he saw on entering the vestibule was 
his old companion, Abu Sir, sitting at the desk, plump, 
assured and smiling. It was with difficulty that he 
recognised him, for the hollows of his cheeks were now 
filled up with benevolent fat and his face shone with 
pleased prosperity. Though the dyer was disagreeably 
surprised, he pretended great joy and, with matchless 
insolence, went up to' Abu Sir and said in a voice of 
m c 



26 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

tende^ reproach; “Well, well, this is fine behaviour for 
a friend and a gallant man! You must have known that 
I had become the King's dyer, one of the richest and 
most important men in the city, and yet you never came 
to see me, you never asked yourself: 'What has become 
of my old friend, Abu Kir?' I have sent my slaves all over 
the city to hunt for you; but they visited every khan 
and shop without getting upon your track.” With a sad 
shaking of the head, Abu Sir replied: “O Abu Kir, have 
you forgotten the way you treated me when I came to 
you, the blows and the shame, and the cries of 'robber' 
and 'traitor'?” “What are you saying?” cried Abu Kir, 
feigning extreme surprise. “Were you the man whom I 
beat?” and when Abu Sir said that he was, the dyer swore 
a thousand oaths that he had not recognised him. “I took 
you for another,” he explained, “a robber who had 
often stolen my fabrics. You were so thin and yellow 
that it was impossible to recognise you.” He beat his 
hands together, as if in sincere regret, and exclaimed: 
“There is no power or might save in Allah! How could I 
have come to make such a mistake? And yet, was not 
the fault a little with you? For, when you saw me, you 
did not say that you were Abu Sir. Also, that day, I was 
almost beside myself with the cares of business. I beg 
you, in Allah's name, my brother, to forgive me and to 
forget that unfortunate act, for it was written in the 
Destiny of both.” “Allah pardon you, dear companion,” 
answered Abu Sir, “the fault was Fate's and the redress 
shall be with Allah.” “But forgive me freely,” cried the 
dyer, and Abu Sir answered: “May Allah quit your 
conscience as I quit it! What can we do against the 
debts of eternity? Come into the hammam, take off 
your clothes and have a refreshing bath, with my 
blessing 1 * 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

“Whence came this fortune to you?” asked Abu Kir, 
and Abu Sir replied: “He who opened the doors of 
prosperity to you, opened them to me also.” When he 
had told his story from the day of his beating, Abu Kir 
exclaimed: “How glad I am to hear that you enjoy the 
King’s favour! I will attempt to increase that favour by 
teHing the King that you have ever been my friend.” 
Then said the barber: “What good can come from 
interfering with the decisions of Fate? Allah holds all 
favour or disgrace with His hands. Rather undress at 
once and taste the joys of water and cleanliness.” He 
lyjnself led the dyer into the private hall and, with his 
own hands, rubbed, soaped and worked upon him, 
without allowing one of his assistants to help. Then he 
set him on a dais in the cool room and offered him sher- 
berts and refreshments with so much consideration that 
the ordinary clients were abashed to see the King’s 
dyer receiving that exceptional treatment which was 
ordinarily reserved for the King himself. 

When Abu Kir was ready to go, he offered Abu Sir 
money, but the latter refused to accept it, saying: “Are 
you not ashamed to offer it, since I am your friend and 
there is no cause of difference between us?” “Be it so,” 
said Abu Kir. “In return for your kindness, let me give 
you a useful piece of advice. Your hammam is admirable, 
but lacks in one respect of being altogether marvellous. 
You have no depilatory paste; when you have finished 
shaving your clients' heads, you either use the razor or 
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tweezers for the hair on the rest of their bodies. I can 
give you the prescription of a paste which has no equal. 
Listen: take yellow arsenic and quick lime, pound them 
together in a little oil, mix in musk to remove the un- 
pleasant smell, and store in an earthenware pot. I 
answer for the efficacy of this paste; the King will be 
delighted when he sees his hairs fall without shock or 
rubbing, and his skin showing all white and smooth 
beneath.” When the barber had made a note of this 
recipe, Abu Kir left the hammam and hurried to the 
King’s palace. 

He bowed low before the King, saying: “O Sultan of 
time, I come with a warning.” “What warning is that?” 
asked the King, and Abu Kir cried aloud: “Praise be to 
Allah who has so far saved you from the wicked hands 
of that enemy to the throne and to the faith, Abu Sir of 
the hammam 1” “What has he been doing?” asked the 
astonished King. “Sultan of time,” replied the other, “if, 
by evil chance, you enter the hammam again you will 
be lost beyond recall.” “How?” asked the King, and Abu 
Kir, filling his eyes with feigned terror and sweeping 
his arms in a great gesture of despair, panted out: “By 
poison! He has prepared for you a paste of yellow arsenic 
and quick lime, which, even though it be only rubbed 
upon the hairs of the skin, bums like fire. He will suggest 
the paste to you by saying that it will remove the hairs 
of your bottom comfortably and without shock. He 
will apply the paste to the anus of our King and thus kill 
him by poison through the most painful of all channels. 
And the reason? The man is a spy, sent by the King of 
the Christians to slay our master. 1 have run to warn 
you, for your benefits are thick upon me.” 

The King was thrown into an extreme of terror by 
these lies; he shivered and his anus contracted as if it 
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already felt the burning poison. “Carefully keep this 
thing a secret,” he said, “I will go at once to the hammam 
with my grand- wazir to test the truth of what you tell 
me.” 

As soon as the King and the wazir arrived, Abu Sir 
introduced them into the private room and would have 
begvin to rub and wash the Sultan; but the latter bade 
him begin with the wazir. So Abu Sir made the wazir, 
who was a plump old man as hairy as a buck, lie down 
on the marble, eind there rubbed, soaped and washed 
him with his greatest skill. Then he turned to the King, 
saying: “Sultan of time, I have found a drug which acta 
so marvellously upon hairs that a razor is quite unneces- 
sary.” “Try it on the lowest hairs of the wazir,” said the 
King. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FOUR-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Abu Sir took apiece of the paste, as bigas an almond, 
from the earthen pot, and spread it on the hair at the 
base of the wazir’s belly. At once the depilatory effect 
was so marked that the King was convinced that here 
was a powerful poison, and turned furiously to the 
hammam boys, crying: “Arrest this murderer!” He and 
the wazir dressed in haste and returned to the palace, 
accompanied by their 
Abu Sir among them. 

The King called the captain of the port and ships, and 
said to him: “Take this traitor and fasten him in a sack 


guards who carried the astonished 
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filled with quick lime; then throw him into the sea 
beneath the windows of my palace, so that he may die 
two deaths at once, drowning and burning.” “I hear and 
I obey I” answered the captain. 

Now this captain of the port and ships was none other 
than the sailor of whom we have spoken as being 
beholden to Abu Sir. He at once sought the prisoner in 
his dungeon and, taking him on board a small boat, con- 
veyed him to a little island near the city where they 
could speak freely together. “I have not forgotten,” said 
he, “the courteous kindness which you showed me and 
I would wish to pay it back. Tell me your trouble with 
the King and what crime you have committed thus 4 :o 
lose his favour and deserve this horrible death.” “As 
Allah lives, my brother,” answered Abu Sir, “I am inno- 
cent of all fault and have never done anything to merit 
such a punishment.” Then said the captain: “It must be 
that you have enemies who have blackened your reputa- 
tion with the King. Every man gains jealous enemies if 
Destiny too obviously favours him. But fear nothing. 
You will be safe in this isle, where you rnay quietly pass 
your time in fishing until I can contrive to send you 
back to your own country. Now I go to pretend your 
death in sight of the King.” When Abu Sir had kissed 
his hand, the good sailor took a large sack filled with 
quick lime and sailed till he came in front of the sea- 
ward-looking windows of the palace, where the King 
was waiting to see his orders carried out. The captain 
raised his eyes to ask for the signal, and the King, 
stretching his arm through a window, signed with his 
finger that the sack should be thrown into the water. Now 
the King moved his hand so violently that a gold ring, 
which was more precious to him than his own soul, 
slipped from his finger and fell into the sea. This ring 
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was a magic one, upon which depended all his power 
and authority. With it he held in check the people and 
the army, for he had but to lift his hand and a sudden 
ray of light, streaming from the ring, would go out 
against any man and stretch him lifeless on the ground 
by striking off the head from between his shoulders. 
Therefore, when the King saw the ring fall into the sea, 
he would not speak of it and kept his loss a profound 
secret, lest his power over the people should be gone. 

Left alone in the isle, Abu Sir took the fishing-net 
which the captain had given him and, in order both to 
find food and to distract his torturing thoughts, cast it 
into the sea. When he withdrew it, it was so full offish, 
great and small, and of every colour, that he said to 
himself: “As Allah lives, it is a long time since I have 
eaten any fish. I will give one of these to the two cook- 
boys of whom the captain spoke, and command them 
to fry it for me in oil.” You must know that the captain 
^ the port and ships had also the office of supplying the 
King’s kitchen every day with fish. On this particular 
day, being unable to cast the net himself, he had given 
the charge to Abu Sir, and had told him of the cook- 
boys whose duty it was to come for the catch. After this 
lucky first cast, Abu chose out the largest and best 
from among the fish and, drawing his great knife from 
his belt, thrust it through the still living gills, and lo! 
when he withdrew the blade, upon its point was a gold 
ring. Abu Sir had no idea of the ring’s extraordinary 
powers (as you will have guessed, it was none other 
than the ring which the King had let fall into the sea) 
and he cherefore slipped it carelessly upon his finger, 
without thinking overmuch about it. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 



V 


The Thousand Nights and One Night 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDREDTp NIGHT HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When the two cook-boys arrived at the isle, they 
said to Abu Sir : “O fisherman, can you tell us what has 
become of the captain of the port, who daily gives us 
the King’s fish? We have been looking for him every- 
where. In which direction did he go?” “He went in that 
direction,” answered Abu Sir, pointing with his right 
hand straight towards the youths, and behold! their 
two heads leapt from their shoulders and their bodies 
rolled upon the earth. • 

The beam from the King’s ring had killed the two 
cook-boys. 

“Who has done this thing?” cried Abu Sir when he saw 
the lads lying dead before him. He looked all about him 
in the air and on the ground, and then fell into a fit of 
trembling. He stood there, certain that he was sur- 
rounded by invisible and murderous Jinn, until he saw 
the sea captain coming towards him. The sailor’s quick 
eyes saw the two corpses and the ring shining in the sun, 
when he was yet far off. In a flash he understood what had 
happened and cried: “O my brother, do not move your 
right hand or I am a dead man!” 

Although Abu Sir wished to nm forward and greet 
his friend, these words perplexed him and he stood 
rigid until the captain came up and threw his arms about 
his neck. “Each has his Destiny about him,” cried the 
sailor, “and your fate is stronger than the King’s. Tell 
me how you obtained this ring and in return I will 
explain its powers.” Abu Sir told him the tale of the 
fish, and then the captain explained the deadly quality of 
the ring, adding: “Now your life is safe, but the King’s is 
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not. You can come back fearlessly to the city and dash 
the heads from your enemies and from the King himself.” 
At once he led Abu Sir on board the little boat and, 
when they arrived at the city, hastened with him to the 
palace. The King was holding his diwan, surrounded by 
a crowd of wazirs, amirs and counsellors; yid although 
he was filled to the nose with rage and care at the loss 
of his ring, he dared not speak of it or have it searched 
for in the sea lest his enemies should rejoice. When he 
saw Abu Sir, he did not doubt that here was some plot to 
take his life; therefore he cried: “Wretch, how have 
you come out of the sea where you were burned and 
drowned?” “Allah is greater than us all, O King of time,” 
replied the barber, and he told the King how he had 
been saved by the captain in return for a free visit to 
the hammam, how he had found the ring, and how he 
had unwittingly killed the two cook-boys. “Now, O 
King,” he continued, “I am here to give you back your 
ring, because your benefits are tliick upon me and to 
prove that I am not a criminal. For a criminal would use 
the ring to kill his enemies and even the King himself. 
In return, I beg you to look more closely into the crime 
of which I was accused and to torture me to death if I 
am found in any way guilty.” The King took the ring 
which Abu Sir handed him and, replacing it on his 
finger, breathed a deep breath of relief and felt his soul 
return to his body. He rose and threw his arms about 
the barber’s neck, saying: “Surely, O man, you are the 
choice flower of excellent breeding! I pray you, do not 
blame me too much, but forgive me the harm I did you. 
As Allah lives, no other would have returned me my 
ring.” “O King of time,” answered Abu Sir, “if you would 
free your conscience, I beg you to tell me what was 
charged against me.” “That is unnecessary,” said the 
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King, “for I am now certain that you were falsely 
accused; but, as you wish to know, Abu Kir, the dyer, 
accused you of plotting with the King of the Christians 
to murder me with that depilatory paste which you 
tried Upon the lower hairs of my wazir.” 

At this p9int Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIRST NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

“O King of time,” cried Abu Sir with tears in his 
eyes, “I do not know the King of the Christians nor have 
I ever set foot upon his land. But the truth is this.” He 
told the King how he and the dyer had sworn to help 
each other and had sailed from Alexandria together; he 
told of the tricks and knaveries which Abu K!r had 
invented against him, of the beating, and of the prescrip- 
tion for the paste. “You must know,” he went on, “that 
the paste is an excellent thing when put to its proper 
use and only dangerous when swallowed. In my country 
the men and women use nothing else, and the hairs fall 
from their bodies without their knowing it. If the King 
needs proof of the rest of my story he has but to summon 
the doorkeeper of the khan and the assistants from the 
dye-works.” Simply to please Abu Sir, for he was 
already convinced, the King sent for the doorkeeper of 
the khan and the apprentices; and these, when they 
were questioned, confirmed and even added to the 
accusations which the barber had made against the dyer. 

Then cried the King to his guards: “Bring me the 
dyer, bare-headed and bare-footed, with his hands tied 
behind his backl” The guards hastened first to Abu Kir's 
shop and then to his house, where they found him 
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savouring quiet joys and dreaming, without doubt, of 
his old companion’s death. They fell upon him with 
buffets on the neck, kicks up the bottom, and buttings 
in the belly; while they trod him under foot, they 
stripped off all his clothes except his shirt; then they 
dragged him, with his hands tied behind his back, into 
the presence of the King. When he saw Abu Sir seated 
on the right of the throne, the doorkeeper and the 
apprentices standing before it, he understood that he 
was lost and, because of his terror, did that which he 
did in the very middle of the audience chamber. The 
King looked at him angrily, saying: “You cannot deny 
that you stand in the presence of your old friend, the 
poor man whom you robbed, stripped, ill-treated, 
spumed, beat, harried, cursed, accused, and, but for 
the grace of Allah, would have killed.” The doorkeeper 
and the apprentices raised their hands, and cried: “As 
^ lives, you cannot deny it! We are witnesses before 
Him and before the King,” Then said the Sultan: 
“Whether you confess or deny, you shall receive the 
full punishment which Fate has decreed for you . . . 
O guards, take him, drag him by the feet through all 
the city, fasten him in a sack filled with quick lime and 
throw him into the sea that he may die a double 
death.” But the barber cried: “O King of time, I beg 
you to accept my intercession for this man, for I 
forgive him.” “You may forgive his trespasses against 
you,” answered the King, “but I do not forgive his 
trespasses against me . . . Guards, take him away!” 

The guards dragged Abu Kir by his feet through all 
the city, crying his crimes, and then, after fastening 
him into a sack filled with quicklime, cast him into the 
sea. Thus he died a double death, being both burnt and 
drowned. It was his Destiny. 
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“O Abu Sir,” said the King to the barber, “you have 
but to ask for all you wish and it shall be given you.” “I , 
only ask the King to send me back to my country,” 
answered Abu Sir. “I can live no longer away from my 
own folk.” Although the King had wished to make him 
wazir in the place of the plump and hairy one, he pre- 
pared instead a great ship and filled it with male and 
female slaves and rich treasures. As he took leave of the 
barber, he said once more: “You would not rather become 
my wazir?” But, when the barber again refused, the 
King detained him no longer and allowed the ship to 
sail towards Alexandria. 

Allah had written a fair voyage for them, so that they 
arrived safely at Alexandria. When they disembarked, 
one of the slaves saw a sack which had been cast by the 
sea upon the beach. Abu Sir opened this and discovered 
the body of Abu Kir, which the currents of God had 
returned to its own place. The barber had his one-ti««e . 
friend buried upon the shore and raised a monument 
above him, which became a place of pilgrimage, sup- 
ported by the dead man’s goods. On the door Abu Sir 
engraved these lines: 

Hold from your lips the bitter gourd oj evil, 

Because that wine leads even to this level. 

Upon the water Jloats thejlesh oJ death, 

But quiet pearls eternal lie beneath. 

See, the transparent pages of the air 
In seiene spaces! It is written there: 

He who sows good shall gather good Jr om earth. 

For every harvest savours of its birth. 

Such was the end of Abu Kir, the dyer, and such the 
beginning of Abu Sir, the barber, in a life of happiness 
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and ease. The bay where the dyer was buried is known 
as the Bay of Abu Kir unto this day. Glory be to Him 
who lives in His eternity and brings forth Winter and 
Summer according to His will 1 

Then said Shahrazad; “That, O auspicious King, is 
all that I know of the tale,” “By Allah, it is an edifying 
story!” cried Shahryar. “It has roused in me the desire to 
hear one or two moral anecdotes.” “Those are the kind 
of tale which I know best,” answered Shahrazad. 

At this point she saw the approach of morning and 
discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

• THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SECOND NIGHT HAD COME 
SHAHRAZAD said: 

MORAL ANECDOTES FROM THE PERFUMED 

GARDEN 

•Moral anecdotes, O auspicious King, are the tales 
which I know best. I will tell you one or two or three 
from the Perfumed Garden.” Tlien said King Shahryar; 
“Begin tjuickly, for a great weariness weighs upon my 
soul to-night and I doubt whether your head is safe 
upon your shoulders.” “Listen, then,” answered Shahra- 
zad with a smile, “but first I must warn you, O auspicious 
King, that, though these anecdotes are very moral, they 
might seem licentious to gross and narrow minds.” “Do 
not let that stop you, Shahrazad,” said King Shahryar. 
“Only, if you think these moral anecdotes ought not to 
be heard by this little one, who listens, I do not very 
well know why, among the carpets at your feet, tell her 
to depart at once.” But little Dunyazad, fearing to be 
driven away; threw herself into the arms of her elder 
sister. Shahrazad kissed her upon the eyes and calmed 
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her against her breast; then she turned to King Shahryar, 
saying: “I think that she should be allowed to stay, for 
‘to the pure and clean all things are pure and clean,' 
and there is nothing shameful in speaking of those 
things which lie below our waists." 

THEN SHE said: 


THE THREE WISHES 

It is RELATED, O auspicious King, that there was once 
a well-intentioned man who had passed all his life, in 
eager expectation of that miraculous night, which the 
Book promises to Believers of burning faith, the Night 
of Possibility, when a pious man may realise his every 
wish. On one of the last nights of Ramadan the saint, 
who had fasted strictly all day, felt himself suddeji^y 
visited by divine grace. He called his wife and said to 
her: “This evening I feel pure before the Eternal and am 
persuaded that it is my Night of Possibility. As my wishes 
will be granted by the Rewarder, I wish to consult with 
you as to what I should ask, for I have sometimes bene- 
fited from your advice.” “How many wishes will you 
have?" asked the wife, and, when he told her that he 
might have three, she continued: “You know that the 
perfection of man and his delight are rooted in his 
manhood; no man may be perfect who is chaste or 
impotent or a eunuch. It follows that the larger a man’s 
zabb, the greater his manhood and the further he has 
gone upon the road of perfection. Therefore bow 
humbly before the face of the Highest and beg for your 
zabb to grow to magnificence.” Straightway the man 
bowed himself and, turning his palms towards the sky, 
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prayed; “O Benefactor, O Generous, enlarge my zabb 
even to magnificence I” 

This wish was no sooner expressed than granted. At 
once the saint saw his zabb swell and magnify until it 
looked like a calabash lying between two mighty 
pumpkins. And the weight of all that was so considerable 
that he had to sit down again when he would rise, and, 
when he would lie, get up. 

His wife was so terrified by what she saw that she 
fled away each time that the holy man brought his new 
treasure to the business. She wept and cried out: “How 
can I dare this mighty instrument, whose very jetting 
would pierce a rock through and through?” At last the 
poor man said: “O execrable woman, what am I to do 
with this thing? The fault is yours.” “The name of Allah 
upon me and around me!” she exclaimed. “Pray for the 
Prophet, old empty-eye! As Allah lives, I have no need 
of all that; I did not ask for so much. Pray for it to be 
lessened. That will be your second wish.” 

The saint lifted his eyes to heaven, saying; “O Allah, I 
beg you to rid me from these too bountiful goods and 
deliver me from the trouble of them!” Even as he 
framed the words, his belly became quite smooth, with 
no more sign of zabb and eggs than if it had been the 
belly of a little impubic girl. 

Needless to say, this complete disappearance did not 
satisfy the good man and was even more distasteful to his 
wife, who began to curse him and accuse him of cheating 
her. Then the holy man’s displeasure knew no bounds, 
and he cried: “See what comes of your foolish counsels, 
O witless woman! I had three wishes and might have 
chosen great riches in this world or the next. Now two 
of them have gone for nothing, and I am even in poorer 
case than I was before. As I have still a third wish, 1 will 
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ask the Lord to restore that which I had in the beginning. 

His wish was granted and he obtained just such a zabb 
as he had had before. 

The moral of this tale is that a man should be contented 
with what he has. 

Then said Shahrazad; 

THE BOY AND THE RUBBER 

■ It is related, O auspicious King, that there was a 
hammam rubber who was so famous for his skill that he 
always attended upon the sons of the chief nobles and 
richest merchants in the city. One day, while he <was 
waiting in the hall for bathers, there entered the son of 
the wazir, who was a boy still lacking hair about his 
body, but with rich plump curves and a most beautiful 
face. The rubber rejoiced to touch the sweet body of 
this delicate lad and exclaimed within his soul: “See 
how the fat has made silky cushions here! How rich a 
form, how plump!” He helped his client to lie down upon 
the warm marble of the hot room and began to knead 
his body with a special care. When he came to the 
thighs, he was stupefied to see that this large youth had 
a zabb scarcely as big as a hazel nut. He lamented in his 
spirit and, stopping short, began to beat one hand against 
the other for despair. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRD NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

When the boy saw the rubber so dispirited, he asked 
him the cause of his grief, and the man replied: “Alas. 
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my lord, it is for you I weep 1 1 see you afflicted with the 
greatest ill possible to man: you are young, plirnip and 
handsome, and have been blessed by the Creator with 
all qualities and riches; but you lack the instrument of 
delight without which a man is not a man and may 
neither give nor receive. What is life without a zabb 
and all that a zabb implies?” The wazir’s son lowered his 
head sadly, as he answered: “You are right, my uncle. 
You remind me of the one grief which occupies me 
when I am alone. If the heritage of my revered father 
is so little, the fault is mine; for hitherto I have not 
tried to make it fructify. How can a kid become a 
powerful he-goat if he keeps away from the kindling 
females, or a tree grow when it is not watered? Until 
to-day I have held aloof from women, and no desire has 
come to wake the sleeping baby in its cradle. Now I 
think it is time that it came out of its sleep and that the 
^epherd learnt to lean upon his crook.” 

Then said the rubber: “How can a shepherd lean on 
a crook no larger than one joint of his little finger?” “I 
rely on your generous help, my imcle,” replied the boy. 
“Go to the dais where I left my clothes and take from 
my belt a purse full of gold. If you will procure with 
that money some girl who can begin my zabb’s develop- 
ment, I will make my first experiment to-day.” “I hear 
and I obey!” answered the rubber and at once, fetching 
the purse from the dais, left the hammam. 

As he went along, he said to himself: “This poor boy 
thinks that a zabb is made of soft toffee and can be 
pulled out immediately to any length with the lingers. 
Does he imagine that a cucumber grows in a day or that 
a banana ripens before it is* a banana!” Laughing to him- 
self, he sought out his wife and said to her: “O mother 
of my son, I have just been rubbing a very handsome 
m D 
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boy at the hammSm, He is the wazir’s child; but, 
although the poor lad has every other perfection, he has 
a zabb the size of a hazel-nut. When I lamented for his 
youth, he gave me this purse of gold and asked me to 
procure a girl who could instantly develop his miserable 
inheritance. Just as if a zabb could grow to manhood 
at a single touch! I think it would be as well if this gold 
stayed in our house; so I suggest that you come back 
with me and pretend to lend yourself to the experiment. 
We need fear no results with the poor boy; and there is 
nothing shameful in the matter. You can pass an hour 
laughing at him, without fear or danger; while I watch 
over the two of you and guard you from the curiosity* of 
the other bathers.” 

The young wife readily consented to this plan and 
at once dressed herself in her fairest robes. Even without 
ornament she could have turned heads and ravished 
hearts, for she was one of the most beautiful women 
of her time. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

The rubber brought his wife into the presence of 
the wazir’s son who was waiting, stretched upon the 
warm marble; he left them alone and placed himself 
outside to prevent the men who passed from looking 
round the door. 

As soon as the yoimg woman saw the boy she was 
charmed with his moon-like beauty; and he felt all his 
desires go out to her. “What shame,” she said to herself, 
“that he has not got what other men have. My husband 
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told the truth: it is scarcely as big as a nut.” Soon, how- 
ever, the child lying between the boy’s thighs stirred in 
its sleep and, as its smallness was in appearance only, 
since it was of that kind which retires almost wholly into 
its father’s bosom when at rest, began gradually to 
throw off its torpor. Suddenly it sprang erect, as great 
as an ass’s or an elephant’s, a powerful sight to see. 
The rubber’s wife uttered a cry of admiration and 
wound her arms about the boy’s neck; he mounted her 
like a triumphant cock and in an hour pierced her once, 
twice, thrice, and seven times more again, while she 
struggled and moaned below him in tumultuous happi- 
ness. 

During this hour the rubber was watching through 
the wooden trellis of the door and dared not interrupt 
for fear of a public shame. He kept on calling out in a 
low voice to his wife, but she did not answer. “O mother 
of my son,” he whispered fiercely, “why do you not go? 
The day is far spent and the baby waits your breast at 
home.” But she, still writhing below her lover, answered 
with breathless laughter: “No, as Allali lives, for 1 have 
found a child better worth feeding.” Then said the 
wazir’s son: “You may go and give your baby the breast, 
if you will promise to come back at once.” But she 
exclaimed: “I would rather die than deprive this sweet 
new suckling of its mother even for an hour.” 

When the poor rubber heard his wife thus shamelessly 
refuse to return to him, he was thrown into such despair 
and rage of jealousy, that he threw himself from the 
hammam terrace and died in the street below. 

The moral of this story is that a wise man does not 
judge by appearances. 

But, continued Shahrazad, I know another which 
teaches the same lesson even more strongly and proves 
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how dangerous it is to be guided by the seeming of 
things: 


THERE IS WHITE AND WHITE 

It is related, 0 auspicious King, that a certain man 
fell violently in love with a talented and beautiful girl, 
and, as she was married to a husband whom she loved 
and was in all things chaste and virtuous, could find no 
means by which to seduce her. He patiently made siege 
for a long time without result and then determined upon 
a trick which should either conquer or punish her. 

It happened that the woman's husband had,- as 
confidential servant, a boy whom he had raised from the 
cradle and who was entrusted with the guardianship of 
the house while his master was away. The lover took 
care to bind this boy to him with ties of friendship, 
making him such fine presents that soon the lad vvas 
entirely devoted and would obey him in all things. 

When this point had been reached, the lover said to 
his friend: “I should very much like to look over your 
master's house to-day when he and your mistress are 
absent.” “Certainly,” answered the other, and, when the 
husband had gone to his shop and the wife on a visit 
to the hammam, he led the lover into the house and 
showed him all the rooms with their various contents. 
Then the man, who had already prepared for the trick 
which he meant to play on the young woman, took 
advantage of the boy turning his back for a moment to 
approach the bed in the bedchamber and pour upon 
the sheet some white of egg from a flask. After that he 
left the room and went his way. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTH NIGHT HAD COMB 
SHE said: 

At sundown the husband shut his shop and, as soon 
as he reached home, being weary from a long day of 
buying and selling, went to the bed and would have 
lain down to rest had he not seen a large stain on the 
sheet. Being thrown into a great state of distrust, he 
recoiled, saying to himself: “Who can have entered my 
house and done this thing with my wife? This is a man's 
semen without any doubt.” To make assurance more 
sure he placed his finger in the liquid, and, after examina- 
tion, exclaimed: “It isl” In his fury his first thought was 
to kill the boy; but he soon abandoned his plan, saying 
to himself: “So great a stain could not have come out 
flf so young a boy; he has not yet reached an age when 
the eggs swell.” He called the lad to him, crying: “Vile 
abortion, where is your mistress?” “She has gone to the 
hammam,” answered the lad. On this, suspicion became 
certainty in the mind of the man, for the law of religion 
compels both man and woman to make complete 
ablution after they have coupled. “Run and tell her to 
return at once I” he cried, and the boy hurried off to the 
bath. 

As soon as his wife returned and entered the bed- 
chamber where her husband waited with rolling eyes, the 
merchant threw himself upon her without a word, and, 
seizing her by the hair, flung her to the ground. After 
administering a rain of kicks and blows, he tied her 
arms and, drawing a great knife, was about to cut her 
throat, when she yelled and cried so loudly that all the 
neighbours of both sexes ran in to help her. Seeing her 
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about to be slain, they pulled the husband away by force 
and asked why she had merited such punishment. The 
woman swore that she knew no reason; so the crowd 
cried to the husband: “If you have cause of complaint, 
you may either divorce her or reprimand her gently, 
but kill her you may not; for she is chaste, and known 
by us all to be so. We will Swear to her chastity before 
Allah and before the kadi. She has been our neighbour 
for a long time and we have never found offence in her." 
“Let me cut the wanton’s throatl” answered the mer- 
chant. “If you wish proof of her debauchery, look at this 
stain which lovers have left in her bed.” The neighbours, 
men and women alike, approached the bed and, when 
each had plunged a finger in the mess, all cried: “It is a 
man’s semen!” But the boy, who had gone forward with 
the rest, collected some of the liquid which had not 
been absorbed by the sheet, and put it in a pan which he 
then held over the fire. When the contents weye 
cooked, he ate a little and distributed the rest to the 
neighbours, saying: “Taste this. It is only white of egg." 
As soon as they had tasted, they realised that what he 
had said was true, and even the husband admitted that 
his wife was innocent and had been unjustly ill-treated. 
He hastened to make his peace with her and, to seal the 
truce, gave her a hundred dinars and a gold collar. 

This short tale proves that there is white and white, 
and that, in every matter of life, a wise man should 
differentiate. 

When Shahrazad had told these anecdotes to the King, 
she fell silent. Then said Shahryar: “In truth, Shahrazad, 
these tales are infinitely moral. They have so quieted my 
spirit that I am ready to hear you tell me some altogether 
extraordinary story.” “Certainly!” answered Shahrazad. 
“My next tale will be as strange as you could wish." 
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THE TALE OF LAND ABDALLAH AND 
SEA ABDALLAH 

And Shahrazad said to King Shahryarj 

It is related — but Allah sees further! — that there 
was once a fisherman, called Abdallah, who had a wife 
and nine children to support and was very poor, since 
he had no resource but his net. This net was his shop, 
his trade, and the door of safety for his house. He would 
fish every day in the sea and, if he caught anything, would 
sell it and spend the price on his children, according to 
the measure which Allah had meted; but if he caught 
much, he bought good food for his wife to cook and 
purchased fruits and the like until all the money was 
^one; for he would say: “To-morrow’s bread will come 
to-morrow.” He lived thus from day to day without 
anticipating Destiny. 

A morning came when his wife bore a tenth son 
(for the other nine children were all sons, thanks to 
Allah!) and there was nothing to eat in the house. Then 
said the woman: “Dear master, the house has now 
another dweller and the day’s bread is not yet provided. 
Will you not go out and seek something to sustain us in 
this painful moment?” “I am just going out,” he answered 
“I trust in the bounty of Allah and shall make the first 
cast of my net in the child’s name and see the measure 
of his future fortune.” “Trust in Him!” said the wife; 
and Abdallah left the house with his net upon his 
shoulders and walked to the sea shore. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTH NIGHT HAD COMB 
SHE said: 

In the infant’s name he cast and disposed his net in 
the water, saying: “O my God, grant that his life be 
easy and not difficult, abundant and not sparel” Then, 
after waiting a moment, he drew in his net and found 
it full of dung, sand, gravel and weed; but with no sign 
of the smallest fish. Saddened and astonished, he cried: 
“Has Allah created this child without allowing him any 
provision? That cannot be, that can never be. He who 
formed the jaws of man and made his two lips for his 
mouth did not create in vain. He has taken upon Him- 
self to furnish the needs of these things, for He is the 
Foreseeing One, the Generous. Let His name be exalted!” 
He took his net on his back and, moving along the shore, 
cast it in another place. He waited longer this time and 
had much greater difficulty in drawing the net to land, 
for it was very heavy. In it he found an ass, all swollen and 
stinking with death. The fisherman felt deadly sick and, 
after quickly freeing his net from the corpse, hurried 
to another part of the beach. “There is no power or 
might save in Allah!” he said to himself. “This bad luck 
comes from my wicked wife. How often have I said to 
her: ‘There is nothing more for me in the water and I 
must earn our food elsewhere. Of a truth, I can do 
nothing more in this trade; therefore let me practice 
some other.’ I have said this till my tongue was hairy 
with speaking, but she always answered: ‘Allah Karim, 
Allah Karim! His generosity knows no limit, therefore 
do not despair, O father of my children. ’ Where is all 
this generosity of Allah? Is this dead ass the destiny of 
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ny last-bom child or shall it be bought with gravel or 
iand?” 

For a long time Abdallah stood still in bitter dis- 
ippointment, but at last he decided to try one more 
:ast and asked pardon from Allah for his ill-considered 
words. “0 Rewarder of all creatures, 0 Writer of all 
Destinies, favour my fishing, favour my child, and I 
promise that one day he shall be a holy man, devoted to 
the service of Allah!” Thus prayed the fisherman. “Grant 
that I may catch a single fish, to carry to my benefactor, 
the baker! When 1 would stop before his shop to sniff 
the scent of the hot bread in the black days of my poverty, 
he would generously give me enough to satisfy my nine 
and their mother.” After he had cast his net a third time, 
Abdallah gave it many minutes to fill before he began to 
draw it to land. This he could not do until his hands were 
all bleeding from the effort; for this time the net was 
even more heavy. At last he succeeded in drawing it 
^hore and then, to his stupefaction, he saw a human 
being, a son of Adam, caught in the meshes of the net. 
The apparition had a head, face, beard, trunk, and arms 
like ordinary men, but ended in a fish’s tail. 

Abdallah did not doubt for a moment that he was in 
the presence of some Ifrit, who, in old time, had 
been shut in a copper jar for rebellion against our master 
Sulaiman ibn Daud, and cast into the sea. “It is surely 
one of those!” he said to himself. “Because the metal has 
been rotted by the years and the seas, he has been able 
to escape from the sealed jar and creep into my net.” 
Tucking his garment above his knees, the fisherman 
began to run breathlessly along the beach, with terrified 
cries of: “Mercy, mercy, 0‘lfrit of Sulaiman!” 

“Approach, 0 fisherman, and do not fly from me!” 
cried the man in the net. “I am human as you are, no 
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Marid or Ifrit, but a human like yourself. Fear nothing, 
for if you will help me out of this net, I will reward you 
largely and Allah will remember it in your favour on 
the Day of Judgment.” Abdallah’s heart calmed a little 
at these words; he ceased his flight and began to return 
very slowly towards the net, advancing one leg and 
drawing back the other, as the saying is. When he was 
close, he said to his strange captive: “You are sure you 
are no Jinni?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

“I AM NOT,” answered the man in the net, “I am a human 
being who believes in Allah and His Prophet.” “Then who 
threw you into the sea?” asked Abdallah, and the other 
replied: “No one threw me into the sea; I was born 
there. I am one of the children of the sea, a numerous 
people who live in the marine depths. We live and 
have our being in the water, as you upon the earth, 
and the birds in the air. We all believe in Allah and His 
Prophet (upon whom be prayer and peace!) and are 
well-disposed towards the earth men, since we obey 
the commandments of Allah and the precepts of the 
Book. If I were a Jinni or evil Ifrit, would I not have 
tom your net in pieces instead of having the consideration 
to ask you to help me, in order that your net, which is 
your wage-earner and the door of safety for your house, 
should not be spoiled?” This last argument dissipated 
any doubts which Abdallah retained; as he stooped to 
help the sea man from the net, the latter continued: *0 
fisherman, Destiny ruled my capture. I was walking in 
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the water when your net descended about me and 
caught me in its meshes. I wish to be of service to you 
and yours^ Will you make a pact with me by which 
each shall swear to be a friend to the other, to give 
presents and receive them in exchange? For instance, 
you will come to this place every day and bring me a 
provision of the fruits of earth: grapes, figs, water- 
melons, sweet-melons, peaches, plums, pomegranates, 
bananas, dates and the like. I will receive them from 
you gladly and, in return, give you on each occasion the 
fruits of our sea: coral, pearls, chrysolites, aquamarines, 
emeralds, sapphires, rubies, the precious metals, and all 
the jewels of the waters. I will fill the same basket you 
use to bring my fruit. Do you accept?’’ 

Already the fisherman had been ravished with joy at 
this splendid enumeration; now he stood on one leg, 
crying: “As Allah lives, who would not accept? But first 
l^t the Fatihah be between us to seal our pact.” The man 
from the sea agreed and the two recited the first chapter 
of the Koran aloud. Then only Abdallah freed his captive 
from the net. “What is your name?” he asked. “I am 
called Abdallah,” answered his new friend, “If by chance 
you do not see me when you come in the morning, you 
have only to call me by that name and I will appear from 
the water. And what is your name, my brother?” “I also 
un called Abdallah,” replied the fisherman. Then cried 
the merman: “You are Land Abdallah, and I am Sea 
Abdallah, so we are twice brothers, by name and friend- 
ship. Wait for me a moment, my brother, while I dive 
and bring you up your first gift from the sea.” With that 
he leapt from the beach and disappeared below che water. 

When a little time passed and he did not appear. 
Land Abdallah repented of having freed him. “How do 
I know that he will return?” he thought. “He mocked me, 
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and made these promises to get free. Why did I not 
keep him prisoner? I could have shown him to the 
people and made much money. I could have carried 
him into the houses of the rich, who do not care to go 
out for their entertainment, and been largely rewarded 
for my show. Your fish has escaped, O fisherman!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw ^e approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Even as the fisherman was lamenting, the merman 
appeared through the surface of the waves, holding 
something above his head, and climbed on to the beach 
beside him. His two hands were filled with pearls, 
coral, emeralds, hyacinths, rubies and other stones, 
which he handed to his friend, saying: “Take thes/*, 
Abdallah, my brother, and excuse their fewness; for to- 
day I have no basket to fill. When you bring me one, I 
will load it to the top with these sea fruits.” The fisher 
rejoiced at the sight of the shining jewels and, after 
letting them trickle between his marvelling fingers, hid 
them in his breast. “Do not forget our pact,” said the 
merman. “Return here every morning before sunrise.” 
Then he took leave of the fisherman and dived into the 
sea. 

Land Abdallah returned to the city, dnmken with 
joy, and made his way to the shop of the benevolent 
baker, who had been good to him in the black days. “My 
brother,” he said, “fortune begins to walk upon our way. 
I pray you give me an account of what I owe you.” “Is 
there need of an account between such friends?” asked 
the baker. “If you have a little money to spare, give me 
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what you can; if you have nothing, take as much bread 
as you need for your family and wait to pay me imtil 
prosperity has become your permanent guest.” “Good 
friend,” answered the fisherman, “prosperity has taken 
up eternal abode with me for the good luck of my latest 
bom and by the munificence of Allah. Yet all that I can 
give you is little compared with your kindness when 
want had me by the throat. Take this as earnest of more 
to come.” So saying, he pulled so great a handful of 
jewels from his breast that not half remained. This he 
stretched out to the baker, saying: “1 beg you to lend 
me a little money until I have sold my sea gems in the 
market.” Stupefied by what he saw and received, the 
baker emptied his till into Abdallah's hands and insisted 
on carrying the necessary bread to the fisherman's 
family himself. “I am your slave and servant,”he exclaimed 
and, taking a basket of loaves on his head, walked behind 
Abdallah to his house. There he set dovm the basket and, 
alter kissing his friend's hand, went on his way. Abdallah 
gave the loaves to his wife and then went out again and 
bought lamb, chicken, vegetables and fruit. That evening 
the woman did mighty cookery and all the family ate 
abundantly to the health of the new-born, who had 
brought such fortune on the house. 

Abdallah told his wife all that had happened and 
handed over to her the rest of the jewels, so that she 
rejoiced, saying: “Keep this most fortunate adventure 
secret; otherwise you will risk grave embarrassment by 
the folk of the government.” “I will hide the thing from 
all except the baker,” answered Abdallah. “Although 
good fortune should be kept secret, I cannot make a 
mystery of it with the first man who ever befriended me.” 

Very early next morning Land Abdallah returned to 
the sea bearing a basket full of every kind and colour of 
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fiiiits. Setting his load down on the sand, he clapped his 
hands, calling; “Where are you. Sea Abdallah?” At once 
a voice answered from below the waves: “I «im here. 
Land Abdallah,” and the merman came up out of the 
water and climbed ashore. After mutual greetings, the 
fisherman gave his basket of fruit to the merman, who 
thanked him heartily and dived back into the sea. A few 
moments later he reappeared, carrying the basket 
emptied of its fruit, but heavy with emeralds, aqua- 
marines, and all the splendid harvest of the ocean. When 
the two had said farewell, the fisherman loaded the 
basket on his head and made straight for his friend’s 
bakery. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

“Peace be upon you, O father of open hands!” he said, 
and the baker answered: “And upon you be peace and 
benediction from Allah, O face of good omen! I have 
just sent up to your house a dish of forty cakes which I 
cooked specially for you. In their preparation I did not 
spare clarified butter, cinnamon, cardamom, nutmeg, 
turmeric, artemesia, anise or fennel.” The fisherman 
plunged his hand into the basket, which shone with a 
thousand coloured fires, and gave the baker three large 
handfuls of jewels. When he reached his own house, he 
chose from the basket the finest specimen of each kind 
and colour and, wrapping the gems in a piece of cotton, 
took his way to the market of the jewellers. Entering 
the shop of the syndic, he showed his marvellous wares, 
saying; “Do you wish to buy these?” The syndic looked 
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at him suspiciously and asked if he had any more. When 
Abdallah answered that he had a whole basket of them 
at home, the other said: “Where is your house?” “As 
Allah lives, I have no house,” answered the fishermcin, 
‘^but only a hut of rotten planks at the end of a lane near 
the fish market.’ On hearing this answer the jeweller 
cried to his lads: “Arrest this man! He is the robber who 
was reported to us as having stolen the Queen’s jewels!” 
The assistants beat Abdallah soundly and all the jewellers 
flocked together to curse him. Some said: “He is the 
man who committed the robbery in Hasan’s shop last 
month,” and others exclaimed: “That is the wretch who 
cleaned out so-and-so’s place.” Each told a tale of theft 
by some unknown robber and attributed it to the fisher- 
man; but Abdallah kept silence and made no sign of 
denial. He allowed himself, after the beating, to be 
dragged into the presence of the King by the syndic of 
tjjje jewellers, who wished to make him confess his 
crimes in the royal presence and then that he should be 
hanged at the palace gate. 

When all the jewellers had entered the dlwan, the 
syndic said: “O King of time, since the Queen’s collar 
disappeared we have done our best to catch the thief 
and now, with the help of All^, we have succeeded. 
Here is the guilty man and here are the jewels which 
were found upon him.” Then said the King to the chief 
eunuch: “Take these stones and show them to your 
mistress, begging her to say whether they are those of 
the collar which she lost.” So the chief eunuch took 
the splendid gems to the Queen and asked her that 
question. 

The Queen marvelled and replied: “They are not the 
same at all. I have found my collar in the chest. ITiese 
stones are far more beautiful than mine; they cannot 
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have their equal in the world *Run, O Masrur, and tell 
the King to buy these stones for another collar, which 
he can give to our daughter, Prosperity, who has now 
reached a marriageable age.” 

When the King learnt the Queen's answer, he flew 
into a rage with the syndic of the jewellers for thus 
apprehending and maltreating an innocent man, and 
cursed him with all the curses of Ad. “O King of time,” 
answered the trembling sheikh, “we knew that this 
man was a poor fisherman and therefore, when we saw 
him with these stones and heard that he had a basket 
full of them at home, we concluded that such wealth 
was too great to be got honestly.” At this answer the 
King's wrath increased and he cried out to the syndic 
and the rest of the jewellers: “O vulgar minds, O here- 
tics, O common earthy soulsl Do you not know that 
any fortune, however marvellous and sudden, is 
possible in the destiny of a true Believer? Wretches, you 
have the stiff-necked impudence to condemn this poor 
man without a hearing, without any examination, on 
the absurd pretext that such wealth is too great for 
himl You treated him like a thief and dishonoured him 
among his fellows. Not for a moment did you think of 
Allah, Who distributes His favour without the niggard- 
liness common to jewellers. Ignorant fools, do you know, 
then, the size of the infinite wealth of God, that you 
dare to judge by your mean and muddy figures what 
weight may be in the scales of a happy Destiny? Begone 
out of my sight, O men of misery 1 1 pray that Allah will 
ever withhold His blessings from you!” Thus he drove 
them in shame from before the throne. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

The King turned to Abdallah the fisherman and, 
before asking him the least question, exclaimed: “O you 
who have been poor, may Allah bless you in the gift 
which He has bestowed 1 I give you security. . . . Now 
do you wish to tell me truly how you came by these 
jewels, which are so beautiful that no king of the earth 
has got the like?” “O King of time,” answered Abdallah, 
“I have at home a fish basket filled with stones like these, 
a gift from my friend, the Sea Abdallah.” He told the 
King the story of his adventure with the merman in all 
its details, adding: “I made a pact with him, sealed by a 
recital of the Fatihah, by which I am bound to bring him 
every morning at dawn a basket filled with the fruits of 
tjje earth and he is bound to fill that basket with the 
fruits of the sea, which are jewels of great price.” 

The King marvelled at Allah's generosity to His 
Believers, and said: “O fisherman, this was written in 
your Destiny 1 1 have only to tell you that riches demand 
protection and that a wealthy man ought to have a high 
rank. As I wish to guard you for all my lifetime, and 
even after — since I cannot answer for the future and do 
not know what my successor might do to you through 
greed and envy — I will marry you to my daughter. 
Prosperity, a girl already ripe for marriage, and appoint 
you my wazir, thus leaguing you directly with the throne 
before my death.” 

The King called his slaves, saying: “Conduct your 
master Abdallah to the hammam,” and the slaves led 
him to the palace bath. After washing him carefully, 
they put royal robes upon him and reconducted him to 

III E 
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the presence of the King, who straightway named him 
wazir. He gave him instruction in his new duties, and 
Abdallah thanked him, saying: “O King, your advice is 
my rule of conduct and your kindness a shadow in which 
I take delight.” Then the King sent couriers to the 
fisherman’s house with numerous guards; with men 
playing upon the fife, the clarinet, the cymbals, the big 
drum and the flute; and with women expert in dress 
and ornament: to clothe and deck Abdallah’s wife and 
the ten sons, to install them in a palanquin carried by 
ten negroes and to conduct them to the palace amid 
sounds of music. The woman, with her last-bom at her 
breast, was placed in a rich litter with her nine other 
children and conducted by the wives of amirs and nobles 
to the palace, where the Queen received her with every 
mark of honour. The King greeted the children and, 
making them sit turn and turn about upon his knee, 
caressed them paternally with as much pleasure as if they 
had been his own sons. In order to show her affection for 
the wife of the new wazir, the Queen appointed her 
to govern all the women of the fiarlm and made her 
wazirah of the apartments. 

That same day the King fulfilled his promise by giving 
his only daughter. Prosperity, to be Abdallah’s second 
wife. He celebrated the marriage with a great feast for 
citizens and soldiers, and an illumination of all the 
streets. At night Abdallah learnt the delights of young 
flesh and the difference between the virginity of a little 
princess and the old used body on which he had rested 
hitherto. 

At dawn next morning the King, who had been 
awakened before his usual hour by the emotions of the 
day before, went to his window and saw his new wazir, 
the husband of Prosperity, leaving the palace with a 
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basket of fruit on his head. He called out to him: “What 
are you doing, my son-in-law? Where are you going?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-ELEVENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

“I AM CARRYING the fruit to my friend, Sea Abdallah,” 
answered the wazir. “But this is not the hour when men 
leave the palace,” objected the King, “and it is hardly 
fitting that my son-in-law should carry a porter’s load 
on his head.” “That is true,” replied Abdallah, “but I am 
afraid that I will miss my appointment and appear to 
the merman as a liar, one whom prosperity has made 
forgetful of his promise.” Then said the King: “You are 
right. Hurry to your friend and Allah go with youl” 
Abdallah took his way through the markets, where the 
earliest merchants were opening their shops. “That is 
Abdallah, the wazir,” they said to each other. “That is the 
King’s son-in-law, who goes down to the sea to exchange 
those fruits for precious stones.” Some, who did not 
recognise him, stopped him as he went, saying: “O fruit- 
seller, how much for a measure of apricots?” He answered 
each one very politely: “They are not for sale. They are 
already sold,” and thus pleased all. When he came to the 
shore, he saw Sea Abdallah rising from the waves. He 
gave him the fruit and received a new load of brightly- 
coloured gems. Then he returned to the city and scught 
the shop of his friend, the baker. He found it closed 
and waited a little in case the good man had not yet 
arrived. At last he asked a neighbouring shopkeeper what 
had become of the baker and, when the man answered: 
“1 do not know exactly what Allah has done to him; but 
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I believe that he lies sick in his own house,” hurried to 
the street in which the baker lived and knocked upon 
his door. After a few minutes a terrified head appeared 
at one of the higher windows and soon afterwards the 
baker, reassured by the sight of the fisherman with his 
jewels, came down and opened the door. He threw him- 
self weeping into Abdallah’s arms, and said: “You have 
not been hanged? I heard that you had been arrested as 
a thief. Fearing to be taken as your accomplice, I shut 
up my shop and hid at home. Tell me, my friend, how 
come you to wear the clothes of a wazir?” Abdallah told 
him the whole story, adding: “The King has made me 
his wazir and married me to his daughter. I have now 
a harim, headed by my old wife, the mother of my 
children ... I pray you, take this basket; for to-day is 
the day of your Destiny.” With that he left his friend 
and returned to the palace with the empty basket. 

When the King saw him coming he laughed alou4~ 
saying: “You see, your friend the merman has played you 
false.” “Far otherwise,” answered Abdallah, “the jewels 
with which he filled the basket to-day surpassed those 
of yesterday in beauty. I have given them all to my 
friend, the baker, who, in the days when misery had me 
by the throat, fed me and my children and their mother. 
He was not unmindful of me in the days of my poverty 
and therefore I have remembered him in the days of 
prosperity. As Allah lives, I wish to show that my good 
fortune has not hardened me against the poor.” The 
King was edified in the extreme by this reply, and asked 
the baker’s name. “He is called Abdallah the baker,” 
replied the wazir, “just as I am called Land Abdallah, 
and my friend, the merman, is called Sea Abdallah.” 
Then cried the astonished King: “I am called King 
Abdallah. We are all four named the servants of Allah. 
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And as the servants of Allah are equal in His sight, being 
brothers in the Faith, I wish you to go and fetch Abdallah 
the baker, that I may make him my second wazir.” 

Land Abdallah fetched Abdallah the baker into the 
presence of the King, who invested him with the proper 
garments and named him wazir of his left. 

Abdallah, who had been a fisherman, and was now 
wazir on the King’s right, fulfilled his new functions to 
the satisfaction of all, and never forgot to carry the 
fruits in season to his friend. Sea Abdallah, in exchange 
for precious stones and metal. When there were no 
fresh fruits in the gardens or shops, he would fill the 
basket with dried raisins, almonds, nuts, pistachios, 
dried figs, dried apricots, and every kind and colour of 
dried conserve. Each morning for a whole year he 
became possessed of a basket full of gems. 

One day Land Abdallah, who had come down to the 
i^a at dawn according to his custom, sat by his friend's 
side upon the sand and began to talk about the usages of 
mermen. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWELPTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

“Is IT BEAUTIFUL in your country?” he asked. “It is 
beautiful,” answered the other. “If you wish, I will take 
you with me down into the sea and show you all it 
contains. You can visit my city and receive the cordial 
hospitality of my house.” But Land Abdallah replied: 
“My brother, you were created in the water and it is 
your natural element. That is why you can live beneath 
the sea without inconvenience. But, before I accept 
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your invitation, please tell me if it would not be fatal 
for you to live upon the land.” “It would be fatal,” agreed 
Sea Abdallah. “My body would dry away, the winds of 
the earth would blow upon me and I should die.” Then 
said Land Abdallah: “It is the same with me. I was 
created upon the earth and it is my natural element; the 
airs of it do not inconvenience me, but if I came down 
into the sea with you, the water would penetrate my 
body and strangle me, and I should die.” “Have no fear 
for that!” cried the merman. “I will bring you an un- 
guent which, when it is smeared upon your body, will 
render the water harmless, even if you decide to stay 
with us for the rest of your life. In this way you can 
bide with me and explore the sea in every direction, 
sleeping and waking in the water with no oppression.” 

“In that case,” said the wazir, “there is nothing to 
prevent my diving with you. Bring me the unguent and 
I will try it.” The merman took up the basket of fruits 
and jumped into the sea. In a few moments he returned, 
carrying a jar filled with an ointment like cow's grease, 
coloured yellow gold and having a delicious scent. “Of 
what is it made?” asked Land Abdallah, and his friend 
replied: “It is the liver fat of a fish called dandan. Dandan 
is the greatest of all the fishes in the sea. He can swallow 
at a single mouthful those things which you on earth 
call elephants and camels.” “Then on what does he 
feed?” cried the old fisherman in a fright. “He eats lesser 
fish,” answered the other. “You know the proverb: The 
weak are devoured by the strong.” “That is true,” assented 
Land Abdallali, “but are there many of these dandans 
where you live? " “Thousands and thousands and Allah 
knows how many,” answered the other. “Then, my 
brother, I pray you to excuse me from making my visit!” 
cried the wazir^ but the merman reassured him, saying: 
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“Have no fear; for although dandan is very ferocious, he 
fears an Adamite because the flesh of man is violent 
poison to his kind.” “O Allah,” exclaimed the wazir, 
“v^^hat good would it do me to be a poison for dandan 
once I was swallowed by dandan?” But, “You have abso- 
lutely nothing to fear from dandan,” said the merman 
finally. “When- he sees an Adamite, he flees away. Also, 
he will recognise the smell of his own fat and do you no 
harm.” Somewhat reassured. Land Abdallah cried: “I 
put my trust in Allah and in you!” And, after undressing, 
he dug a hole in the sand and buried his clothes, so that 
none might steal them while he was gone. Then he 
smeared himself from head to foot with the unguent, 
without forgetting the smallest openings. “I am ready, O 
brother of the sea,” he said at last. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTEENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Sea Abdallah took his companion by the arm and 
dived with him into the depths of the sea. When they 
reached the bottom, he bade his friend open his eyes 
and Land Abdallah, who felt that he was neither stifled 
nor crushed by the great weight of water and could 
breathe even better than on land, after a little hesitation 
opened them. From that moment he became the guest 
of the sea. 

He saw the water stretching an emerald pavilion 
above his head, even as on land a pavilion of topaz is 
spread above the sea. At his feet lay the marine meadows 
which no eye from earth had violated since the dawn of 
time. A calm rested upon the mountains and valleys of 
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the deep; a delicate light bathed the incite transparency 
of the water; enchantment led the eye down quiet vistas; 
he saw forests of red coral,, of white coral, and of rose 
coral, with branches motionless in the silence; ♦here 
were diamond caves held up by pillars of ruby, of 
chrysolite, of beryl, of gold sapphire, and of topaz; 
extravagant trees nodded to the whispering water over 
tracts as great as cities; and shells of a thousand colours' 
and tortured forms shot gay reflections from the silver 
sand into the crystal above them. In the light about him 
Land Abdallah saw fishes like flowers, fishes like fruit, 
fishes like birds, fishes dressed in red and silver scales 
and with the shape of lizards, fishes like buffaloes, like 
cows, like dogs, and even, in some sort, like men. He 
walked between vast banks of royal jewels, burning 
with a hundred coloured fires which the water brightened 
as oil would flames on earth; between banks of g<kping 
oysters holding white pearls, rose pearls, and goldep 
pearls; between hedges of swollen sponge swaying 
heavily and slowly, stretching like the lines of an army 
and seeming to delimit and brood over the vast loneliness. 

Suddenly Land Abdallah who, walking* always with 
his arm in his friend's, watched these strange beauties 
defile past him, saw a long terrace of caves, cut in the 
flanks of a mountain of emerald. At the doors sat or 
stood girls, silvered like the moon, with amber coloured 
hair. They were like the girls of earth, save that instead 
of buttocks, thighs, and legs, they had slim fish tails. They 
were the daughters of the sea, and the green caves were 
their home. 

“I suppose these girls are unmarried," said Land 
Abdallah, “since I see no males among them?” “They are 
young virgins,” answered the other, “who wait at the 
entrance of their caves for a man to come and choose 
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among them. In other parts of the sea we have cities 
peopled by male and female; but the girls, when they 
become marriageable, have to leave the cities for these 
caves and dwell here until they are chosen.’ Soon after 
making this explanation, he led his friend past a city. 
“I see a peopled city,” said Land Abdallah, "but I cannot 
find any shops for buying and selling. Also I am aston- 
ished to see that the inhabitants do not cover those parts 
which ought to be covered.” His friend explained, saying: 
“We have no need for buying or selling, for life is e;isy 
to us and we can catch the fish, which is our food, on 
our thresholds with our naked hands. As for the other 
matter, we see no necessity for covering one part of the 
body more than another, and, besides, we are differently 
made down there from the people of earth. Also, if we 
wished to cover ourselves, wc have no stuff.” “That is so,” 
assented Land Abdallah. "Atid how is the state of mar- 
,riage with you?” “In general there are no marriages with 
us,” answered the merman, “for we have no laws to con- 
trol desire and inclination; when a girl pleases us, we 
take her; when she ceases to please, we leave her and 
perhaps she pleases someone else. But you must know 
that we are not all Mussulmans; there are many Christians 
and Jews among us, and it is these who do not admit 
marriage, for they are very fond of women. We of the 
Faith live apart in our own city and marry according to 
the precepts of the Book; our weddings are such as 
please the Highest and His Prophet (on whom be prayer 
and peace!) . . . Let us hasten, my brother, for I 
wish to come quickly to my ovm city. It would take a 
thousand years to show, you the excellencies of our 
empire, and you cannot weigh the whole by weighing 
one of the parts.” Then said Land Abdallah: “I am very 
hungry and I cannot eat raw fish, as you seem to do.” 
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“How then do you eat fish on earth?” asked the merman, 
and the other answered: “We fry or grill them in olive 
oil or in oil of sesame,” Sea Abdallah laughed and asked: 
“And how are we water dwellers to obtain olive oil or 
oil of sesame, or light a fire?” “You are right,” agreed 
Land Abdallah. “I beg you to lead me to your city.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTEENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

So Sea Abdallah led him quickly through spaces, 
where new thing followed new thing before his eyes, 
and brought him to a smaller city whose houses were 
caves, little or great according to the number of those 
who lived in them. The merman stopped before one of 
these, saying: “Enter, my brother, for this is my home .7 
He conducted his friend into the cave and called aloud 
for his daughter. At once there appeared from behind 
a shrub of rose coral a girl whose long hair floated in the 
water; she had fair breasts, an excellent belly, a slim 
body, and large green eyes under black lashes; but, like 
all the other people of the sea, she ended with a tail, 
where one would have expected buttocks and legs. 
She stopped short on seeing the earth dweller and, after 
giving him a long glance of curiosity, burst out laughing. 
“Father,” she cried, “who is this Tailless One?” “This is 
my friend from the earth,” he answered, “the man who 
daily gives me a basket of those fruits which you find 
so much to your liking. Come to him politely and bid 
him welcome.” The girl advanced and wished her 
father’s guest welcome and peace, in picked delightful 
language. As Land Abdallah was about to answer, the 
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merman’s wife came in also, holding her two last 
babies to her breast, one on each arm; and both the 
children were crunching large fishes as children on 
earth crunch cucumbers. 

The woman stopped dead on the threshold when she 
saw Land Abdallah; setting down the two infants, she 
laughed with all her might, crying: “As Allah lives, it is 
a Tailless One! How can anything go without a tail?” 
She came nearer to the guest and began to lead her 
daughter and the two children in an amused examination 
of him. They inspected him closely from head to foot 
and marvelled especially at his bottom, for never in their 
lives had they seen a bottom or anything which looked 
like a bottom. At first they were a little frightened at 
this protuberance, but soon grew bold enough to touch 
the amusing novelty all over with their fingers. They 
laughed again and again, whispering to each other: “It is 
^ Tailless One!” and dancing for joy. Soon Land Abdallah 
became offended at such casual manners and said to 
Sea Abdallah: “My brother, did you bring me here to be 
laughed at by your wife and children?” “I ask your pardon 
and beg you to excuse me,” answered the merman. “Pay 
no attention to these two women and two children, for 
their intellects are weak,” Then, turning to the little 
ones, he shouted: “Be quiet 1” When they fell silent 
through fear of him. Sea Abdallah smiled at his guest, 
saying: “Do not be too surprised at this behaviour, my 
brother; for with us a man without a tail is little worth.” 

Even as he was speaking, ten tall and vigorous mermen 
entered the house and said to its owner: “O Abdallah, 
the King of the Sea has heard that you are entertaining 
a Tailless One from the land. Is that true?” “It is quite 
true,” answered Sea Abdallah. “Behold this is he,, my 
friend and guest, whom I am just going to lead back to 
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the shore from which he came.” “You must not do that,” 
they said “The King has sent us to fetch him, for he 
wishes to see how he is made. It has been reported that 
he has some extraordinary thing behind and some even 
more extraordinary thing in front, and the King is very 
anxious to see these things and learn their names.” 

Sea Abdallah turned to his guest and said: “You must 
excuse me, my brother; for I cannot help myself. We 
may not disobey the commands of our King." “I am a 
little afraid of- this King,” said Land Abdallah. “Perhaps 
he will be offended because I have things which he has 
not, and therefore kill me.” “I will be there to protect 
you and see that no harm comes to you,” replied the 
merman, and, somewhat reassured, the fisherman 
exclaimed: “I put my trust in Allah!” Then he followed 
his host into the presence of the King. 

When the King saw the landsman he laughed so 
heartily that he took a dive offhis throne into the water, 
"Be welcome, O Tailless One!” he spluttered at length, 
and all the high dignitaries laughed with consuming 
laughter, pointing out the stranger's behind to each 
other and saying: “As Allah lives, it is a Tailless One!” 
“How is it that you have no tail?” asked the King. “I do 
not know, O King," replied Abdallah. “All the men of 
earth are like me.” “And what,” asked the King again, 
“do you call that thing which you have instead of a tail 
behind?” Then said Abdallah: “Some people call it a 
bottom and some call it a backside; others speak of it 
in the plural as buttocks, because it has two parts.” “Of 
what use is it?” demanded the King. “To sit down on 
when one is tired, that is all,” said Abdallah, 'but it is a 
dearly loved ornament in women.” “And what is the 
name of that thing in front?” demanded the King again. 
“Zabb,” said Abdallah. “And what use is a zabb?” con- 
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tinued the King. “It has many uses,” returned Abdallah, 
“but I cannot explain the*m, out of regard for the King’s 
majesty. I can say this however: those uses are so neces- 
sary that, in our world, nothing is so esteemed in a 
man as a good weighty zabb, just as a jutting backside 
is the most excellent thing in women.” The King and his 
court laughed more than ever at this answer, so that Land 
Abdallah, being at a loss, raised his arms to heaven and 
cried: “Glory be to Allah who created the backside to 
be a glory in one world and a laughing stock in anotherl” 
Then, in confusion at so much attention being paid to 
his lower parts, he did not know what to do with them 
and said to himself: “As Allah lives, I wish either that I 
were far from here or had something with which to 
cover myself!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTEENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

At last the King said: “O Tailless One, your back- 
side pleases me so much that I am ready to satisfy your 
least desires. Ask what you will!” “O King, I wish for 
two things,” answered Land Abdallah, “to return to the 
earth and to carry back with me many jewels of the 
sea.” “You must know, O King,” broke in the merman, 
“that my friend has not eaten since he came among us 
and has no stomach for the flesh of raw fish.” Then said 
the King: “Give him as many gems as his soul desires 
and lead him back by the‘way he came.” 

All the mermen hastened to collect vast empty shells 
and to fill them with every colour of precious stone. 
Then they asked the landsman whither they should carry 
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these things and he replied: “Follow me and my friend, 
Abdallah.” With that he took ’leave of the King and, 
accompanied by his friend, who bore the fruit basket 
quite full of jewels, and followed by all the mermen 
carrying the precious shells, he recrossed the submarine 
empire and climbed up into the light of earth. 

He sat down on the sand, resting and drinking in his 
native air for a few minutes; then he dug up his clothes 
and dressed himself, saying farewell to his friend the 
while and bidding him leave the shells and the basket 
on the shore until he could send porters to fetch them. 
As soon as he reached the city, he despatched porters 
to carry all the treasure to the palace, and himself 
hastened to the King, his father-in-law. 

King Abdallah received him with great demonstra- 
tions of joy, saying: “We have been very uneasy about 
your absence.” Land Abdallah then told him the whole 
of his maritime adventure from beginning to end; bu*’ 
there is no need to repeat it here. Also, he placed 
between his hands the basket and the shells of gems. 

Though the King marvelled at the tale and the treasure 
of the sea, he was deeply offended at the lack of manners 
which the mermen had shown in regard to his son-in- 
law’s behind, and to bottoms in general. “O Abdallah,” he 
said, “I do not wish you to go down to the sea any more 
to meet this friend of yours; though no great harm has 
come to you this time, we cannot say what might happen 
in the future, for not every time you drop a cup, will it be 
worth the taking up. Also, you are my son-in-law and my 
wazir, and it is unsuitable that you should be seen carry- 
ing a fish-basket on your head or be an object of derision 
to more or less tailed and more or less impolite persons. 
Stay in the palace; for thus you will be at peace and we 
shall have no more anxiety about you.” 
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So it was that Land Abdallah, who did not wish to 
disobey King Abdallah in anything, stayed in the palace 
with his friend Abdallah the baker and went no more 
to meet Sea Abdallah upon the sands. Of Sea Abdallah 
we hear no more; but doubtless he was very angry. 

All lived in great delight and the practice of every 
virtue until they were visited by the Destroyer of joy, 
the Separator of friends. Then they died. But glory be 
to the Living Who dies not, Who reigns over the Visible 
and Invisible worlds. Who is Lord of all and watches 
kindly over His servants, knowing their necessities 
before they ask and all their acts before they act them! 

Shahrazad fell silent and King Shahryar exclaimed: “O 
Shahrazad, this tale is indeed extraordinary!” Then said 
Shahrazad: “It is indeed, O King. But, although it has 
had the good fortune to please you, it is in no way more 
admirable than the Tale of the Yellow Youth.” “You 
jpay tell me that tale,” said Shahryar, and Shahrazad said; 

THE TALE OF THE YELLOW YOUTH 

Among other stories it is related, O auspicious King, 
that one night the Khalifah, Harun al-RashId, left his 
palace, accompanied by his wazir Jafar, his wazir al- 
Fazl, Abu Ishak, his favourite singer, the poet Abu 
Nuwas, Masrur the sword-bearer, and Ahmad-the- 
Moth, his chief of police. They went, each disguised as a 
merchant, down to the banks of the Tigris and, getting 
on board a boat, allowed the current to bear them 
whither it would. For Jafar had told, the Khalifah, who 
was ouffering from sleeplessness and depression of 
spirit, that there was no better remedy for such weari- 
ness than seeing a new thing, hearing a new thing, and 
visiting a new place. 
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At length the boat drifted beneath the windows of a 
house which overlooked the river and they heard from 
inside a beautiful and mournful voice singing to the lute; 

Wine*s red in the cup, 

A bird sings silver on the branches. 

Life must be paid 
So make life pay again. 

This boy, my fair friend 

Wine reddens and the white rose blanches. 

Has heavy eyes. 

/ kissed a red rose once 

On cheeks gay with Spring, 

But, now light downs of youth enfranchise, 

Peaches lie ripe 

Where I thought a rose tree. 

On hearing these verses the Khallfah said: “That is an 
excellent voice, O Jafar." And Jafar answered: “My 
Lord, I have never heard so delightful a voice in all my 
life. But to listen to a voice from behind a wall is only 
to hear it by half. Would it not be better if we could hear 
it from behind a curtain only?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRJED-AND-SIXTEENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Then said the KhalIfah: “Let us ask hospitality 
from the master of this house, and perhaps, in that way, 
we may get to hear the voice more clearly.” They stopped 



The Tale oj the Yellow Youth 

the boat and, stepping out on to the bank, went up to 
the door of the house, where their knocking was 
answered by a eunuch, from whom they craved leave 
to enter. The servant retired and almost immediately 
the master of the house came to the door himself, saying: 
“Welcome, ease and abundance, O my guests! This 
house belongs to you.” He led them into a cool and 
lofty hall, the ceiling of which was coloured with 
designs against a background of gold and dark blue; in 
the middle of the floor a fountain musically spilled its 
water into an alabaster basin. Then said the host: “My 
masters, I do not know which of you is of the highest 
rank, therefore I greet you all equally. Deign to seat 
yourselves in such places as you prefer.” He turned to the 
end of the hall, where a hundred girls sat on a hundred 
golden chairs, and, at a sign from his hand, the hundred 
rose and went out silently, one by one. At a second sign, 
slaves with girt robes brought large dishes on which were 
cooked, in every colour, all eatable things which fly in 
the air, walk on the earth, or swim beneath the seas. 
Also there were pastries, conserves, and tarts upon 
which had been written, with pistachios and almonds, 
verses in praise of the new guests. 

When they had eaten and drunken, and were washing 
their hands, the master of the house said to them: 
“Dear guests, if you have honoured me with this visit 
in order to pleasure me with some command, I pray 
you speak; for all your desires shall be granted.” “Indeed, 
O host,” answered Jafar, “we entered your house in 
order to hear more clearly that admirable voice which 
came to us muffled upon the water.” “You are very 
welcome,” said the man and, turning to his slaves, con- 
tinued: “Beg your mistress to sing us something.” A 
few moments after the slaves had departed, a voice of 

U1 F 
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unequalled loveliness rose from behind the curtain at 
the back of the hall, singing, to a gentle accompaniment 
of lutes and harps, this song: 

Take this cup and drink this wine. 

For it is a virgin wine 
And the cup is new gold, 

A woman who waits 
Is the fool oj time. 

My nights hare been many. 

To see the brown waters oJ the Tigris 
Under black-veiled stars 
Or to watch the moon in the west 
Thrusting her silver sword 
Into the purple river. 

The voice fell silent and the strings echoed the echoes 
in a whisper, only for a short time. The Khallfah turned 
in a marvel of admiration to Abu Ishak, crying: “As Allah 
lives, 1 have never heard the likel” Then to the master 
of the house, he said: “Surely the woman with the voice 
is in love and separated from her lover?” “That is not so," 
answered the man. “She is sad for other reasons. Per- 
haps, for instance, she is separated from her father and 
mother, and sings thus when she remembers them.” 
Then said al-RashId: “It would be indeed astonishing if a 
separation from parents could rouse such grief.” For the 
first time he looked closely at his host, as if to read in 
his face some more likely explanation, and saw that he 
was being entertained by a young man of great beauty 
but whose face was the yellow colour of saffron. “Dear 
host,” he said in his astonishment, “we have one more 
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request to make of you, before leaving and going upon 
our way,” “Your wish is granted before it is asked,” mur- 
mured the yellow youth, and the Khallfah continued: 
“I desire, and those who are with me also desire, to hear 
whether the saffron colour of your face has been acquired 
during your life or whether you were bom so?” 

Then said the yellow youth: “O guests, the tale of this 
yellow colour is so strange that, were it written with 
needles on the comer of an eye, yet would it serve as a 
lesson for the circumspect. I pray you to give me your 
best attention.” “Our best attention is yours,” they 
answered. “We are impatient for you to begin.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTEENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Then said the yellow youth: You must know, my 
masters, that I am a native of the lands of Uman, where 
my father was one of the greatest of the merchants of 
the sea and owned thirty ships which brought him in an 
annual income of thirty thousand dinars. Being an en- 
lightened man, he had me taught the art of writing and 
all else which it is necessary to know; also, when his last 
hour approached, he made me excellent recommenda- 
tions for my life, to which 1 listened with respectful 
attention. Allah took him into His mercy. May He pro- 
long your lives, O guests of mine! 

Some time after my father’s death, I sat in my house 
among my guests (for I was now very rich) and a slave 
informed me that one of my captains had brought me a 
basket of early fruit. I had the man in and, accepting 
his gift of unknown and remarkable fruits, gave him a 
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hundred dinars to mark my pleasure. Then, as I was 
distributing the fruit to my guests, I asked the captain 
whence it came. No sooner had he answered that he 
had brought it from Basrah and Baghdad than my guests 
began to expatiate on the marvels of those two cities, 
to vaunt the life that is lived there, the suavity of the 
climate, and the polished benevolence of the citizens. 
Each capped the other’s eulogy until I had no other 
thought except to visit the places at once. I sold all my 
goods and properties at a loss, got rid of my men and 
women slaves, and realised on my ladings and on all my 
ships with the exception of one. Thus I found myself 
possessed of a thousand thousand dinars, without 
reckoning the jewels and ingots of gold which I already 
had by me. I reduced these riches to their smallest com- 
pass and, embarking them upon the ship which I had 
reserved for my own use, set sail for Baghdad. 

Allali had written a fair voyage for me, so that J 
reached Basrah in good health and with all my riches 
intact. There I took passage on a smaller boat and went 
up the Tigris to Baghdad. In that city I discovered that 
the Karkh quarter was the most fashionable and there- 
fore hired a handsome house there in the Street of 
Saffron and installed myself with all my belongings. 
After I had made my ablutions, I put on my finest 
clothes, rejoicing all the while to be at last in illustrious 
Baghdad, envy of cities and goal of my desires, and 
went forth to wander at random through the most fre- 
quented streets. 

It was a Friday and the people walked as I did in 
festival garments, breathing the fine air. I let the crowd 
take me at random and thus came to Karn al-Sirat, 
which is the favourite objective of those who stroll in 
Baghdad. In this place I saw, among tall and beautiful 
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houses, one taller and more beautiful, giving upon the 
river. On the marble steps sat an old man dressed in 
white; he had a venerable appearance and was distin« 
guished by a beard which fell to his waist in two equal 
silver divisions. This old man was surrounded by five 
boys, quite as beautiful as moons and scented with 
chosen essences, even as he was. 

Being won over by the appearance of the white old 
man and the beauty of his boys, I asked a passer-by what 
his name might be. “That is the sheikh Tahir ibn al-Ala, 
friend of youth,” he said. “Those who enter his house do 
notliing else but eat, drink, and amuse themselves, 
according to their fancy, with the boys or girls who 
dwell there.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


^ BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTEENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Charmed by this description, I cried aloud: “Glory 
be to Allah, who has guided me from my ship to this 
well-looking old man; for I only came to Baghdad to 
find such an one!” Then I went up the steps and wished 
the sheikh peace, saying: “My master, 1 wish to ask you 
something.” He smiled at me, as a father smiles upon 
his son, and answered: “What is it you wish?” Then said 
I; “1 ardently desire to be your guest for to-night.” 
“Certainly,” he replied with a still kinder look. “To- 
night, my son, I have a new batch of girls; they have 
just arrived and are of various prices for the evening. 
Some are ten dinars, some are twenty, and others are 
fifty or even a hundred. It is for you to choose.” “As 
Allah lives,” I replied, ' I think I will make my first 
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experiment with one at ten dinars. After that Allah will 
see! Here are three hundred dinars for one month, 
since that time is needed for a good trial.” I handed over 
the three hundred dinars, and, when the old man had 
weighed them in his scales, he called to one of the boys, 
saying: “Gjnduct your masterl” The boy took my hand 
and led me to the hammam of the house, where he gave 
me an excellent bath and lavished minute attentions 
upon me. Then he conducted me to a pavilion and 
rapped upon one of its doors. 

At once a kind and laughing girl opened and bade me 
welcome. “I leave our guest in your hands,” said the 
boy and then retired. The girl took the hand which the 
boy had relinquished and led me into a richly ornamented 
room, on the threshold of which two little personal girl 
slaves, as pretty as stars, met us and went before us. 
I looked closely at their mistress and saw that she was 
in every way as beautiful as a full moon. 

She made me sit by her side and signed to the two 
little ones, who brought us a broad gold dish on which 
were arranged roast chicken, baked meats, roast quails, 
roast pigeons and roast wild-cock. We ate our fill, and 
never in my life have I tasted such meats or drunk more 
savoury wines than those which followed, or smelt more 
lively flowers or eaten of sweeter fruit, suaver jams, or 
more extraordinary pastry. Later, she gave such tender 
proof of charm and expert lust that I passed the whole 
month with her as if it had been a single night. 

When the month was finished, the boy came for me 
and led me first to the hammam and then to the white old 
man. “Master,” I said to him, “I would like one of those 
at twenty dinars.” “Give me the gold,” he answered; so 
I fetched the gold from my house and weighed him over 
six hundred dinars, for a trial month with a girl at 
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twenty dinars a night. He called another youth to him, 
saying: "Conduct your master.” The boy led me first to 
the hammam, where he attended me with even greater 
care than I had received the first time, and then to a 
pavilion which was guarded by four little girl slaves. 
These, when they saw us, ran to tell their mistress, and 
presently the door was opened by a young Christian 
from the land of the Franks, more beautiful and more 
richly clothed than the girl at ten dinars. She took me 
by the hand with a smile and led me into a room of 
lavish decoration and surprising dyes. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETEENTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

• “Welcome to my charming guest!” she said, and 
then, when she had had me served with food and drink 
more exquisite than that provided by the other girl, 
she wished to intoxicate me still more with the beauty 
of her voice and her skill on instruments of harmony. 
Therefore she sang to a Persian lute: 


0 scents rising from the wet earth, 

0 flowers about Babylon, 

Carry a song to my beloved 

In that enchanted land 

Where her lost kisses starve the world. 

I passed a whole month with this daughter of the 
Franks, and I must admit that I found her infinitely more 
skilled and gracious in the movements than my first 
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mistress. I am sure that I did not pay at all too high a 
price for my delights. 

After the boy had led me again to the hammam, I 
hastened to find out the white old man and compliment 
him on his excellent taste in girls. “As Allah lives, O 
sheikh,” 1 said, “I could wish to live in your generous 
house for ever, for the eyes find joy here and the senses 
find delight.” The old man was very pleased with my 
praises and, in return for them, said to me: “To-night, O 
guest, is with us a night of unusual festival; only those 
may join us who are distinguished patrons of the house. 
We call it the Night of Splendid Vision. You have but 
to climb up on to the terrace and judge for yourself.” 

After thanking the old man, I mounted to the terrace 
and found it divided down the middle by a vast velvet 
curtain, behind which there lay on a fair carpet, with 
moonlight shining upon them, a girl and her lover, close 
in each other’s arms and kissing with their lips. At 
sight of the girl's unparalleled beauty, I was struck into 
a daze of marvel and stood there, without breathing or 
knowing where I was. When at last I could move and 
knew that I would never have peace until I found out 
who she was, I went down from the terrace and, running 
to the girl with whom I had spent the last month, told 
her what I had seen. Realising my state of excitement, 
she asked me what need I had to occupy myself with the 
vision. “As Allah lives,” I answered, “she has stolen 
reason and faith away from me.” “So you wish to have 
her?” she questioned with a smile, and I replied: “That is 
• the oath of my soul. She is my queen.” Then said the 
girl: “That maiden is the daughter of our master, sheikh 
Tahir ibn al-Ala, and we are all her slaves. Do you know 
the cost of a night with her? . . , Five hundred golden 
dinars, and she is a morsel worthy of kings and of tha't 
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price.” “By Allah,” I exclaimed, “I am ready to spend all 
my fortune to hold her but for one night.” And that 
night I did not sleep, for my spirit was troubled con- 
cerning the girl. 

Next morning I dressed like a king in my richest 
robes and, presenting myself before the sheikh Tahir, 
said to him: “I wish that one who is five hundred dinars 
a night.” “Give me the gold,” he answered; so I weighed 
him over fifteen thousand dinars, the price for a month. 
He took them and said to one of the boys: “Conduct your 
master to your mistress.” The lad led me to an apartment 
the like of which, for beauty and gold ornament, I had 
never seen upon the earth. There I beheld that girl 
lying at ease, with a fan in her hand, and I well-nigh 
fainted from the emotion of looking at her. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTIETH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

For she was like the moon at her fourteenth night, 
and the simple answer she made to my greeting had 
more of music in it than the cords of a lute. Indeed, 
indeed, sh6 was beautiful and gracious and wrought 
exquisitely by the hand of Allah! I have no doubt that it 
was of her the poet wrote these lines; 

Lay she naked in the sea 
All the salt would sweetened be. 

Showed she in the sunset fVest 
Eastward-praying Christian even 
Would look back and think it best 
So to gaze and lose his heaven. 

I saw her gleaming in the night, 
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"0 night,” I cried in agitation, 

^What is this phantom of delight? 

Is it a tender ghost which haunts me, 

Or a heated virgin wants me 
For the jo^s of copulation?” 

As in answer to this riddle. 

She put down her hands and sighed. 

Clasped the blossom of her middle 
With herfngers, and replied: 

“Fairest teeth need daily scraping 
With an aromatic twig; 

Chastest parts will sigh for raping 
With a something bold and big. 

Mussulmans, has this not wrung you? 

Is there not a zabb among you?” 

Here Ifelt him crack his joint 
While the vehemence which swelled him 
Lifted up the clothes which held him 
To a noticeable point. 

So I let him out, but she 
Started back in terror: 

“I said twig, and here's a tree, 

Is there not some error?” 

I wished her peace, and with a killing languorous 
glance she answered: “Ease, friendship, and generous 
welcome to my guest!” She made me sit at her side, and 
maidens with fair breasts served us an initial repast of 
exquisite fruit, choice preserves, and a royal wine; 
roses and jasmine were given us, and about us aloes and 
the wood of scented shrubs burned in gold perfume 
braziers. At length one of the slaves brought an ivory 
lute to the girl, who tuned it and sang this song; 
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Never take wine except from a blithe boy, 

For, if you hold him to you while you sup, 

His cheeks' reflection strengthens the red joy 
And more than roses blossom in the cup. 

After these preludes I grew bolder, my hand became 
braver, my eyes and lips devoured the girl. I found her 
qualities of knowledge and beauty so extraordinary that I 
not only passed with her the month for which I had 
already paid, but continued to weigh out gold to the old 
white man, her father, month after month, until I had 
not a single dinar of those riches which I had brought 
with me from the land of Uman. When I knew that I 
would have to separate from her, my tears fell in rivers 
down my cheeks and night and day were one to me. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
^and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FIRST NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Seeing me thus, she asked the reason of my tears and 
I answered: “Dear mistress, I weep because 1 have no 
more money. A poet has said: 

Poverty makes us strangers in our home, 

But money gives us country when we roam. 

I weep, light of my eyes, because I fear to lose you." 
Then said she: “When one of the clients of tliis house is 
ruined by the house, my*father allows him to remain for 
three days longer, enjoying the accustomed pleasures 
without payment; after that, he requests him to be 
gone and show his face no more. But you, my dear, my 
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beloved one, need have no fear of this fate, for I will 
find means to keep you by me as long as you wish to stay. 

I have my own fortune at my disposal; even my father 
does not know how great it is. I will give you five 
hundred dinars, the price of one night with me, and 
you must hand them to my father, agreeing to pay him 
day by day in future. Thinking that you still have money, 
he will accept your condition; and, when he brings the 
money to me, as he always does, I will hand it to you 
and you can pay for another night. Thus we shall be 
together for as long as Allah wills or until you grow weary 
of me.” 

For very joy I became as light as a flight of birds; I 
kissed the girl’s hands and thanked her; for a whole 
year I remained in this new way, as happy as a cock 
among the hens. 

At the end of that time, as ill luck would have it, my 
dear one grievously slapped one of her slaves in a 
moment of anger and, out of revenge, the woman ran 
and told the whole plot to the old man. 

The sheikh Tahir ibn al-Ala leapt to his feet and came 
to find me where I lay without misgiving at the side of 
my love, playing with her in gallantry. After attracting 
my attention, the old man cried: “When one of my 
clients is ruined, it is my custom to entertain him for 
three days; but you have already enjoyed my hospitality 
by fraud for a whole year, eating, drinking, and coupling 
at your ease . . . Ho, you slaves, turn this son of a bugger 
into the street!” The slaves stripped me and cast me out- 
side the door, with ten small silver pieces and an old 
patched cloak for sole resource. The white old man 
cried after me: “Begone, for 1 do not wish to beat or 
curse you; but, if you stay for another hour in our city of 
Baghdad, the blood of your head shall answer for it.” 
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Thus, dear guests, 1 was exiled from my mistress into 
a city which I knew not, though I had dwelt within it for 
many months. All the sorrows of the world weighed 
upon my heart. In my great despair I cried: “Behold I, 
who came across the sea with a thousand thousand 
golden dinars and the price of my thirty ships, have spent 
all my fortune with that calamitous old man and now 
stand here naked, heartbroken and humiliated! There is 
no power or might save in Allah, the High, the Gloriousl” 
These gloomy thoughts accompanied me to the banks of 
the Tigris, where I found a boat about to go down to 
Basrah, and arranged with the captain to work my 
passage as a common sailor. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COMB 


SHE said: 

As SOON AS I came to Basrah, hunger drove me towards 
the market and there I was noticed by a certain seller of 
spices, who came up to me and threw his arms about 
my neck. This man, who had been a friend of my father, 
asked how I did, and I told him the whole of my story 
from beginning to end. “As Allah lives,” he said, “these 
are not the acts of a sane man! But what is past is past. 
Have you any plans?” When 1 answered that I had none, 
he went on: “Will you stay with me and keep my accounts 
for a daily wage of a silver dinar, with food and drink 
thrown in?” I gratefully accepted, and stayed with him 
as a clerk, keeping account of all his incomings and out- 
goings, until I had saved a hundred dinars. Then I hired 
a little lodging by the seashore and sat down to wait the 
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arrival of some ship loaded with far-brought merchandise, 
that I might buy a profitable lading with my money and 
return to sell it at Baghdad, where I hoped to see my 
love again. 

Fortune brought me such a ship as I expected and, 
mingling with the other merchants, I went aboard her. 
Soon two men came on deck and, sitting upon chairs, 
had their merchandise spread out before them. Our 
eyes were dazzled with pearls, coral, rubies, agates, 
hyacinths, and every colour of great gem. One of the 
men turned to the landsmen, saying: “O merchants, 
there will be no sale to-day, for we are weary with the 
sea. I have only shown you these to give you a taste of 
our quality.” But the merchants so pressed him to sell 
that at last he consented and had the crier cry the jewels 
piece by piece. The merchants bid one against the other 
so excitedly that the first little bag of jewels reached 
four hundred dinars. At that moment the owner, who, 
had known me in the old days when my father was the 
commercial king of Uman, turned to me and asked me 
why I did not bid. “As Allah lives, my master,” I replied, 
“I have only a hundred dinars in the world.” To make 
this confession confused me and tears began to pour 
from my eyes, so that the owner clapped his hands 
together, crying: “O youth of Uman, has all your great 
fortune gone?” He so pitied me that he turned to the 
merchants and proclaimed aloud: “Witness, all of you, 
that I sell the bag, with all jewels which are in it, to this 
younp, man for a hundred dinars, though I know well 
that Its contents in gems and precious metals are worth 
more than a thousand. It is, in fact, a gift from me to 
him.” The astonished merchants bore witness to the 
transaction, and the owner handed over to me not only 
the bag, but also the chair and carpet which he had 
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brought on deck. I thanked him heartily and carried 
my new possessions to the market of the jewellers. 

There I hired a shop and began to buy and sell, 
making a good daily profit. Among the precious things 
in the bag I found a little piece of dark red shell which, 
to judge by the characters graven upon its two faces in 
the form of ants’ legs, seemed to be an amulet made by 
some master of amulets. It weighed half a pound; but 
its use and value I was unable to determine. I had it cried 
many times in the market, but fifteen dirhams was the 
highest bid. As I was unwilling to let it go at this price 
and hoped that time might bring me a better bargain, I 
threw the piece of shell into a comer of my shop, 
where it remained unobserved for a whole year. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

One day, as I was sitting in my shop, a stranger 
entered who wished me peace; then, noticing the piece 
of shell in spite of the dust which covered it, he cried: 
“Praise be to Allah, at last I have found it!” He carried 
the thing to his lips and brow, saying to me: “Do you 
wish to sell, my master?” “Certainly, ” I replied. “How 
much?” said he. “How much will you offer?” said I. 
“Twenty gold dinars,” said he. As this appeared to me 
a large sum, I thought the stranger was having a jest 
with me, so I coldly bade.him be gone upon his way ; but 
he, supposing I found the sum too little, increased it 
to fifty dinars. More and more certain that he was 
laughing in his sleeve, I not only kept silence but even 



88 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

pretended not to notice that he was there, hoping that 
he would go away. Then he oflfered a thousand dinars. 

When I did not answer, the man smiled at my angry 
silence and said: “Why will you not consider my offer?” 
“Begone upon your way!” I exclaimed, and on this he 
increased the price, thousand by thousand, to twenty 
thousand dinars. 

Attracted by such strange bargaining, neighbours and 
passers crowded into the shop and began to lift their 
voices against me, saying: “We must not let him ask 
more for a miserable little piece of shelll” Others 
exclaimed: “By Allah, a hard head and empty eyes! If 
he will not sell, we will throw him out of the city!” 

As I did not know what to think and wished to make 
an end, I said to the stranger: “Do you wish to buy or 
are you having a joke?” “Do you wish to sell, or are you 
having a joke?” he retorted. “To sell,” I said, and he 
replied: “My last price is thirty thousand dinars; let u:? 
conclude the bargain.” Then I turned to the crowd, 
saying: “I call upon you to witness this sale. But, first, 
I insist upon knowing for what purpose the purchaser 
wishes this piece of shell.” “First let us make the sale,” 
the man objected, “then I will tell you the virtues and 
uses of the thing.” “I sell it,” I said, and he exclaimed: 
“Allah is my witness!” Then he produced a sack, bursting 
with gold, and weighed over to me thirty thousand 
dinars, took the amulet, and placed it in his pocket. 
“It is mine, now?” he asked with a deep sigh, and, when 
I answered that it was indeed his, he in his turn addressed 
himself to the crowd: “Be witnesses that he has sold me 
the amulet and received the agreed price of thirty thou- 
sand dinars!” When the people began to drift away, he 
came up to me and said in a tone of ironical pity: “Poor 
fellow, if Allah had given you the sense to hold back in 
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a bargain, you could have made me pay not thirty thou- 
sand, not a hundred thousand, but a thousand thousand 
dinars.” 

When I heard these words and knew that I had been 
cheated of a fabulous sum because of my lack of mer- 
chant’s genius, I felt a great turning and upset within 
me; some convulsion in my body drew down the blood 
from my face and sent up in its stead the yellow colour 
which I have kept ever since, and which so attracted 
your attention this evening. 

It was a long time before I could find words to say: 
“Tell me now the use and virtue of this amulet.” The 
stranger answered: 

“The King of India has a beloved daughter, who is 
more beautiful than any other woman upon the earth; 
but she is subject to violent headaches. When her father, 
the King, had made an end of all the resources of medi- 
cine, he called together the greatest writers, scientists, 
and holy men in his kingdom; but none of them could 
find a cure for the headaches.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“Then I, who also was present, said to the King: ‘My 
lord, I know a man called Saad Allah, a Babylonian, who 
has no equal in all the earth for a knowledge of the 
remedies which you require. Would you think fit to 
send for him?’ ‘Fetch him yourself,’ answered the King, 
and I went on: ‘Give me a thousand thousand dinars, a 
morsel of dark red shell, and a valuable present.’ The 
Ul o 
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King provided me with these things and I at once 
journeyed from India to Babylon, where I made myself 
known to the sage Saad Allah and put the money and 
the present into his hands. Then I gave him the piece of 
shell and begged him to prepare me a sovereign amulet 
against headaches. The Babylonian consulted the stars for 
seven whole months and then, on an auspicious day, 
graved mysterious characters on the two faces of the 
shell, even as you have seen yourself. Without delay I 
Journeyed back to India and gave my treasure to the 
King. 

“He entered his daughter’s room and found her chained 
by four chains to the four comers of the apartment, as 
had been ordered so that she might not throw herself 
from the window in an access of her pain. As soon as he 
placed the amulet on her brow she was utterly cured, 
and the King, in his joy, loaded me with rich presents 
and made an intimate friend of me. The princess 
attached the amulet to a thread round her neck and 
never allowed it to leave her. But one day, while she 
was taking her pleasure in a boat with certain com- 
panions, one of the girls accidentally broke the thread 
and the amulet disappeared below the water. Instantly 
possession entered the princess again, and her head 
ached so violently that she became mad. 

“The King’s grief passed the power of words to tell; he 
called me to him and charged me to bring another 
amulet from Saad Allah the Babylonian; but, when I 
arrived at his city, I learnt that the sage was dead. 

“Since then, with ten men to aid me in my search, I 
have scoured all the countries of the earth to find an 
amulet made by Saad Allali the Babylonian. Fate at last 
led me into your presence and I have bought that which 
1 had never really hoped to find." 
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When he had finished his story, the stranger tightened 
ois belt and went away, leaving me as yellow in the face 
as you see me now. 

Without further delay I turned all my possessions 
into money, sold my shop and, being a rich man again, 
hastened to Baghdad. As soon as I entered the city, I 
flew on the wings of love to the palace of the white old 
man; for, day and night, the thought of his daughter had 
been with me, and to see her again had been the burning 
goal of my desire. Absence, 1 found, had addecffuel to 
the furnace of my soul and lifted my spirit higher into 
the air of ecstasy. 

When I questioned a lad who guarded the door, he 
bade me lift my head and look. Then I saw that the 
house had fallen in ruins, that the window from which 
my mistress used to lean had been tom away, and that 
desolation reigned darkly over the dwelling. Tears 
•came to my eyes and I said: “My brother, what has Allah 
done to the sheikh Tahir?” The boy made answer: “Joy 
left our dwelling and sorrow came to us when a certain 
young merchant of Uman , one Abu al-Hasan , went away. 
He lived for a year with my master's daughter, but at 
the end of that time all his money was spent and the 
sheikh cast him from the house. It then appeared that 
our mistress loved him with great love; for his absence 
brought upon her a malady which was very near to 
death. The old man repented when he saw the mortal 
danger of his daughter; he sent messengers into all 
lands to find young Abu al-Hasan and promised a hundred 
thousand dinars for success. So far all efforts have been 
in vain and neither news nor trace have been found. Even 
to-day the girl is about to render her last sigh.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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but when 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

My JfEART WAS tom with grief at this recital and I 
asked the child for news of his master. “He has fallen 
into such a state of grief and discouragement,” he 
answered, “that he has sold all his girls and boys, and 
has bitterly repented before the face of Allah,” Then 
said I: “Do you wish me to tell you where Abu al-Hasan 
may be found?’ “Oh, do so, do so, my brother!” cried 
the other. “You will have given back life to a girl, a 
daughter to her father, a lover to his mistress, and you 
will have dragged your slave and all the relations of your 
slave from the most dire poverty,” “Go and find your 
master,” I answered, “demand the promised reward 
from him and tell him that Abu al-Hasan of Uman waits 
at the door.” 

The little slave ran off, as fast as a mule escaping from 
the mill, and in the twinkling of an eye returned with 
the sheikh Tahir. The old man had changed; his fresh 
and youthful complexion had disappeared, and in two 
years he had aged more than twenty. He threw himself 
weeping upon my neck and kissed me again and again, 
crying: “Where have you been, oh, where have you 
been? My daughter lies at the gate of death because of 
you. Come in, come in, dear child!” When we had 
entered the house, the old man first threw himself 
upon his knees and gave thanks to Allah for my return, 
and then counted over a hundred thousand dinars to the 
little slave, who retired, showering benedictions upon 
my head. 

Tahir entered his daughter’s room alone, to break the 
good news gently to her. “If you will eat a little, my 
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child,” he said, “and then take a bath at tlie hammam, I 
will show you Abu al-Hasan this very day.” “O father,” 
she cried, “are you telling the truth?” “I swear by the 
great glory of Allah that I am telling the truth,” he 
answered, and she cried again: “Praise be to Him! If I 
may see my lover’s face I have no need to eat or drink.” 
Immediately the old man called out to me to enter, and I 
entered. 

Dear guests, when she saw me, she fell into a swoon 
which lasted for many minutes; but at length she was 
able to rise. With mingled tears and laughter we threw 
ourselves into each other's arms and stayed thus motion- 
less, in a cloud of joy. When at last we could pay atten- 
tion to that which went on about us, we saw that the 
kadi and witnesses had already appeared in the hall; 
our contract was written out immediately, and our 
marriage celebrated for thirty days and thirty nights 
.with unusual pomp and rejoicing. 

Since that time the daughter of the sheikh Tahir has 
been my dearly loved wife; it is she whom you heard 
sing those sad airs by which she pleases to recall the 
grievous hours of our separation, in order that our 
present happiness may seem the greater by contrast. 
Yet how cotild it seem greater tlian it is, since we have 
been blest by the birth of a son as beautiful as his mother? 
I will now present him to you, O guests. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-SIXTH NIGHT 
. HAD COME 

SHE said: 

So SAYING, Abu al-Hasan, the yellow youth, left the 
company for a moment and returned, leading by the 
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hand a ten-year-old boy, as fair as the moon upon her 
fourteenth night. “Wish our guests peace,” the father 
said, and the child did so with exquisite grace. The 
Khallfah and his companions were as charmed with the 
boy's beauty and breeding as with the father's strange 
tale. When they went their way, they were still marvel- 
ling at what they had seen and heard. 

Next morning the Khallfah, Harun al-Rashid, who had 
been pondering over the tale wliich had been told him, 
called Masrur and bade him assemble in the hall of 
justice all that year's golden tribute from Baghdad, 
Basrah, and the people of Khurasan. Immediately 
Masrur heaped up the shining treasure from the three 
chief provinces of the empire, until there was a hill of 
gold before the Khallfah of which Allah alone could tell 
the value. Then said al-RashId: “Bring Abu al-Hasan to 
me.” Masrur went forth and brought the young man 
trembling into the King's presence; Abu al-Hasan kisse4 
the earth between al-Rashid 's hands and stood with 
lowered eyes, not knowing for what crime he had been 
fetched into the royal presence. 

Then said the Khallfah: “O Abu al-Hasan, do you 
know the names of the merchants who were your guests 
last night?” “As Allali lives, I do not, O Commander of 
the Faithful,” answered the yellow youth. Then al- 
Rashid, bidding Masrur remove a covering which had 
been thrown over the hill of gold, questioned Abu al- 
Hasan again, saying: “Can you tell if there be more gold 
here, or less gold, than that which you lost by over- 
hastily selling the shell amulet?” Astonished at finding the 
Khalifah familiar with his story, the yellow youth opened 
wide eyes and murmured: “O my lord, these riches are 
infinitely greater.” Then said the Khalifah: “Your guests 
of last night were he who is fifth of the line of Abbas, his 
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wazirs, and his companions. Also this hill of gold is 
yours, a present from my hand, to make up for the loss 
which you sustained by the sale of the talisman." 

When he heard these words, Abu al-Hasan was so 
moved throughout his being that a new revolution took 
place inside him and the yellow colour of his face sank 
down, to be immediately replaced by such sweet red 
blood that his previous white and rose were restored to 
him and he shone like the moon at her full. The Khallfah 
had a mirror fetched and himself held it before the face 
of Hasan, who fell on his knees and gave thanks to the 
Creator. Then Harun al-RashId commanded the gold to 
be carried to the young man’s dwelling and invited him 
to become one of his intimate companions. “There is no 
God but Allahl” cried the Khalifah. “Glory be to Him 
Who changes His creatures and then changes them again, 
but Himself changes notl" 

^ Such, O auspicious King, is the Tale of the Yellow 
Youth, continued Shahrazad, but it is not to be com- 
pared with the Tale of Pomegranate-Flower and Badr 
Basim. Then cried King Shahryar: “O Shahrazad, I do 
not doubt what you say. Hasten to tell me the tale of 
Pomegranate-Flower and Badr Basim, for I do not know 
it." 


THE TALE OF POMEGRANATE-FLOWER 
AND BADR BASiM 

And Shahrazad said; 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there was once 
in the antiquity of year's, in days of long ago, a King 
called Shahriman who ruled over the lands of Ajam and 
lived in Khurasan. This King had a hundred concubines 
who were all barren, so that not one of them had given 
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him a child, even a daughter. As he sat one day in his 
audience chamber among his wazirs, amirs and nobles, 
talking with them, not of the weary affairs of govern- 
ment but of poetry, science, history and medicine, and 
all such things as might make him forget the grief of 
his childlessness, his sorrow that the throne which his 
fathers had left him should pass to another, a young 
mamluk entered, saying: “My lord, there is a merchant 
at the door with a young slave more beautiful than eye 
has ever seen.” “Let them come in!” cried the King, and 
the mamluk hastened to introduce them. 

When the girl came in, the King compared her in his 
soul with the slim water of a fountain, also, when the 
merchant moved from her face a veil of blue silk starred 
with gold, the hall was lighted as if by a thousand torches. 
Her hair fell down her back in seven heavy braids which 
touched her anklets, each as the tail which sweeps the 
ground from the croup of a noble filly. She was royal, 
and marvellously fine-set; her body surpassed the 
delicate dancing of the ban tree. Her eyes, which were 
long and black by nature, shot beams which might 
have cured the sick and would most certainly have thrown 
the whole into a disorder. As for that blessing of Allah, 
her most desirable bum, it was so vast that the merchant 
had not been able to find a veil great enough to cover it. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 


HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The King marvelled at all these perfections, and 
said to the merchant; “How much, O sheikli?” “My 
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lord,” answered the other, “I bought her from her first 
master for two thousand dinars; but since then I have 
journeyed with her for three years to bring her to this 
place and in so doing I have spent another three thou- 
sand dinars. Also I do not wish to sell her, but to give 
her as a present to Your Majesty.” The King was so 
charmed with this mode of address that he put a splendid 
robe of honour upon the merchant and gave him ten 
thousand dinars of gold. The man kissed the King's 
hand with many expressions of thanks and went his way. 

Then said the King to. the women of his palace: “Take 
her to the hammam and care for her until the last traces 
of her journey have been washed away; anoint her with 
nard and other scents; and install her in that pavilion 
whose windows look out upon the sea.” These things 
were done. 

You must know that the capital of King Shahriman, 
^which was called the White Town, stood on the sea 
shore; and it was thus possible for the women of the 
palace to give the stranger a pavilion overlooking the 
waters. 

The King hastened to her apartment at the first 
possible moment and was greatly surprised that she did 
not rise in his honour or pay any attention to him at all. 
“She must have been brought up by most mannerless 
people,” he thought, and looked at her more closely. 
Then the beauty of her face, which was like the first shy 
rising of the moon or sun into a tender sky, made him 
forget her rudeness and he cried: “Glory be to Allah, 
Who has created beauty for the eyes of his servants!” 
First he sat down by the girl and pressed her tenderly to 
his breast; then he took her upon his knees and kissed 
her lips; then he savoured the water of her mouth and 
found it sweeter than honey. But she said no word and 
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let him do as he would, without either eagerness or 
resistance. The King had a great feast served in the 
chamber and carried morsels to her lips with his own 
fingers, asking her very gently, from time to time, her 
name and the name of her native land. But she remained 
silent and did not even lift her head to look at the King; 
yet her beauty was such that he could not feel anger 
against her. “Perhaps she is dumb,” he thought. “Yet it 
is impossible that the Creator could make such a body 
and then deprive it of speech. That imperfection would 
be unworthy of His hands.” He called the slaves to pour 
water for her fingers and, while they were presenting 
the ewer and basin, took occasion to ask them in a 
whisper whether they had heard the girl talk when they 
were attending her. “We can only tell the King,” they 
answered, “that, while we were bathing and scenting 
her, coifing and clothing her, she did not once move 
her lips in praise or blame. We do not know whether, 
she dislikes us or does not know our language or is 
dumb; we can only say that we have not seen her move 
her lips.” 

The King was astonished at this news and, supposing 
that her dumbness might come from some grief, wished 
to distract her. To this end he assembled all the women 
and favourite girls of the palace in the pavilion, that she 
might play with them and amuse herself. Those who 
could perform upon instruments of music performed 
upon them, others either sang or danced, or danced and 
sang together. All were delighted except the girl, who 
continued motionless in her place, with lowered head, 
crossed arms, and still unsmiling lips. 

Seeing that his plan had not succeeded, the King felt 
his heart heavy within him and ordered the women to 
retire. When he was left alone with the girl, he first 
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tried to obtain some answer from her, and then began 
to undress her. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He delicately loosed the light veils which covered 
her and then took off, one after another, the seven 
robes of different colours which had been put upon her. 
Lastly he removed her fine chemise and wide drawers 
with green silk tassels. Her body shone with the purity 
of virgin silver, so tfiat he loved her with a great love, 
and, taking her up, pierced her young virginity. When 
this was done, he rejoiced exceedingly in his heart and 
said: “As Allah lives, is it not a marvel that the man^ 
^merchants have left this so desirable maidenhead intactl* 
The King felt so great a yearning towards his new slave 
that for her sake he left all the other women of the 
palace, his favourites, and the affairs of his state, and 
shut himself up with her for a whole year, never tiring 
of the new joys which he discovered every day. But, 
during all this time, he did not succeed in drawing from 
the girl either a word or a nod or a sign of interest. 

He did not know how to explain this silence, and at 
last gave up all hope of ever talking with his love. One 
day, as he sat beside his fair insensible mistress, his 
love for her welled up strong within him, and he said: 
“Desire of souls, heart of my heart, light of my eyes, do 
you not know that I Ipve you, that I have left my 
favourites and my kingdom for your beauty, and that I 
still rejoice to have done so? Do you not know that I 
have kept you for my sole treasure out of all the world 
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Yet more than a year has passed and I have curbed the 
impatience of my soul and borne with your silence and 
your coldness. If you are really dumb, beloved, I pray 
you tell me so by signs, that I may finally give up all 
hope of hearing you speak. But, if you are not dumb, I 
pray that Allah will soften your heart, and, of His great 
goodness, inspire you to break a silence which I have 
not deserved. And, if this consolation is not to be, may 
He at least grant that you get with child by me and give 
me a dear son who may succeed me upon the throne of 
my fathers. Alas, do you not see that I grow old, lonely 
and without a child, that I am so broken by grief and 
years that even now I have no hope of impregnating 
youthful loins? Alas, alas, if you have the least spark of 
pity or affection for me, answer me, beloved! Tell me if 
you are with child or no, that I may die in peace.* 

The beautiful slave had listened as ever with lowered 
eyes and hands clasped about her knees; but now, for th^ 
first time since she had entered the palace, she lightly 
smiled. The King was so moved at this sign of relenting 
that he thought his palace suddenly lighted by a great 
fire. He exulted and, feeling sure that she would now 
consent to speak, threw himself at her feet and waited 
with his arms lifted and his lips half open as if in prayer. 

Suddenly the girl raised her head and said with a 
smile; 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

“Great-hearted King, lord, valorous lion, know 
that Allah has answered your prayer for I am with child 
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by you. The time of my deliverance is close. I cannot say 
whether I carry a little boy or a little girl below my 
heart; but know, also, that if I had not become pregnant 
by you, I had resolved never to speak a word for the 
rest of my life.” 

When his ears were rejoiced by these unhoped for 
syllables, the King himself, for very delight, could find 
no words to say; but his face lighted up and was trans- 
figured, his breast swelled, and he felt himself lifted 
from the earth by the explosion of his joy. He kissed 
the girl’s hands and head and brow, crying: “Glory be 
to Allah who has granted me the two wishes of my 
heart, O dear light of my eyes; for I have heard you 
speak and 1 have heard you say that you are with child. 
Glory and praise and thanks to Allah!” 

The King rose and, taking a moment’s leave from his 
mistress, went and sat upon the throne of his kingdom 
jn great delight. He ordered his wazir to announce the 
cause of his joy to all the people and to distribute a 
hundred thousand dinars to the poor, to the widows 
and those who were otherwise in want, as a token of 
his gratitude to Allah (may His name be exalted!) These 
things were done. 

The King' then returned to his beautiful slave and, 
sitting beside her, pressed her to his heart, saying: “O 
my mistress, queen of my life and soul, now will you 
tell me why you kept silence, before me and mine, for 
a whole year and why to-day you made up your mind 
to speak to me?” “O King,” answered the girl, “why would 
I not keep silence when I came here as a poor stranger 
with a broken heart and stayed here as a slave, for ever 
parted from my mother and my brother, and far from 
the place of my birth?” Then said the King: “I understand 
your sorrows and I feel them with you; but how can you 
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speak of being a poor stranger and a slave when you are 
mistress and queen of this palace and of all I have, and of 
myself, the King? These are harsh words. If you were 
sad at being separated from the folk of your house, you 
had but to tell me and I would have sent to fetch them.” 

The beautiful slave made answer: “O King, I am called 
Gulnar, which means, in the language of my country, 
Pomegranate-Flower. I was bom in the sea and my 
father was King of the sea. After he died, a day came 
when I had occasion of complaint against my mother, 
whose name is Locust, and my brother, whose name is 
Salih. I therefore swore that I would stay no longer in 
the sea, but would climb on to the land and give myself 
to the first man who pleased me. One night, when the 
Queen and my brother had gone to rest early and our 
palace was plunged in that great silence which obtains 
below the sea, I slipped from my chamber and, climbing 
up to the surface of the water, lay down upon the shore 
of an island in the moonlight. A delicious freshness 
falling from the stars and the kisses of the land breeze 
wooed me to sleep; but I awoke suddenly in the grip 
of a man who, in spite of my struggles, lifted me on his 
back and carried me to a hut. There he stretched me on 
my back and would have abused me by force, but I, 
since he was ugly and evil-smelling, gathered my 
strength together and hit him so violent a blow in the 
face that he rolled at my feet. I threw myself upon him 
and gave him such a thrashing that he no longer wished 
to keep me, but led me hastily to the market and sold 
me to the merchant from whom you bought me. My 
purchaser, who was an excellent and upright man, 
refrained from taking my virginity because I was so 
young; instead, he journeyed with me and led me to 
you. Such is my story. When I first came into this 
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pavilion, I was resolved not to let myself be touched 
and had determined, at your first violence, to throw 
myself through the window into the sea and go to seek 
my mother and brother. It was through pride that I kept 
silence all this time. When I saw that you loved me 
truly and had left all your favourites for my sake, I began 
to be won over by your kindness and, seeing at length 
that I was with child by you, began to love you and to 
put aside all thoughts of escape. For one thing, I would 
not now have the courage to go back to the sea, where 
my mother and my brother might die of grief on hearing 
of my union with an earth dweller and might not believe 
me when I told them that I had become the Queen of 
Persia and Khurasan, the wife of the most auspicious of 
all Kings. That is all I have to say, O Shahriman. And 
may Allah bless you!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
• and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTIETH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

After this recital, the King kissed his wife between 
the eyes, saying: “Charming Pomegranate-Flower, sea 
dweller, marvellous princess, light of my eyes, these 
are strange things you tell me. After this, if you quitted 
me even for a moment, I would surely die ... O 
Pomegranate-Flower, you have told me that you were 
bom in the sea, that your mother Locust and your 
brother Salih live in the sea and that your father was 
King of the sea; but I know nothing of the lives of 
mermen and have considered all talcs about them as 
old wives’ tales. Since you tell me that you are a native 
of the sea, I now know that such exist and beg you to 
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make me better acquainted with the customs of your 
race. Tell me, for instance, how a human being can live 
or move in the water without suffocating or drowning; 
for that is a most prodigious thing.” 

Then said Pomegranate-Flower: “I will certainly tell 
you all I know: thanks to the virtue of the names en- 
graven on the seal of Sulaiman ibn Daud (prayer and 
peace be upon him!) we live and walk at the bottom of 
the sea just as you live and walk on land; we breathe the 
water as you breathe the air; and the water nourishes our 
life and does not even wet our garments; it does not 
prevent us from seeing, or keeping our eyes open; indeed 
our eyes are so excellent that they can pierce the long 
vistas of the sea and observe as well by the drowned rays 
of the sun as by the reflection of the moon and stars in 
the water. Our kingdom is much larger than all the 
kingdoms of the earth and is divided into provinces, 
each of which contains great and populous cities. The 
peoples differ as on earth in manners and appeaiance: 
some are fishes, some arc half fishes and half men, having 
a tail instead of legs and a backside, and others again, 
like myself, have perfect human form, believe in Allah 
and His Prophet, and speak that language which is 
graven upon the seal of Sulaiman. We live in splendid 
palaces whose architecture has no equal on the land. 
Our homes arc fashioned of rock crystal, mother-of- 
pearl, coral, emerald, ruby, gold and silver; but pearls, 
however great and beautiful, are of little account with 
us; the hovels of the poor are built of them. Because our 
bodies are dowered with marvellous agility, we have no 
need of horses and chariots; though we keep such in our 
stables for public festivals and far journeys. The chariots 
are made of mother-of-pearl and gold, with seats of 
diamond; and our water horses are finer than any king has 
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upon the earth . , . But, O King, I do not wish to speak 
any more just now of the sea countries, for I trust that 
Allah will give us a long life together in which to talk 
at greater length on these interesting matters. For the 
moment I wish to touch on a more pressing theme, the 
lying-in of women. Our confinements in the sea are 
different from yours on land, and, as my own time is 
near, I am afraid that your midwives will deliver me 
wrongly. I beg you, therefore, to let me send for my 
mother Locust, my brother Salih, and the other folk of 
my house; so that, after I have been reconciled with 
them, my cousins and my mother may watch over my 
confinement and care for our child, the heir to your 
illustrious throne.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent, 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THlRTY-rmST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The King marvelled and made answer: “O Pome- 
granate-Flower, your wishes are my law and I am the 
slave of your commands; but tell me, O marvel of 
nature, hbw we can possibly let your mother, your 
brother, and your cousins know in time for your con- 
finement? Even if that is possible, I wish you had told 
me earlier, for then I could have made the necessary 
preparations to receive them fittingly.” “Dear master,” 
replied the young Queen, “there is no need of ceremony 
with my people. Also they will be here in a very few 
moments. If you wish to see the manner of their arrival, 
go into the next room and watch both the sea and myself. 

King Shahriman entered the neighbouring room and 
took up a position from which he could watch both 

111 H 
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what Pomegranate-Flower was going to do and anything 
which might happen upon the sea. 

Pomegranate-Flower drew from her bosom two little 
slips of Comorin aloe wood, placed them in a gold 
brazier, and set fire to them. When the smoke began to 
rise, she gave a long shrill whistle and murmured some 
unknown words of conjuration above the brazier. At 
once the sea was troubled and opened in the midst; from 
the division there rose up a very handsome youth with 
something of the look of Pomegranate-Flower. His 
cheeks were white and rose; his hair and light moustaches 
were sea green and, as the poet says, he was more 
wonderful than the moon, for the moon dwells in but 
one sign of the sky and the boy owns all the houses of 
the hearts of men. After him rose a very old woman 
with white hair, who was none other than Queen 
Locust, and she was immediately followed by five girls 
of moon-like beauty, who were the cousins of Pome- 
granate-Flower and a little resembled her. The youth 
and the six women walked upon the surface of the sea 
until they were beneath the windows of the pavilion; 
then they leapt upwards, as light as foam, and jumped, 
one after another, through the window, from which 
Pomegranate-Flower drew back to let them pass. 

Prince Salih and his mother and the cousins threw 
themselves upon Pomegranate-Flower's neck and kissed 
her with tears of joy. “O GulnSr,” they said, “liow could 
you have the heart to leave us for four years without 
news of you, to let tis weary in ignorance of where you 
were? The sea grew small before our eyes because of our 
grief, we had no pleasure in eating or drinking, for our 
sorrow took savour from the food. We wept and sighed 
both day and night, so that our faces have grown thin and 
yellow." On hearing these reproaches. Pomegranate- 
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Flower kissed the hands of her mother and brother, and 
embraced her cousins again, saying; “I was guilty of a 
great fault against your tenderness when I left you with- 
out warning. But who can fight against her Destiny? 
Let us now rejoice that we have again found each other 
and give thanks to Allah. She made them sit beside her 
and told them her whole story from beginning to end; 
but nothing would be gained by repeating it in this 
place. “And now,” she said,, “that I am married to this 
kind and excellent King, now that we love each other, 
now that I am with child by him, I have sent for you that 
we may be reconciled and that you may help me in my 
confinement. I have no confidence in earthly midwives, 
for they do not understand the women of the sea.* 
Then said Queen Locust: “My child, seeing you in an 
earthly palace we were afraid that you might be un- 
happy and were ready to persuade you to return with 
, us; for the whole goal of our love is to see you joyful. 
But, since you tell us you are happy, we have no more 
to wish. Without doubt it would have been tempting 
Destiny to marry you with one of our sea princes in its 
despite.” “As Allah lives,” answered Pomegranate- 
Flower, “my happiness is now perfect. All delight, 
honour, and tranquillity is mine and I have come to the 
end of my desires.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The King heard every word of Pomegranate- 
Flower and, in his joy, learned to love her a thousand 
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times better than before. His passion became the eternal 
fruit of his heart and he determined to give new proofs 
of it in every possible way. 

Pomegranate-Flower summoned her slaves with a 
clap of the hands and bade them set the cloth, while she 
herself went to the kitchen and superintended the cook- 
ing of a feast. When great dishes of roast meats, pastry, 
and fruit had been assembled, she begged the folk of her 
house to eat. But for the ijioment they refused, saying: 
“We can do nothing until you have told the King, your 
husband, that we are here. We have entered his dwelling 
without leave and he does not know us; therefore it 
would be great incivility to leave him in ignorance while 
we enjoyed his hospitality. Go and tell him how happy 
we will be to see him and to take bread and salt in his 
presence.” 

Pomegranate-Flower sought the King, who was 
hidden in the next room, and said to him: “Dear master, 
you have doubtless heard the praises which I sang of you 
to my mother, my brother, and the rest, and how I 
assured them of my happiness in all things, when they 
would have persuaded me to depart with them.” “I both 
saw and heard,” answered the King. “As Allah lives, this 
is an hour of gold for me, now that I am certain of your 
love.” Then said Pomegranate-Flower: “Hearing my 
praises, the folk of my house have become fond of you 
and I can assure you that they love you dearly. They say 
that they will not return to their own country until they 
have seen you and bowed before you and spoken with 
you as a friend. I beg you come in now, for they greatly 
desire it, and I wish to see you together in friendship and 
affection.” With that she led the King into the next room. 

He wished the strangers peace most cordially; he 
kissed the hand of old Locust, embraced Prince Salih, 
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and begged the company to be seated. Then Prince 
Salih expressed in complimentary words the delight of 
all at seeing Pomegranate-Flower the wife of a great 
king, and not the plaything of some brutal sultan, who 
would have deflowered her and then given her to his 
chamberlain or his cook. He told how greatly they loved 
Pomegranate-Flower and how, even before she had 
become a woman, they had wished to marry her to some 
prince of the sea. “But Destiny sent her from the waters 
to the shores,” he added, “and she has married according 
to the teaching of her heart.” Then said the King: “Surely 
Allah destined her for me from the beginning! I thank 
you all for your approval and consent.” After that he 
made them sit with him about the cloth and talked with 
them for a long time while they ate. Then hehimself led 
them to their apartments. 

Pomegranate-Flower’s family stayed in the palace 
amid special festivity and rejoicing until the queen lay 
in. At the time appointed she gave birth, between the 
hands of the old queen and her cousins, to a plump and 
rosy man-child, who shone with the brightness of the 
full moon. This infant was carried to Shahriman, his 
father, wrapped in magnificent linens, and the King's 
joy on seeing him was such as neither tongue nor pen 
can tell. As a thank-offering to Allah, he gave great alms 
to the poor, the widows and the orjihans; he opened the 
prisons, and would have freed all his slaves, but they 
refused to be freed, as they were too happy under such 
a master. After seven days of unclouded rejoicing. 
Queen Pomegranate-Flower, with her husband s con- 
sent, called the child Badr Basim or Smile - of- the - 
Moon. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 



no The Thousand Nights and One Night 

BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-THlRD NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

After the naming, Prince Salih, brother of Pome- 
granate-Flower and uncle of Badr Basim, took the 
little one in his arms and, kissing him in a thousand 
fashions, carried him up and down the room and lifted 
him high in the air in his hands. Suddenly he leapt 
through the window into the sea and disappeared with 
the child. 

King Shahriman uttered cries of despair and beat 
himself so violently about the head that he nearly died 
of it; but Pomegranate-Flower, without the least sign of 
affliction, reassured him calmly: “O King of time, do not 
despair for so small a thing; do not be afraid for your 
son; for I, who love him even more than you, remain 
perfectly calm, since I know that my brother would not 
have done as he has done if it were possible for the little 
one to suffer or catch cold or even get wet. Although 
our son is half of your blood he runs no danger in the 
sea, for he inherits from me the ability to live as easily 
in the water as on land. I am quite sure that my brother 
will soon return and the child be none the worse.* 
Queen Locust and the young aunts confirmed these 
words; but the King was not utterly reassured until he 
saw the sea open and Prince Salih emerge with the baby in 
his arms. The young man leapt from the sea to the 
window, and, when he entered the room, it was seen 
that the child lay as peacefully as if in the breast of its 
mother, and indeed was smiling like the moon. As the 
King marvelled and rejoiced once more, Prince Salih 
said to him: “O King, I conceive that you were very 
frightened when I jumped into the sea with this small 
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one?” “That was I, O uncle of my son,” answered the 
King. “I despaired of ever seeing him again.” Then said 
Prince Salih: “Henceforward you need have no fear, 
for he is now safe from all the dangers of water, from 
drowning, from suffocation, even from wetting; for the 
rest of his life he will be able to leap into the sea and 
use it as his natural element, since, by means of a 
certain marine kohl which I have smeared upon his 
eyelids, and the mystery of the Words of the seal of 
Sulaiman which I have spoken over him, he has now the 
same birthright as the children of the sea.” 

* Prince Salih handed the child back to his mother, who 
gave him suck; then he drew a sealed bag from his belt 
and, opening it, turned out the contents upon the 
carpet. The King saw, blazing before his eyes, diamonds 
as great as pigeons’ eggs, ingots of emerald half a foot 
long, strings of mighty pearls, rubies of an unknown 
red, and the thousand fires of marine gems; so that the 
room shone with those fantastic lights which are seen 
in dreams. “This is a present to excuse my empty 
hands,” said the Prince. “When I came, I did not know 
where my sister was or that a happy destiny had led her 
to such a king. These gems are trifles to those which I 
will bring you when I have time.” The King did not know 
how to thank his brother-in-law for this gift, so he 
turned to his wife, saying: “I am confused by your 
brother’s magnificent generosity: each one of these 
stones is worth my kingdom.” Pomegranate-Flower 
thanked her brother and said to the King: “As Allah 
lives, these things are not worthy of your rank. We will 
never know how to pay our debt to you; even if we 
slaved for you a thousand years we should not be (juit 
of our obligation.” 

The King warmly kissed Prince Salih and insisted that 
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he, his mother, and his cousins should stay for another 
forty days at the palace, feasting and rejoicing. 

At the end of that time Prince Salih presented himself 
before the King and kissed the earth between his hands. 
“What do you wish, my brother?” asked Shahriman; and 
the merman answered: “O King of time, though we are 
drowned in your favours, we wish to ask leave to depart, • 
for our souls yearn towards our native sea. Also you must 
know that too long a stay on earth is bad for our health, 
since our bodies are habituated to the water.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. * 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said; 

“This is a great grief to me, O Salih,” said the King. 
“And to us,” returned the prince, “but we will return 
from time to time to bow before you and to visit 
Pomegranate-Flower and Badr Basim.” “Do so often, in 
Allah’s name!” exclaimed the King. “I am indeed sad 
that I cannot accompany you all into your kingdom; but 
I have always been very much afraid of the water.” Then 
the sea dwellers took their leave and, leaping one by 
one through the window, disappeared below the 
waters. 

Let us follow the fortunes of little Badr Basim. As 
his mother did not wish to trust him to nurses, she 
gave him the breast herself until he was four years old; 
with the milk he sucked in all the qualities of the sea. 
Because of this marine nourishment, the little one 
became stronger and more beautiful every day; the years 
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brought him every advantage; by the time he was fifteen 
he was the fairest and most muscular prince, the most 
adroit in bodily exercise, the wisest, and the most 
learned of his time. Throughout the mighty empire of 
his father none spoke save of his charm and elegance; for 
his was the true beauty. The poet did not exaggerate 
who said of him; 


Young down paints black upon bis rose, 
jade on his apple-Jlower , 

Grey amber on his sea-born pink. 

Until he bids 

His murderers leap on these or those. 

His murdeiers cower 
Behind his sleepy lids. 

Spent drinkers, if you seek 
A wilder and a sweeter drink. 

Look full upon his shapes 
Until 

Your longing and bis shame distil, 

Stronger than grapes, 

A rose wine in his cheek. 

His lovers hold opposing creeds. 

Some say: lace-fne embroidery of night , « • 
/ say it is a chaplet of musk beads 
Warm under crimson light. 


When the King felt the end of his life draw near, he 
wished to make sure that his son, whom he loved dearly 
and in whom he saw so many royal qualities, should 
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moilnt the throne; therefore he called together the 
wazirs and nobles of his kingdom and made them swear 
obeisance to the worthy prince. Then he came down 
from his throne in the presence of all and, taking the 
crown from his head, set it upon the brows of his son 
and, holding the youth below the arms, caused him to 
sit upon the vacant seat. After this, to show that he had 
already transmitted all his power and authority, he 
kissed the earth between the boy’s hands, kissed the 
hem of his royal robe, and went to stand upon his right 
hand. 

At once the new King, Badr Basim, with the wazirs 
and amirs upon his left, held the dlwan, promoting the 
worthy, setting down the false, defending the weak 
against the strong and the poor against the rich, with 
so much equity and discernment that his father and the 
old wazirs wondered to hear him. 

At noon he went with his father to visit his mother, , 
the Queen, wearing the gold crown of his royalty and 
shining with a splendour as of the moon. Seeing hini so 
fair, his mother wept for joy and, throwing her arms 
aboiit his neck, kissed him with great tenderness; then 
she knelt before him and wished him a prosperous 
reign, long life, and victory over all his enemies. 

For a whole year the three lived together in great 
joy, surrounded by the love of their subjects; at the 
end of that time old Shahriman felt his heart leap 
violently and had hardly time left for embracing his 
wife and son, and making them his last recommenda- 
tions. He died in righteous calm and passed into the 
mercy of Allah. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Pomegranate-Flower and Badr Basim mourned 
bitterly for a month, without allowing any into their 
presence, and raised a worthy monument over the 
tomb of Shahriman, endowing it with the goods of the 
dead King, for the benefit of the poor, the widow and 
the orphan. Queen Locust and the King's uncle. 
Prince Salih, and the King's marine cousins, who had 
already paid many visits before the old man died, came 
to take part in the public woe and wept that they had 
not been in time to see his end. All the King's relations 
mourned together, consoling each other as best they 
could, until, after many weeks, they a little succeeded 
in making the young man forget and even persuaded him 
to occupy himself again in the affairs of his kingdom. 
Reluctantly he put on new royal robes worked with 
gold and diamonds and, setting the crown again upon 
his head, resumed the reins of justice and, for a further 
year, ruled admirably over his people. 

One afternoon Prince Salih, who had not visited his 
sister and nephew for some time, came up out of the 
sea and entered the chamber in which the two were 
sitting. Pomegranate-Flower embraced him, saying: 
“How goes it with you, brother, and with my mother 
and cousins?” “Dear sister,” he answered, “all goes well 
with them, and their happiness is perfect save thaj: they 
cannot see you and my nephew more often. 
brother and sister began to talk of one thing and the 
other, while they ate nuts and pistachios, and soon ^e 
prince began speaking in the very highest terms of his 



ii6 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

nephew Badr Basim. As he expatiated on the boy's 
beauty, politeness, strength and wisdom, the young 
King, who was lying back with his head among the 
cushions of the couch, pretended to be asleep, as he 
did not wish to appear to be listening. Thus he heard 
all which passed between his mother and uncle. 

Supposing the boy to be asleep. Prince Salih began to 
speak more freely, and said: “My sister, surely you are 
forgetting that your son is now seventeen, an age at 
which it is well to think of marriage? I myself, who know 
his strength and beauty, and also know that, at his age, 
there are desires which must be satisfied in one way or 
another, am afraid that some unpleasant things may 
happen to him. In my opinion it is necessary to find him 
an equal match with some princess of the sea.’' “That is 
also my opinion and chief wish,” answered Pomegranate- 
Flower. “I have only one son and it is high time that he 
also had an heir. I beg you to recall to my memory the. 
various daughters of our country, for I have been away 
from the sea so long that I do not remember which are 
beautiful and which are ugly.” Salih began to enumerate 
various princesses of the sea, carefully weighing their 
qualities and showing their advantages and disadvantages; 
but at the name of each, Pomegranate-Flower would 
answer: “No, I do not think that she would do; she has 
an unfortunate mother, or she has an unfortunate father, 
or she has a very long-tongued aunt, or her grandmother 
smells unpleasantly, or she is ambitious, or she has an 
empty eye.” In this way she found fault with all the 
princesses. Then said Salih: “You are quite right to be 
difficult in your choice of a bride for the King, since he 
has no equal either in the sea or upon the land; but I have 
already given you a list of all the possible princesses. 
There only remains one of whom I might speak; but 1 
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must be quite sure that my nephew is asleep, since there 
are good reasons why I should not speak of her in his 
hearing.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Pomegranate-Flower went over to her son and 
felt him and listened to his breathing. The boy had eaten 
a plate of onions, a food of which he was very fond and 
which usually plunged him into deep slumberj there- 
fore his mother was the more ready to believe in his 
pretended sleep and assured her brother that he might 
speak. Then said Salih: “Dear sister, 1 take this precau- 
,tion because I wish to tell you of a sea princess whose 
hand it would be very difficult to obtain, because of her 
father. Nothing would be gained by my nephew hearing 
tell of her until the affair is certain; for love enters 
more often by the ear than by the eye, especially among 
us of the Faith, whose women wear the veil of decency.” 
“You are right,” answered the Queen, “love is at first a 
fountain of honey, but changes soon to a vast sea salt 
with loss. Tell me the name of the princess and her 
father.” “Janharah, the Princess Jewel,” answered 
Salih, “daughter of King Samandal, or Salamander, the 

merman.” . , 

“Ah now I remember Princess janharah! cried 

Pome^anate-Flower. “She was only a year old when I 
left the sea and she was more beautiful than any child of 
her age. She must have grown into a girl of surpassing 
loveliness.” “That is more than true,” said Salih, for her 
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loveliness surpasses all that has yet been seen upon the 
earth or in the kingdoms of the sea. She is sweet, gentle, 
appetising, and of a strange charm; I do not think that 
there could be a complexion to equal hers, or hair, or 
eyes, or figure; I am sure at least that there will never 
be such a backside again, heavy, tender, firm and self- 
possessed, curved deliciously each way. Palm fronds 
are jealous of its balancing; when the girl turns it, ante- 
lopes and gazelles flee away; when she unveils it, the 
sun is put to shame; if she moves, she falls over; if she 
leans with it, she slays; if she sits down, the impression 
of her sitting may never be removed. Do you wonder 
that tvith such perfections she is called Janharah?” “Her 
mother was inspired by Allah to give her that name!” 
exclaimed Pomegranate-Flower. “I choose her for my 
son's wife.” 

During this conversation Badr Basim pretended to be 
asleep, but all the time his soul rejoiced and his heart, 
beat high with hope that he should possess the heavy 
charms of the Sea King's daughter. 

But Salih continued: “What shall I say of her father. 
King Samandal? He is a gross and brutal man, one worthy 
of all detestation. He has already refused many princes 
who came as the suitors for his daughter, has broken 
their bones and cast them with ignominy from his palace. 

I do not dare to think what welcome he would give to 
our request. That is why I am doubtful about the matter.” 
“The business is a delicate one,” said the Queen. “We 
must ponder at length on it, and not shake the tree 
before the fruit is ripe.” “Yes, let us each reflect and 
then speak together again,” agreed Salih, and with that 
the conversation ceased, as Badr Basim pretended to 
wake up. 

The King rose as if he had heard nothing and quietly 
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left the chamber; but already his heart was burning with 
love and crackled within him as if it had been laid on 
ardent coals. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He took care not to say a word of his feelings to his 
mother and uncle but, retiring early to rest, passed the 
night in a novel torment of love, revolving in his mind 
the best way of winning quickly to his desire, and not 
once closing his eyes in sleep. He rose at dawn and went 
to wake his uncle, who had passed the night in the palace. 
“Uncle,” he said, “I wish to walk on the sea shore this 
, morning, for my breast is heavy and the breeze will 
lighten it. I pray you come with me.” Prince Salih con- 
sented and, leaping to his feet, left the palace with his 
nephew. For a long time they walked together on the 
beach without the young King saying a word to his 
uncle; he was pale and, had tears in the comers of his 
eyes. At length he sat down on a rock and, looking out 
over the sea, made up this song and sang it: 

Though the Jlames lick m/ heart over 
And mj' soul is red with Jever, 

If you gave me choice of water 
Or to see and burn for ever. 

Sure, my burning ghost would wander 
With a memory for lover. 

With the Jewel, with the daughter 
Of the Sea King Salamander, 
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When Prince Salih heard these sad verses, he beat his 
hands together in despair and cried: “There is nc God 
but Allah and Muhammad is the Prophet of Allah! There 
is no power or might save in Allah! My child, I see that 
you heard my conversation with your mother, and I am 
sorry for it, since your heart is already engaged, although 
nothing is yet done about the difficult match.” “I must 
have Princess Janharah and no other,” answered Badr 
Basim. “Without her I shall die.” “Then, my child,” said 
Salih, “let us go back to telj your mother and ask her 
leave for both of us to go down into the sea, to visit 
the kingdom of Samandal.” But the King cried: “No, I 
do not wish to ask my mother for a permission which she 
will certainly not give. She will be afraid for me because 
King Samandal is rude and brutal; she will tell me that 
my kingdom cannot remain without a King, and that 
the enemies of my throne will take advantage of my 
absence. I know my mother.” Then he began to weep, 
bitterly and added: “I wish to go with you at once to thii 
Samandal, without telling my mother. We can be back 
before she notices that I am gone.” 

Prince Salih saw that his nephew was set in his desire, 
so, being unwilling to add to his sorrow, he drew from 
his finger a ring carved with the sacred Names and placed 
it upon the young King’s hand, saying: “This is for your 
better protection beneath the water. I put my trust in 
Allah, whatever may befall ... Do as I do!” With that 
he sprang from the rock into the air, and Badr Basim 
did the same. They both described a descending curve 
towards the sea and dived below its waves. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Salih wished to show his nephew the place of his 
own dwelling, so that the old Queen, Locust, and the 
young Queen's cousins might have the joy of receiving 
him. Therefore, he led him first into the presence of 
his grandmother, as she sat among the cousins. When 
the old woman saw the boy, she sneezed with pleasure, 
and Badr Basim went up and kissed her hand. Then his 
cousins embraced him with shrill cries of joy; and the 
old woman made him sit at her side and said, kissing him 
between the eyes: “O joyous arrival! O day of milk! You 
light the home, my child! How is your mother, 
Pomegranate-Flower?” “She is in excellent health and 
perfect happiness,” he answered. “She has sent greeting 
by me to you and to my cousins.” You will notice that 
in this he lied, for he had not taken leave of his mother. 

While Badr Basim was being shown the marvels of 
the palace by his cousins. Prince Salih told his mother of 
the love which had entered through the lad’s ear at sole 
mention of the charms of Princess Janharah. “He has 
come here with me to ask her hand from her father,” 
added the Prince. 

The old woman became very angry with her son when 
she heard what had happened, and bitterly reproached 
him for having been so careless as to speak of Princess 
Janharah in the King's hearing. “You know very well 
that this Samandal is a violent man,” she cried, “and you 
know very well that he is arrogant and stupid, that out 
of greed for his daughter he has refused many princes; 
and yet you could do no better than to betray us into 
m 1 
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a position where there is every chance of our being 
humiliated by a denial and returning with our noses to 
the groimd. In truth, my child, you should not have 
mentioned so much as the name of the girl in the boy’s 
hearing, even if he had been put to sleep by a drug.” 
“That is true,” admitted Salih, “but the thing is done 
now, and he so loves the girl that he swears that he will 
die if he does not possess her. And is there so much 
objection? Badr Basim is at least as beautiful as the 
princess; he comes of an illustrious line of Kings and 
is himself the King of a powerful earthly empire. That 
foolish Samandal is not the only sultan in the world: 
what difficulties can he make which I cannot counter? 
He will tell me that his daughter is rich, our boy is 
richer; that his daughter is beautiful, our boy is more 
beautiful; that his daughter is well-bom, our boy is 
better bom. Believe me, dear mother, in the end I will 
convince him that he has all to gain and nothing to lose, 
by such a match. I am the cause of this desire on the 
boy’s part; therefore it is only right that I should be 
the negotiator, even if my bones are broken and I die 
for it.” 

Seeing that there was nothing for it but to let the 
affair go on, the old Queen sighed and said: “It would 
have been better had it never happened; but, since this 
love was destined, I will let you depart, though much 
against my will. But I shall keep Badr Basim with me 
until you return, for I cannot expose him to danger. Go 
then, and above all be careful of your words, in case some 
inapt syllable should enrage that brutal King; for there is 
no end to the impertinence with which he treats the 
world.” 

Prince Salih filled two large sacks with valuable 
presents and, loading them upon the backs of slaves, set 
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out over the ocean road which led to the palace of King 
Samandal. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As SOON AS he reached the palace, Prince Salih 
begged an audience, and this was granted him. He 
entered the hall and, finding the Sea King Samandal seated 
upon a throne of emerald and hyacinth, wished him 
peace with exquisite politeness and disposed the two 
sacks at his feet. The King returned peace and begged the 
prince to be seated, saying: “Be welcome. Prince Salihl 
I have not seen you for a long time and my heart has 
.grieved therefor; tell me quickly for what you have 
come to ask; since he who gives a present expects a thing 
equivalent. Speak, and 1 will see if 1 cannot do something 
for you.” Salih bowed low before the King, saying: “It 
is true that 1 have a desire which can only be satisfied by 
Allah and by the magnanimous King whom I sec before 
me, the valiant lion, the generous man, whose glory, 
magnificence, liberality, politeness, mercy and good- 
ness are known over all the lands and seas, and form a 
subject of admiring conversation at evening about the 
camp fires of the caravans.” King Samandal a little abated 
the terrible frov^Ti of his meeting brows, and answered: 
“Make your request, O Salih. It will enter a sympathetic 
ear and a heart very well disposed towards you. If I can 
grant it, I will do so without delay; if I cannot, the 
refusal will imply no ill-feeling. Allah expects of no 
soul a content greater than its capacity.” Salih bowed 
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yet more deeply, saying: “O King of time, the thing 
which I wish, you and only you can grant. 1 would not 
have dared to come and ask you for anything until I knew 
that it was within the compass of possibility. The wise 
have said: If you would keep a friend, do not ask the impossi- 
bUf and I, 0 King (whom may Allah preserve for the 
happiness of all), am neither pretentious nor a fool. 
Glorious monarch, I come only as an intermediary. 1 
come, magnanimous Sultan, O generous, O greater 
than the greatest, to ask the hand of your pearl paragon, 
your priceless gem, your sealed treasure, your daughter. 
Princess Janharah, in marriage for my nephew. King 
Badr Basim, son of King Shahriman and Queen Pome- 
granate-Flower, master of White Town, head of all 
those kingdoms which stretch from the Persian frontier 
to the extreme bounds of Khurasan!” 

When he heard this, the sea King Samandal laughed 
so heartily that he fell over on his backside and continued, 
to kick his legs in the air in a convulsion of merriment. 
At last he sat up again and looked at Salih in silence; but 
only to come out with a sudden: “Ho, hoi” and fall into 
a second access of laughter, so loud and strong that it 
ended in a sounding fart. When he was calmer, he said: 
“In truth, 0 Salih, I always thought that you were a man 
of sense, but I see that I was mistaken. For where would 
be the sense in so preposterous a request?” Without 
losing countenance, Salih replied: “One thing at least is 
certain: King Badr Basim, my nephew, is at least as 
beautiful as your daughter, at least as fich, and at least 
as well-bom; if Princess Janharah is not intended for 
such a match, for what sort of match, in heaven’s name, 
is she intended? A wise man has said: For a girl there is 
but marriage or the tomb. That is why there are no old 
plaids among us Mussulmans. I advise you to seize this 
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opportunity of saving your daughter from the grave. ■ 
King Samandal’s mirth changed to great anger. Leaping 
to his feet with contracted brows and blood in his eyes, 
he cried: “O dog of men, is it for the like of you to speak 
even the name of my daughter? Are you not a dog and 
the son of a dog? What is your nephew? What was his 
father? Dogs and sons of dogs!” Then to his guards he 
cried: “Lay hold of this pimp and break his bones!” 

The guards rushed upon Salih and would have seized 
him; but with the quickness of light he eluded them 
and fled through the palace door. When he had gained 
the open, he was astounded to see before him a thousand 
cavaliers upon sea horses, steel clad from head to foot, 
and all men of his own house. They had been sent by 
old Queen Locust who, foreseeing her son’s ill recep- 
tion, had armed these thousand and despatched them 
after him in all haste. 

In a few words the Prince told them what had hap- 
pened and ended by crying: “In upon this foolish King!” 
The warriors leapt from their horses, drew their 
swords, and rushed, a solid troop, into the throne- 
room on the heels of Prince Salih. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


but when 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When King Samandal saw this torrent of enemies 
surging up about him .like the shadows of night, he 
remained quite calm and called to his guards: “Out upon 

this stinkingbuck and all his flock! Swords to their hea s 

Crying their war cries of: “For Samandal!” “For 
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Salih!” the opposing forces shocked together like the 
waves of a tumultuous sea. The hearts of Salih's warriors 
were harder than rock, their turning blades called in 
the debts of Destiny. The valorous Salih, the granite 
heart, the master of sword and lance, drove through 
necks and breasts, leaping to and fro with a vigour 
which would have overset mountains. What struggle and 
blood 1 What cries cut off by the points of the brown 
lances! What widowing! Steel crashed and bodies 
groaned with wounds, until all the lands below the sea 
re-echoed. But what are swords against Fate, what 
shield is there against the writing of Allah? After an 
hour the hearts of SamandaTs men became even as clay 
pots, they lay thick in death about the throne. Then 
Samandal flew into such terrible anger that his remark- 
able testicles, which usually hung to his knees, were 
retracted to his navel. Frothing at the mouth, he rushed 
upon Salih, who met him with the point of his lance, - 
crying: “O brutal and faithless, here is the shore of the 
last sea!” With a sounding blow he knocked him over on 
the earth and held him down, while his warriors bound 
him and fastened his arms behind his back. So much for 
them. 

The first noises of the battle so terrified Princess 
Janharah that she fled away from the palace with one of 
her servants, a girl called Myrtle, and, passing over the 
floor of the sea, climbed to the surface of the water. In 
this way she arrived at a desert island and swarmed to 
the top of a leafy tree for safety, while Myrtle hid herself 
in the summit of another. 

Destiny willed that much the same should take place 
at the palace of Queen Locust. The two slaves, who had 
borne the gifts for Prince Salih, had run away at the 
beginning of the fight and hastened back to the Queen 
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with news of the danger. Young Badr Basim had become 
most anxious at their tidings, feeling that he was the 
cause of his uncle’s predicament and this ocean war. 
Being a little frightened of his grandmother, he dared 
not show his face before her, thinking that she would 
hold him responsible should any terrible thing happen to 
Salih. Therefore he took advantage of the old woman's 
preoccupation with the messengers to mount to the 
surface of the sea, meaning to return to his mother in 
the White Town. Not being certain of his direction, he 
lost his way and came to the same desert island which 
harboured Princess Janharah. 

He was weary when he reached the beach, and lay 
down at the foot of a tree. He did not know that this 
was the tree in which Princess Janharah was hidden, for 
he did not know that each man's Destiny goes about 
with him, that it follows more quickly than the wind and 
that there is no rest for the pursued; he did not know that 
which ha.d been laid up for him in the gulf of eternity. 

He pillowed his head on his arms to sleep and, raising 
his eyes, saw the face of the princess, taking it to be the 
moon in the branches. “Glory be to Allah who has 
created the moon to light His evenings!” he cried and 
then, regarding the portent more carefully, recognised 
it as a girl’s face, fairer than ever any moon had been. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-FIKST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

“As Allah lives,” he cried, “I will climb and catch 
her and ask her name; for she is strangely like the 
description which my uncle gave of Princess Janharah. 
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Who knows if she be not the same? Perhaps she fled 
from her father's palace at the beginning of the fight.” 
He leapt to his feet in great emotion and, standing 
below the tree, lifted his eyes to the girl and said: “O 
supreme goal of all desire, who are you and why are 
you mounted on a tree in this island?” The Princess leaned 
forward a little over the fair youth and, smiling at him, 
said in a voice which sang like water: “O charming lad, 
O handsome, I am Princess Janharah, daughter of the 
Sea King Samandal. I am here because I have fled from 
my native land and the homes of my native land, and 
from my father, to escape the sad fate of the vanquished. 
By this time Prince Salih will have made a slave of my 
father and killed all his guards. He will be hunting for 
me throughout the palace. Alas, alas, O hard exile! O 
my poor father! Alas, alas!” Large tears fell from her 
lovely eyes upon the King's face, so that he lifted his 
arms in love and cried: “O Princess Janharah, soul of my. 
soul, dream of my sleepless nights, come down, 1 pray. 
For I am King Badr Basim, son of Pomegranate-Flower, 
a native of the sea. Come down, for your eyes have 
killed me, your beauty has led me captive.” As if in a 
trance of joy, the girl answered: “Praise be to Allah, O 
dear master! You are really handsome Badr Basim, 
nephew of Salih and son of Pomegranate-Flower?” “I 
am, I am; therefore come down!” he answered, and she 
continued: “How foolish was my father to refuse a suitor 
such as you! What better could he have hoped? Where, 
in sea or land, could he have found another King so 
charming and so fair? O my dear , think not too hardly of my 
father’s folly, for 1 love you with all my heart. If your 
love is a span, mine is an arm-length . Since I saw you, love 
has eaten into my liver and I am the victim of your beauty.” 

She slipped down the tree into the arms of the young 
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King, who joyfully pressed her against his breast and 
kissed her everywhere, while she answered caress with 
caress and movement with movement. At this delight- 
ful contact Badr Basim felt all the birds of the woods 
singing in his soul. Therefore he cried: “Queen of my 
eyes, desirable princess, star who has led me away from 
my kingdom, my uncle Salih did not tell me a fourth 
part of the truth; the other three parts of your beauty 
were unknovm to me. He weighed before me a single 
carat out of the twenty-four, O all gold.” He went on 
covering her with kisses of a thousand kinds and then, 
burning to enjoy the benediction of her bottom, em- 
boldened his hand to touch the tassels of the cords. As 
if to help him, the girl rose and, suddenly stretching 
forth her right hand, spat in his face, because she had 
no water, and cried: “Creature of earth, leave the form 
of your humanity and become a great white bird with 
bill and feet of red!” Immediately the astonished King 
was changed into a white-feathered bird, with beak and 
claws of red, and heavy wings incapable of flight. 

He stood looking at her with tears in his eyes, but 
she called her servant Myrtle, saying: “Take this bird, 
who is none other than the nephew of my father’s greatest 
enemy, the pimp who has been fighting against my 
father, and carry him to Dry Island, where he may die 
of hunger and thirst.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

SHE said: 

You WILL UNDERSTAND that Princess Janharah had 
only responded to the young King’s passion in order to 
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approach him unsuspected and change him into a bird. 
This she did to avenge her father and his warriors. When 
the girl Myrtle had taken up the bird, in spite of its 
harsh cries and the despairing beat of its wings, she felt 
pity and could not find it in her heart to carry it to a 
cruel death on Dry Island. Therefore she said to herself: 
“I will take it to some other place, where it will not die 
but may await its Destiny. Perhaps when her anger is 
abated my mistress will repent; and then she would be 
angry at my too swift obedience.” With this possibility 
in mind, she carried the captive to a green isle, planted 
with fruit trees and watered by running streams and 
left it there .... 

After Prince Salih had bound King Samandal, he shut 
him in one of the apartments of the palace, and pro- 
claimed himself ruler in his stead. He hunted all the 
palace for Princess Janharah, but could not find her. 
When he was certain that she had disappeared, he 
returned to his mother. Queen Locust, and told her 
what had happened, asking at the same time for his 
nephew. “I think he is out walking with his cousins,” 
said the old woman. “I will send to look for him.” While 
she was speaking, the cousins entered without the boy. 
Searchers were sent out into every part and, when they 
were unsuccessful, all in the palace wept sorely. King 
Salih, with a heavy heart, sent a messenger to tell Queen 
Pomegranate-Flower of the loss. 

In an agony of apprehension the young Queen dived 
into the sea and hurried to her mother’s palace, where 
the old woman, with long preamble, tearful silences, 
and chorused by the sobbing of the cousins, told the 
whole story to her daughter. “Your brother Salih,” she 
added, “who has been proclaimed King in the place of 
Samandal, has sent searchers in every direction, but we 
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can hear nothing of either Badr Basim or Princess 
Janharah.” 

The water darkened before Pomegranate-Flower; 
her heart was filled with the emptiness of desolation; and 
for many days nothing was heard in that palace below 
the sea except the loud grief of women. 

The grandmother was the first to dry her eyes, “My 
daughter,” she said to Pomegranate-Flower, “do not be 
too cast down by this misfortune, for there is no reason 
why your brother should not succeed in finding the lad. 
If you truly love him and would watch over his interests, 
you should return to your kingdom to rule in his place 
and keep his disappearance secret. Allah will provide.” 
“You are right, mother,” answered the Queen. “1 will 
return. But, oh, I beg you not to slacken your efforts 
for a moment, not to forget my son! If harm comes to 
him I willdie, for 1 live my life through him” “I promise 
» faithfully,’ replied Queen Locust. “Do not give way to 
fear, but keep as calm as you are able.” Then P omegranate- 
Flower took leave of her mother, her brother and her 
cousins, and sadly returned to her own kingdom. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

but when 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-THIKD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Now LET US return to the green island where the 
relenting Myrtle had left Badr Basim, changed into 
a white bird with bill and feet of red. 

When the bird saw .the girl depart, he wept bitterly 
and then, being both hungry and thirsty, began to eat 
the fruits and drink the running water of the island, 
with mingled grief and astonishment to find himself in 
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feathers. He tried his wings but they could not sustain 
him in the air, because of the heaviness of his body; so 
he resigned himself to Destiny, saying: “How would it 
advantage me to leave this place since no one would 
recognise me for what I am?” He stayed sadly in the isle 
and at evening perched in a tree to sleep. One day, as he 
waddled about with lowered head, he was seen by a 
fowler who had rowed to the island to spread his nets. 
The man was delighted at the magnificent appearance of 
this ^uite unknown bird, whose scarlet beak and claws 
shone so brilliantly against the whiteness of his plumes. 
With manifold precautions and slow skill he came up 
behind his quarry and cleverly caught it in his net. Then, 
rich in this noble game, he returned to the city from 
which he had come, carrying the bird carefully over 
his shoulder by the legs. 

As he reached home he said to himself: “I have never 
seen a bird like this in all the years of my hunting; I will < 
not sell it to an ordinary purchaser, who would not 
know its value and might kill it for his family to eat; 
rather I will take it as a present to the King, who will 
marvel at its beauty and pay me handsomely.” Acting on 
this thought, he made his way to the palace and there, 
sure enough, the King was delighted with the bird, 
because of its scarlet and white colour, and gave the 
fowler ten gold dinars and sent him on his way. 

The King had a great cage constructed of gold wire 
and, shutting the bird within, himself offered it maize 
and com; but it would not eat. “I must try something 
else,” said the astonished Sultan, and took the bird out 
of the cage again and set white of chicken, slices of meat, 
and pleasant fruits before it. At once the bird began to 
eat with obvious pleasure, giving little cries of satis- 
faction and ruffling its white plumes. This delighted the 
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King, who cried to one of his slaves: “Run and tell your 
mistress tliat I have bought a prodigious bird, one of the 
marvels of time; beg her to come and admire it with 
me and to see the marvellous way in which it eats food 
which ordinary birds would not touch.” So the slave 
hastened to tell the Queen, and she came. 

But, as soon as she saw the bird, the Queen covered 
her face with her veil and, retiring indignantly towards 
the door, would have escaped from the chamber. The 
i^ing ran after her and held her back by her veil, crying: 
“Why do you cover your face, when only I and the 
eunuchs and your women are present before you?” 
“This bird is not a bird, O King,” she answered, “he is 
a man, even as you are. He is King Badr BasTm, son of 
King Shahrimanand Pomegranate-Flower; he waschanged 
into this shape by Princess Janharah, daughter of the 
Sea King Samandal, because of the victory which his 
uncle, Salih, had won over her father.” 

“Allah confound this Princess Janharah and all her 
worksl” cried the bewildered King. “Tell me the details 
of the affair, my Queen, in Allah's name.” Then the 
Queen, who was the most redoubtable magician of her 
time, told her husband the whole story. After listening 
attentively, he turned to the bird, saying: Is this true? 
and the bird nodded its head, beating its wings. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: . 1 r j • 

Then said the King to his wife: “By my life, and m 
Allah’s name, my dear, hasten to remove this enchant- 
ment; do not let him stay in torment.” So the Queen, 
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after quite covering her face, said to the bird: “Enter 
this large cupboard, O Badr BasTm." The bird at once 
obeyed by walking into a closet concealed in the wall, 
the door of which the Queen opened for him. She 
followed, carrying a cup of water in her hand, and no 
jooner had she spoken unknown words above it than 
the water began to boil. At once she sprinkled a few 
drops on the bird’s head, saying: “By the Magic Names, 
by the Words of Power, by the Majesty of the Omni- 
potent Who created the sky and the earth. Who raise’ll 
the dead. Who gives His destinies toman, I conjure you 
to leave this present form and to turn back to the shape 
He madel” 

At once the young King trembled, shivered, and 
returned to his manhood; and immediately the older 
King, seeing a youth of unequalled beauty, cried out on 
the name of Allah that the lad was well named. 

When he was a little recovered from his emotion, 
Badr Basim exclaimed: “There is no God but Allah and 
Muhammad is the Prophet of Allah!” and, going up to 
the King, kissed his hand and wished him a long life. 
In his turn the King kissed the lad’s head, saying: “Badr 
Basim, I pray you tell me all your story, from your birth 
until to-day.” So Badr Basim told his story, without 
omitting a single detail, and greatly ^tonished his host 
with it. 

As soon as the recital was over, the King asked the 
boy what he could do for him, and the other answered: 
“O Sultan of time, I would return to my own kingdom; 
hr I have already been long absent from it and I fear 
that enemies of my throne may be leaguing together to 
usurp my place. Also my mother must be in great grief 
and anxiety because of me, and I would not have these 
prolonged.” Touched by the youth, beauty and filial 
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piety of his suppliant, the King immediately prepared a 
boat, filling it witli his own provisions and tackle, 
sailors and captain, and sent Badr Basim on board with 
a kind farewell. 

The youth trusted to his Destiny; but Fate had more 
adventures yet in store for him. When they were five 
days out, a furious tempest rose against the ship and 
broke her upon a rocky coast. Out of all the ship’s 
company only the young King, who as we know was 
impervious to the seas, managed to save himself alive 
by swimming to the shore. 

When he began to look about him on the beach, he 
saw a tall city, like a very white dove, brooding over the 
sea from the top of a mountain. And, down this moun- 
tain side, he perceived rushing towards him, with a 
rapidity of a hurricane, a galloping troop of horses, 
mules and asses, as many as there were sands upon the 
beach. This frightened troop halted all about him, and 
the asses, horses and mules began to make signs at him 
with their heads, which seemed to signify; “Return from 
whence you came.” When he showed that he intended 
to remain, the horses began to neigh, the mules to 
breathe heavily, and the asses to bray; but these neighings, 
breathings and brayings were very sad and full of despair. 
Some of the animals even began to snuffle and weep; 
others gently pushed the youth towards the sea with 
their muzzles; but he would not be driven. Instead of 
retreating, he advanced towards the city; and all the 
four-footed beasts accompanied him, some walking in 
front and some behind in a manner most suggestive of 
a funeral procession. This impression became all the 
stronger when Badr Basim recognised, as it were 
beneath the noises which they made, a vague chanting 
such as readers of the Koran utter above the dead. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Not knowing whether he was asleep or awake, 
sometimes supposing that he was suffering a vision of 
fatigue, Badr Basim walked up the hill as a man walks 
in dreams. Entering the city, he beheld an old man 
with a white beard, sitting before the door of a druggist’s 
shop. He wished the old man peace, and the latter, 
charmed by his beauty, rose up to answer his greeting. 
Then he signed with his hand for the animals to be 
gone, and they went away slowly, turning their heads 
from time to time in an intensity of regret. 

Badr Basim told the old man his story in a few words , 
and then asked: “Venerable uncle, what is this city and 
what are these strange animals who followed me here 
lamenting?” “First come into my shop and sit down,” 
answered the sheikh. “When you have eaten, I will tell 
you all I can.” He led the youth to a dlwan at the back 
of the shop and brought him food and drink. When he 
was refreshed, he kissed him between the eyes, saying: 
“Give thanks to Allali, my child, that you met me before 
seeing the Queen of this place. I did not speak of her 
before as I did not wish to spoil your appetite . . . This 
city is called the City of Enchantments; it is ruled over 
by Queen Almanakh, a sorceress of extraordinary power, 
a devil in the body of a woman. Her desire never ceases 
to bum, so that each time a young, strong and handsome 
stranger comes to this island, she seduces him and makes 
him moimt her an infinity of times, for forty days and 
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nights. By the end of that period he is completely worn 
out, and she changes him into an animal; in his new 
form he recovers and adds to his strength and then she 
transforms herself into a female of his species, a mare 
or ass perhaps, and is again mounted repeatedly. After 
that she resumes her human shape and makes new lovers, 
new victims, of those she can find. There come nights 
when her desire burns so hotly that she is mounted one 
after another by every animal on the island. Such is her 
life. 

“I love you with a great love, my child, and would 
not wish to see you fall into the hands of this unappeased 
enchantress, who lives only for those things which I 
have told you. You are more beautiful than any other 
youth who has come to this island and, therefore, God 
alone knows what might happen if Queen Almanakh 
saw you! Those asses, mules and horses, who rushed 
dovm the mountain side to meet you, are the other 
youths who have been changed by the sorceress. Seeing 
you young and beautiful, they had pity on you and wished 
to persuade you to go back into the sea; then, as you 
would not do so, they accompanied you here, singing 
the rites of funeral over you in their own way. 

“Yet, my son, to live with Queen Almanakh would 
not be an unpleasant thing, were it not for the trick 
which she plays on her lovers in the end. Now I am a 
man whom she both fears and respects, because she 
knows that I am more learned in the arts of sorcery and 
enchantment than she. But I assure you, my child, that 
I am a believer in Allah and his Prophet (upon whom be 
prayer and peace!) and make no use of my magic to do 
evil, for evil ever returns against the evil-doer.” 

Hardly had the old man finished speaking when a 
brilliant troop of a thousand girls, dressed in purple 

UI K 
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and gold, came towards the shop and ranged themselves 
in two lines in front of the door, to admit the passage 
of a young woman, more beautiful than them all, 
mounted upon a diamond-harnessed arab. Queen 
Almanakh, for it was she, dismounted outside the shop, 
with the help of two slaves who held the bridle of her 
horse, and, entering, saluted the old apothecary with 
marked respect. Then she seated herself on the diwan 
and looked at Badr Basim with half-closed eyes. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

And what a look that was: long and piercing, sweet 
and shiningl Badr Basim felt himself transfixed as by a 
javelin or heated sword; but presently the young Queen 
turned to the sheikh, saying: “O Abd al-Rahman, where 
did you find such a youth?” “He is my brother's son,” 
answered the old man. “He has come to visit me.” Then 
said she: “He is very beautiful; would you be willing to 
lend him to me for one night only? I will simply talk with 
him; you can have him back intact in the morning.” 
“Will you swear not to try your sorcery upon him?” 
asked Abd al-Rahman, and she replied: “I swear it 
before the Master of Magic and before you, venerable 
uncle.” With that she gave the old man a thousand gold 
dinars to show her gratitude and, mounting Badr Basim 
upon a wonderful horse, rode with him to the palace. 
Upon the way he looked like a moon riding among 
stars. 

The young King, who was determined to let Destiny 
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have its course, said no word and allowed himself to be 
taken along, without showing his feelings in any way. 

Almanakh the sorceress, who felt her entrails burning 
for this youth more than they had ever burned before, 
hastened him into a hall with walls of solid gold, thfl 
air of which was refreshed by a fountain falling into a 
basin of turquois. She threw herself with him upon a 
large ivory bed and began to caress him in so strange 
a fashion that all the birds of his being danced and sang. 
She was not brutal but very delicate; incalculable for 
number and variety were the assaults of this cock upon 
that indefatigable ben. “As Allah lives,” he said to him- 
self, “she is infinitely expert. She docs not bustle me; 
she takes her time and gives me mine. I am sure that 
Princess Janharah cannot be so marvellous; I would wish 
to stay here all my life without a thought of my kingdom 
or of Samandal's daughter.” 

In fact he stayed forty days and forty nights, passing 
the time with the young magician in feasting, dancing, 
singing, kissing, moving, mounting, coupling and the 
like; so that pleasure was added to joy and joy to 
pleasure. 

From time to time Almanakh would say as a jest: “O 
eye of mine, would you rather be with your uncle in 
his shop?” and he would answer: “As Allah lives, my 
mistress, my uncle is a poor seller of drugs, but you are 
the elixir of life itself!” 

When the evening of the fortieth day had come, 
Almanakh seemed more agitated than usual by the great 
number of their couplings. She lay down to sleep; but 
at midnight Badi Basim, who pretended to be sleeping 
at her side, saw her rise from the bed with her face on 
fire from some emotion. She went to the middle of the 
hall and, taking a handful of barley from a copper tray. 
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threw it into the water of the fountain. After a few 
moments the barley germinated, stalks came up out of 
the water; their ears ripened and turned gold. Then the 
sorceress gathered the new grains and, after pounding 
them in a marble mortar, mixed with them certain 
powders taken from boxes. From this paste she kneaded 
a cake which she cooked slowly on the hot coals of a 
stove and, wrapping in a napkin, shut away in a cup- 
board. Finally she returned to the bed and slept. 

In the morning Badr Basim, who had forgotten old 
Abd al-Rahman, called him to mind and decided that 
it would be as well to inform him of the Queen’s actions 
during the night. He therefore made his way to the shop, 
where the old man embraced him with effusion and 
bade him be seated, saying: “I trust, my son, that you 
have nothing to complain of in the sorceress Almanakh, 
although she is an unbeliever.” “As Allah lives, good 
uncle,” answered the boy, “she has always treated me ^ 
with great delicacy, in no way forcing me; but last 
night, seeing her rise from our bed with an inflamed 
face, I pretended to be asleep and beheld her at a business 
which frightened me. I have come to consult you about 
it.” And he told the old man of his mistress’s nocturnal 
practice. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Abd al-Rahman grew very angry, and cried: “O 
wicked and perjured woman, is this how you keep an 
oath? Will nothing hold you from your accursed magic? 
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It is time that I drew towards an end with you," lie 
took from a cupboard a cake similar in every way to 
that made by the sorceress and, wrapping it in a handker- 
chief, gave it to Badr Basim, with these words: “This 
cake will make her mischief recoil on her own head; 
for it is with such cakes that she transforms her lovers 
after their forty days. You must be careful not to eat a 
crumb of the one she gives you and must bring it about 
that she eats some of this. When she has eaten, do and 
say all she has done and said in trying to magic you; thus 
you will be able to change her into any animal you please. 
As soon as she is transformed, get on her back and bring 
her to me. I will know what to do with her.” The young 
King thanked the kindly sheikh and returned to the 

There he found Almanakh waiting for him in the 
garden, seated before a loaded cloth, which bore her 
midnight cake upon a dish in the middle. When she 
complained of his absence, he answered: “Dear mistress, 
1 had not seen my uncle for a long time, so I went to 
visit him. He received me very kindly and gave me 
food: among other things, there were certain cakes which 
tasted so delicious that I could not help bringing you 
one,” So saying, he took the cake out of its wrapping, 
and the Queen, who did not want to anger him as yet, 
broke off a morsel and swallowed it. Then she offered 
her cake to Badr Basim, who took a piece of it, which 
he let slip into the opening of his garment while making 
a feint to swallow it. 

At once the sorceress, thinking that he had eaten of 
the cake, rose swiftly and sprinkled him with a little 
water from a nearby fountain, crying: “0 weakened 
youth, become a powerful ass!” 

Great was her astonishment when she saw the young 
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man, instead of turning to an ass, rise in his turn and 
sprinkle her with the water, crying: “O traitress, 
become an ass!” Before she could recover trom her 
surprise, Almanakh became an ass; and the prince, 
leaping upon her back, rode her to the shop of Abd al- 
Rahman. He handed over the ass to the old man, while 
she kicked and struggled in anger. 

The sheikh passed a double chain about the beast’s 
neck and fixed it to a ring in the wall. Then he said: 
“Now, my child, I must occupy myself in restoring the 
affairs of our city to order. I will begin by turning back 
all those poor young men into their original shapes; 
but before I start on that work, though I am very loath 
to be separated from you, I am willing to send you back 
to your kingdom by the shortest road , so that the people 
there may throw aside their grief.” 

The old man put two fingers between his lips and 
gave a long, loud whistle, which conjured up a mighty ^ 
four-winged Jinni. This appearance stood on the point 
of his toes and asked why he had been summoned. “O 
Light," commanded the sage, “you will take King Badr 
Basim upon your shoulders and carry him carefully to 
his palace in White Town!” The jinni called Light bent 
down with lowered head and the young King, after 
kissing the hand of his preserver, mounted upon the 
Ifrit's shoulders and held about his neck. The Jinni 
rose in the air and flew off as swiftly as a carrier-dove, 
making a noise with his wings as of a windmill. Tirelessly 
he journeyed for a day and night, covering a distance of 
six months, and, coming to White Town, set down his 
burden upon the terrace of the palace. Then he dis- 
appeared. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED- AND-FORTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Badr Basim, his heart uplifted by the breezes of his 
native land, hastened to find the room in which his 
mother now used to weep quietly, hiding the cause of 
her sorrow for fear of usurpers. He raised the curtain 
and saw, not only his mother, but also old Queen 
Locust, King Salih and the cousins, who had all come 
to visit Pomegranate-Flower in her affliction . He entered, 
wishing them peace, and ran to throw his arms about 
his mother's neck. She fainted with joy on beholding 
him, but soon recovered and wept long upon his breast; 
while the cousins embraced his feet, his grandmother 
held one of his hands, and his uncle the other. Tliey stood 
thus for some minutes in so great a joy that none of them 
could speak; but, when at last they could find words, 
they mutually told of their adventures and thanked 
Allah together for their reunion. 

Later, Badr Basim turned to his mother and grand- 
mother, saying: “Now only remains that I should marry. 

I still wish for Princess Janharah; for she is a Jewel 
indeed.” “The matter is easy now, my child,” answered 
Queen Locust, “for we hold her father prisoner in his 
palace.” At once she sent for Samandal; but when slaves 
dragged him in, chained both hand and foot, the young 
King ordered him to be freed. 

Then the youth went up to the sea King and, after 
begging to be excused if he had been the cause of those 
first misfortunes, respectfully kissed his hand. “O King 
Samandal,” he said, “it is no longer an intermediary uho 
begs for the honour of alliance with you; it is I, Badr 
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Basim, King of White Town and of a great empire, 
asking for the hand of your daughter in marriage. If you 
do not give her to me, I shall die; but if you consent, 1 
will be your slave and restore your kingdom to you.” 

Samandal embraced the youth and answered: “O 
Badr Basim, no one deserves her more, and, as she is a 
dutiful daughter, she will accept your suit with great 
pleasure. Now she must be sent for from the isle in 
which she is hidden.” He called up a messenger from the 
sea and sejit him to find the princess. The merman 
disappeared and shortly returned with Princess Janharah 
and the girl Myrtle. 

King Samandal * embraced his daughter and, after 
presenting her to Queen Locust and Queen Pomegranate- 
Flower, pointed with his finger to Badr Basim, who 
stood there dumb with admiration. “My daughter,” he 
said, “I have promised you to this great-hearted young 
King, this valiant lion, this son of Pomegranate-Flower; - 
for he is not only the handsomest youth of his time, but 
the most charming, the most powerful, the highest in 
rank and in nobility and, in fact, in everything. I con- 
sider that you are made for each other.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-NINTH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

Princess Janharah modestly lowered her eyes at 
her father’s words, and answered: “Your suggestions, 
dear father, are my rule of life ; your vigilant affection 
is the shade in which I take my pleasure. Since you 
desire it, the image of this man shall henceforth be 
ever before my eyes, his name upon my lips, and his 
dwelling in my heart.” 
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When the young King's cousins and the other women 
heard this answer, they filled the palace with the shrill 
cries of their pleasure. King Salih and Pomegranate- 
Flower sent at once for the kadi and witnesses to write 
the marriage contract, and the bridal was celebrated 
with such pomp and magnificence that, in the ceremony 
of clothing, the garments of the bride were changed 
nine times. As for the other magnificence of that 
occasion, the tongue would become hairy in telling of 
it. So glory be to Allah, Who unites beauty with beauty 
and holds back joy only that it may become greater! 

When Shahrazad had finished this tale, she fell silent. 
Then cried little Dunyazad: "Dear sister, your words 
are sweet, tender, and savoury! That was an admirable 
tale.” And King Shahryar said: "Indeed, Shahrazad, you 
have taught me many things which I did not know. The 
tales of Sea Abdallah and Pomegranate-Flower have 
delighted me with their descriptions of that kingdom 
under the water. Do you not know some altogether 
devilish tale?” Shahrazad smiled and answered: “O King, 
I know an altogether devilish tale and will tell it to you 
at once.” 


• ishAk’s winter evening 

And Shahrazad said: 

The musician, Ishak of Mosul, al-RashId’s favourite 
singer, tells the following tale: 

I sat in my house on a winter night, while the winds 
roared like lions without, and the clouds above spilled 
noisily over as if they^had been great dark waterskins. I 
warmed my hands at my copper brazier, grieving that, 
because of the rain, the mud and the darkness, I could 
neither go forth nor expect the visit of a friend. As my 
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heart grew heavier, I said to my slave: “Give me some 
food to pass the time.’' While the slave busied himself 
about my meal, I fell into a dream of the charms of a 
girl whom 1 had met at the palace, though I do not know 
why her memory, of all the memories which have blessed 
my nights, should have come so obstinately before me. 
So engrossed was I in my sudden desire that I did not 
lee my slave standing by me with folded arms, waiting 
my signal to bring in the dishes and set them upon the 
cloth which he had already laid. Full of my dream I 
cried aloud: “Would that young Saidah were here! Her 
voice is so pleasant that I should be no more sad.” 

I now recall that I said these words in a very loud 
voice, although my thoughts are usually silent. I was 
surprised to hear myself, and the slave opened his eyes 

Hardly had I spoken my wish when there was an 
importunate knocking at the door, as if someone were 
there who would not be kept waiting, and a young 
voice sighed: “A lover beats upon the door of light.” 

“Someone has lost his way in the dark,” I thought, “or 
will the barren tree of my desire bear fruit?” 1 hastened 
to open the door myself and, on the threshold, I saw 
the so desirable Saidah in a most unusual plight. She was 
dressed in a short robe of green silk and over her head was 
thrown a light stuff of gold, which had not saved her 
from the rain and the water tumbling from the terraces. 
She must have waded through mud all along the road, 
for her legs were mired with it. Seeing her so, I ex- 
claimed: “Dear mistress, why have you run such risks 
on such a night?” She answered in that dream voice cf 
hers: “How could I not listen to your messenger? He 
told me that your desire was great, and I came.” 

Although I could not remember giving any order for 
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a message to be carried, and although I knew that my 
slave could not have gone to the palace while he was 
standing by me, I did not wish to show my love the 
strange misgiving of my heart; so 1 said: “Praise be to 
Allah that He has reunited us, turning the bitterness of 
desire to honey! Your coming scents the house and 
calms the heart of its master. My spirit so yearned towards 
you to-night that I would have gone to you myself if you 
had not come.* 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTIETH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

I ORDERED MY SLAVE to bring hot water and essences. 
When they came, I washed the girl's feet and poured 
over them a flask of essence of roses. Then I dressed her 
in a fair green robe and made her sit by me in front of 
the fruits and drinks. When she had drunk many times, 
I wished to please her by singing a new song which I had 
composed; though ordinarily I do not sing until I have 
been many times supplicated; but she told me that her 
soul had no desire to hear me. “Then, dear mistress,” I 
said, “be so good as to sing something yourself.” “Nor 
that either,” she answered, “my spirit has no wish for 
it.” Then said I: “There can be no joy without singing, 
eye of my heart.” “You are right,” she replied, “but this 
evening, I know not why, I only wish to hear some man 
of the people sing, some beggar from the road. Will you 
not go to the door ^nd see if such an one is passing?” 
Not wishing to disoblige her and being certain that on 
such a night there would be no passengers in the street, 
I opened the door and thrust my head outside. At once, 
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to my great surprise, I saw, leaning on his stick against 
the opposite wall, an old beggar, who grumbled to him- 
self and said: “What a noise this storm is makingl The 
wind carries my voice away, so that folk cannot hear 
me. Pity the poor blind man; for if he sings, no one 
can hear him, and if he does not sing, he will die of 
hungerl” With that the old blind man began to tap 
with his stick on the ground and against the wall, as if 
searching for his way. 

Astonished and delighted by this happy accident, I 
cried out: “O uncle, do you know how to sing?” “I am 
supposed to know how to sing,” he answered. “In that 
case, O sheikh,” I replied, “will you pass the rest of the 
night with us and rejoice us with your company?” “If you 
wish it,” he said, “take me by the hand for I am blind 
of both eyes.” I took him by the hand and led him into 
the house; then I fastened the door again and whispered 
to my love: “Here is a singer who is blind. He can amuse 
us and yet not see what we are doing, Tliere is no need 
for you to stand on ceremony or veil your face.” 

I made the old man sit before us and invited him to 
eat. This he did with great delicacy, using the tips of 
his fingers. When he was satisfied and had washed his 
hands, I gave him drink and he drank three full cups. 
Then he asked the name of his host and I answered: “I 
am Ishak, son of Ibrahim, of Mosul,” My name did not 
seem very much to astonish him; he contented himself 
with answering: “I have heard tell of you; I am glad to 
visit your house,” “I am delighted to receive you,” I 
answered. “I have heard that you have a beautiful voice,” 
he said. ‘Let me hear it, please; for a host should give 
an example to his guest.” At this I began to enjoy myself. 

I picked up my lute and, playing upon it, sang with all 
my master’s skill. I took great pains with the finale, but. 
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when the last notes had died away, the old beggar only 
smiled with a touch of irony and said; “O Ishak, you are 
not far from being an accomplished singer and tolerable 
musician.” When I heard this praise, which was rather 
blame, I grew discouraged and very small in my own 
eyes; so I threw the lute aside. I made no answer to what 
the old man said, however, as I did not wish to fall 
short in hospitality. “Will no one play or sing?” asked 
the beggar in a few minutes. “Is there no one else here?” 
“There is a young slave-girl,” I answered. “Tell her to 
sing that I may hear,” he said; but lobjected: “Why should 
she sing when you have already had enough?” “Let her 
sing all the same,” said he. My dear love took the lute 
unwillingly and, after a judicious prelude, sang of her 
best. The old beggar suddenly interrupted her, saying: 
“You have still much to learn.” My girl threw the lute 
furiously from her and would have risen, had I not fallen 
at her knees and begged her to remain. To the old blind 
man, I said: “As Allah lives, dear guest, we have done 
our best and no man can do more. Now it is yotir turn 
to show your skill.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-FIRST NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

He SMILED FROM ear to ear and answered: “Bring me a 
lute upon which no hand has ever played.” I opened a 
chest and took out a new lute, placing it in his hands. 
He eagerly seized the sharpened goose feather and 
lightly touched the cords into a harmony. With the 
first notes I recognised that the blind beggar was 
infinitely the finest musician of our time; but my emotion 
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and admiration were greater still when I heard him play 
a small piece in a mode which was altogether unknown 
to me. And I am not considered a beginner in the art. 
In a voice of which 1 have never yet heard the equal, h« 
sang: 

She came by the dark roadway of the night. 

She knocked, and with her knocked the tempest's spite. 

She cried against the wind about my latch: 

M lover beats upon the door of light.” 

When we heard this song, my love and I looked at 
each other in a stupefied surmise; then she became red 
with anger and whispered, so that I alone might hear: 
“Are you not ashamed to have told the old man all about 
my visit in those few moments when you were at the 
door with him? O Ishak, I did not think that your mouth 
was so slack that it could not keep a secret for one hour! 
Such men as you are detestable.” I swore a thousand 
oaths to her that I had been in no way indiscreet. “By 
the tomb of my father Ibrahim, I told the old man 
nothing,” I said, and she believed me. Being quite 
assured that the beggar could not see her, she let me 
embrace her at my ease; sometimes I kissed her cheeks, 
sometimes her lips, sometimes 1 tickled and sometimes 
pinched her breasts; sometimes I nibbled her in the 
most sensitive quarters, so that she laughed and laughed. 
At length I turned to the old man, saying: “Will you sing 
us something else, my master?” “Why not?” he answered 
and, taking up the lute again, sang this: 

My hands, sure-fngered wandering her dress. 

Get drunk upon her wine of nakedness; 

So, while the fuddled fellows fall and sleep, 

/ bite the white cups for their wantonness. 
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When 1 heard this, I did not doubt that the old man 
was fooling us; so I begged my lover to cover her face. 
Suddenly the beggar said: “I wish to go and piss. Where 
is the place?” I rose and left the room for a moment to 
fetch a candle with which to light him; but when I 
returned there was no one in the chamber: the blind 
man and the girl had disappeared, I hunted the whole 
house through, but did not find them; yet the doors 
were firmly locked on the inside, so that they must 
have gone out through the ceiling or by the earth. I 
have ever since been persuaded that it was Iblls* himself 
who pandered for me on that night, and that the girl 
was unsubstantial, an illusion. 

When Shahrazad had finished this tale, she fell 
silent, and King Shahryar, who had been much impressed 
by it, cried out: “Allah confound the Evil One!” Shahra- 
zad saw that his brows were contracted, so, wishing to 
calm him, she told the following story: 

THE FALLAH OF EGYPT AND HIS WHITE 
. CHILDREN 

The amIr Muhammad, governor of Cairo, tells this 
tale in his book of chronicles: 

During my journey in High Egypt I lodged one night 
in the house of a fallah, who was headman of his district. 
He was old and very brown, with a greying beard; but 
I noticed that his little children were very white with 
rosy cheeks, light hair, and blue eyes. When our host 
came to talk with us, after serving us with good cheer, 
I said to him: “How is it that you, who are so dark, have 
fair children, with rose and white skins, with light hair 
and eyes?” The fallah drew one of his brats towards 
him and began to caress the boy’s hair as he answered; 
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“Their mother was a Frank; I bought her as a prisoner 
of war in the time of Salah al-DIn the Victorious, after 
the battle of Hittin, which freed us for ever from the 
Christian invaders who would have usurped the royalty 
of Jerusalem. That was long, long ago, in the days of 
my youth.” “I pray you tell us the story, O sheikh,” I 
said; and he replied: “Certainly, I will do so; for the 
tale of my adventure with the Christian maid is very 
strange.” This is what he told us: 

You must know that I am a cultivator of flax; my 
father and my grandfather sowed flax before me; also, 
by birth and stock, I am a fallah of this land. One year 
I was lucky enough to have a harvest of flax in such 
perfect condition that it was worth at least five hundred 
dinars. When 1 offered it in the market and could not 
find my profit, the buyers said to me: “Take your flax to 
Acre in Syria, for you can sell it there to very great 
advantage.” Acting on their advice, I took all my year's 
yield to the city of Acre, which at that time was occupied 
by the Franks, and began. at once to do good business. 
I relinquished half of my flax to the brokers ®n a six 
months' credit, and began to sell the rest retail with 
immense profit. 

One day, as I was selling my flax, a young Christian 
girl came to buy from me with face uncovered and 
unveiled head, as is the manner of the Franks. White and 
beautiful she stood before me, and I could admire her 
fresh fairness at my ease. The more I looked at her face, 
the deeper love entered into me; so that I took a long 
time over serving her and, when I had made up her 
package, let her have it very cheap. As she departed 1 
followed her with longing looks. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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Hi 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY -SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

A FEW DAYS later she came again to buy and this time 
I sold even more cheaply, thougli she did not bargain 
at all; on this occasion she doubtless perceived that I 
was in love with her, for, when she came a third time, 
she was accompanied by an old woman, who stood close 
by during the sale and was with her on every subsequent 
visit. 

When my heart was quite overthrown by love, I 
took the old woman aside, saying: “Do you think a 
present to you would possibly procure me enjoyment of 
that girl?” “I could procure you a meeting and enjoy- 
ment,” she answered, “but only on condition that the 
thing remained a secret between us three and that you 
were willing to part with a little money.” “O helpful 
aunt,” I exclaimed, “if my soul and my life were the 
price I would give them. Money is a little matter.” I 
then agreed with her for a brokerage of fifty dinars and, 
having paid her, sent her off to sound the feelings of her 
charge. Soon she returned with a favourable answer, 
and added: “Good master, this girl has no place for 
meetings, for she is a virgin and knows nothing of such 
things. You must receive her at your house; she will 
come in the evening and depart in the morning.” This 
condition I accepted with fervour and hastened to my 
house where, after having made due preparation of meat, 
drink, and pastry, I waited as patiently as I could. 

Soon the girl arrived, and I led her on to the terrace, 
for it was summer. We sat side by side and ate and 
drank together. Now, the house which I occupied 

III L 
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looked over the sea; and the terrace was fair under the 
moonlight and the night was full of stars which showed 
their reflections in the water. As I looked at these 
things my spirit changed within me and I thought; 
“Are you not ashamed before Allah, under such a sky 
and facing such a sea, in a strange land, to rebel against 
His word and fornicate with a Christian?” I was already 
lying by the girl’s side and she was leaning against me 
lovingly; but after this revulsion I called upon God to 
witness that I abstained in all chastity from this daughter 
of the Franks and, without even having set hand upon 
her, I turned my back and slept under the benign 
clarity of the sky. 

In the morning the young Frank rose and departed, 
grieved and silently; while I re-entered my shop and 
began my selling. Towards noon the girl passed in 
front of the door, looking very angry, and I suddenly 
desired her again even to death, for she was a moon of 
all moons. In my own soul I cried: “What made you 
refrain yoiu* desire from this woman? You are a lusty 
fallah of High Egypt, not an ascetic or a sufi or a eunuch 
or a Persian weakling.” Then I ran after the old woman 
and, taking her apart, said to her: “I would like another 
meeting.” “By Christ,” she answered, “this time it 
cannot be managed under a hundred dinars.” At once I 
gave her the hundred dinars; and that night the young 
Frank came to me again. But under the beauty of the 
naked sky I felt the same unwelcome scruples and, 
abstaining from the woman in all chastity, drew no 
more advantage from this interview than from the 
first. When she saw that this was to be her treatment 
again, she rose in great anger from my side and went 
away. 

And yet, next morning when she passed my shop, 
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I felt the same desires; my heart beat thickly for love of 
her and I sought out the old woman. She looked at me 
angrily and said: “Tell me, in Christ’s name, O Mussul- 
man, is it thus that virgins are treated in your religion? 
You will never be able to come near her again, that is, 
unless you are willing to furnish five hundred dinars.” 
ITien the old dame departed. 

Trembling with inward flame, I determined to gather 
in the full value of all my flax and to sacrifice five hundred 
dinars to save my life. I made all my money into a bundle 
and was about to carry it to the old woman when 
suddenly . . . 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-riFTY-THlRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

... I HEARD A HERALD Crying in the streets: “Ho, all 
you Mussulmans who tarry upon business in our city, 
learn that our truce with you is ended. You are given 
a week to put your affairs in order and return to your 
own country 1” 

I hastened to sell what flax remained to me, called 
in my money on that which I had loaned to the brokers, 
bought merchandise suitable for selling in my own 
country, and left the city of Acre with a heavy heart. 
A thousand painful regrets for the Christian girl rode 
with me upon my way. 

1 journeyed to Damascus in Syria, where 1 sold my 
goods at unusually great profit, owing to the interruption 
of trade caused by the renewal of war. By Allah s grace 
everything prospered between my hands, so that I was 
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able to do a rich wholesale business in Christian prisoners 
of war. In this way three years passed and, little by little, 
the bitterness of niy sudden separation from the young 
Frank was sweetened in my heart. 

We continued to gain great victories over the Franks, 
both about Jerusalem and in Syria. After many glorious 
battles, the Sultan Salah al-Din, with Allah’s aid, com- 
pletely routed the infidels, led their kings and captains 
captive into Damascus, and took all their cities on the 
coast. Glory to Allah! 

One day I had occasion to visit the tents of the Sultan’s 
camp in order to show him a very beautiful slave whom I 
intended to sell. I presented the girl to Salah al-DIn and, 
as she pleased him, let him have her for a hvmdred dinars. 
But the Sultan (may Allah have him in His mercy!) had 
only ninety dinars with him, for he was using all the 
money of his treasure for the war. Therefore he turned 
to one of his guards, saying; “Take this merchant into the 
tent where we have collected the girl prisoners of our 
last engagement and let him choose one of them for the 
ten dinars which I owe him.” Such was the justice of 
Sultan Salah al-Din. 

The guard led me into the tent of the captive Franks, 
and, as 1 was passing among the girls, I recognised the first 
who caught my eye as the sweet damsel I had loved at 
Acre. Since then she had become the wife of a Christian 
captain in high command. As soon as I saw her, I put my 
arm about her in sign of possession, saying: “This is the 
one I wish.” Then I led her away. 

When we came under my tent, I said: “Damsel, do you 
recognise me?” She answered that she did not, and I con- 
tinued: “I am the friend whom you twice visited in his 
house at Acre, thanks to my gifts to the old woman, first 
of fifty, and then of a hundred dinars. I abstained from you , 
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in all chastity, and allowed you to depart unhurt and very 
angry. I was ready to pay five hundred dinars for a third 
meeting, and now the Sultan lets me have you for tenl” 
She lowered her head for a moment and then, lifting it 
suddenly, exclaimed: “That which passed in Acre was a 
mystery of the Faith of Islam. I raise my fingers and beai 
witness that there is no God but Allah and that Muham- 
mad is the Prophet of Allah!” Thus she pronounced her 
act of belief and in that moment was ennobled in the 
Faith. 

“As Allah lives,” I said to myself, “I will not penetrate 
her this time, either, until I have freed her and married 
her according to the law.” I went immediately to the 
kadi and, when I had told him of the affair, brought him 
back to my tent to write our marriage contract. 

Tlien I went into her and she conceived by me, and we 
dwelt in Damascus. 

After we had been together for a few months, an am- 
bassador came from the King of the Franks to Sultan 
Salah al-DIn in Damascus, to see to an exchange of 
prisoners, according to the terms of treaty between the 
Kings. All the captives, both men and women, were 
scrupulously returned to the Franks in exchange for our 
own; blit when the ambassador consulted his list, he 
perceived that there was one woman missing, the wife 
of a captain in high command. The Sultan sent his guards 
to find her and, in the end, they reported that she was at 
my house. The guards were sent back to fetch her, and I 
changed colour when they came. I went weeping to my 
wife and told her what had happened, but she rose, 
saying; “Lead me to the Sultan, for I know what to say to 
him.” I conducted her, veiled, into Salah al-Din s pre- 
sence and there I saw the ambassador of the Franks sitting 
upon his right hand. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

I KISSED THE EARTH between the Sultan’s hands, cry- 
ing: “Here is the woman.” He turned to my wife and 
asked: “What have you to say? Do you wish to return to 
your own land with the ambassador or stay with your 
husband?” “I stay with my husband,” she answered. “I am 
of his faith and with child by him, the peace of my soul is 
is not among the Christians.” “You have heard?” said 
Salah al-Din to the ambassador. “But, if you wish, you may 
speak to her yourself.” The Frank remonstrated with and 
admonished my wife, and ended by asking her the same 
question as the Sultan had asked: “Will you stay with your 
present husband, who is a Mussulman, or return to your 
former husband, who is a Christian?” “I will never leave 
my Egyptian,” she said, “for my peace is in Islam.” Then 
the ambassador stamped his foot in rage, and cried : 
“Take away that woman!” So I took her by the hand and 
was about to depart with her, when the ambassador 
called me back and said: “An old Christian woman in 
Acre, your wife’s mother, gave me this package for her 
daughter. She charged me to say that she hopes to see her 
again in excellent health.” I took the packet from his 
hands and returned with my wife to the bouse. There we 
opened the cloth covering and found in it, not only the 
clothes which my wife had worn in Acre, but also the 
fifty dinars and tbe hundred dinars, knotted in the same 
handkerchief and with the same knot as when they had 
left my hands. Then at last I understood the blessing of 
my chastity and gave thanks to Allah. 
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Soon afterwards I brought my wife to Egypt. She it 
vN as, dear guests, who bore me these white children. May 
Allah bless themi Since then we have lived happily to- 
gether, eating our bread as we have baked it. Such is my 
tale. But Allih is All-wise. 

When Shahrazad had finished this tale, she fell silent, 
and King Shahryar exclaimed: “That fallah was a happy 
man, O Shahrazad.” Then said Shahrazad: “Yet, O King, 
he was not more happy than was Khalifah the fisherman 
with the sea apes and the Khalifah.” “What is that tale of 
Khalifah the fisherman?” asked Shahryar; and Shahrazad 
answered: “I will tell it you at once.” 

THE TALE OF KHALIFAH THE FISHERMAN 
And Shahrazad said: 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there was once, 
in the antiquity oflime and the passage of the age and of 
the moment, a fisherman in the city of Baghdad, whose 
name was Khalifah. He was so unfortunate and so poor 
that he had never been able to collect the few copper 
pieces necessary for marriage; thus he remained a bache- 
lor, though the poorest of his neighbours had wives and 
children. 

One day he took his net upon his back and went down 
to the water early in the morning, before the other fisher- 
men. He cast ten times without catching anything at all, 
so he grew angry and sorrowful, and sat down upon the 
river bank to nurse his despair. Soon he subdued his re- 
bellious thoughts and said: ‘May Allah pardon my revolt! 
There is no help save in Himl He gives food to His 
creatures: that which He gives, no one cap take away; 
that which He refuses, no one can provide. Let us take 
the good days with the bad as they come, and prepare 
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a patient heart against misfortune. Ill-luck is like an 
abscess which will not burst and depart except under 
unhurrying care.” 

When he had comforted his soul with these words, 
Khalifah rose up boldly and pulled back his sleeves. Gird- 
ing up his robe into his belt, he cast his net into the water 
as far as his arm might go. After waiting for a minute he 
took hold of the cord and pulled with might; but the net 
was so heavy that he had to use all his skill to bring it in 
without accident. When he had gently hauled it ashore, 
he opened it, with beating heart, and found in it a large 
one-eyed and lame ape. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

. HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“There is no power or might save in Allah!” cried the 
wretched Khalifah. “We belong to Him and we return 
to Him; yet there is a fatality about this day which I do 
not understand. I cannot guess what will happen to me 
before the end of it. But all was written by Allah!” So 
saying, he tied the ape to a tree with a piece of cord and, 
brandishing a whip which he had with him, would have 
soundly beaten the animal in order to work off his ill- 
humour, had not the beast, with Allah's help, moved its 
tongue and thus eloquently spoken: “Stay your hand and 
do not beat me, O Khalifah. Leave me tied to the tree 
and cast your net once more, trusting in Allah. He will 
give you your bread to-day.*' 

Hearing these words from a lame and one-eyed ape, 
Khalifah lowered his hand and cast his net into the water, 
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letting the cord of it float loose. When he would have 
drawn it in, he found it heavier than before; but, by 
tugging gently, he succeeded at last in bringing it to land, 
only to find in it a second ape. This animal was neither 
blind nor lame, but instead exceedingly beautiful: it had 
eyes lengthened with kohl, henna-tinted nails, white 
pleasantly-separated teeth, and a rosy bottom, quite un- 
like the raw backsides of other apes. It wore a red and blue 
coat, most agreeable to the sight, and had gold bracelets 
on its wrists, gold anklets about its ankles, and gold ear- 
rings in its ears. It laughed and winked and clicked its 
tongue when it saw the fisherman. 

“To-day is a day of apesl” cried Khalifah. “Praise be to 
Allah who has changed all the fishes of the river into 
monkeys! So this is your beginning, 0 day of pitch! You 
are like a book whose contents are known from the first 
page. This would not have happened if I had ignored the 
advice of the first ape.” So saying, he ran towards the tree 
and, cracking his whip three times in the air, cried to his 
first captive; “Look, 0 face of calamity, upon the result of 
your counsels! Because I opened my day with a sight of 
your blind eye, I am fated to die of hunger and fatigue.” 
He brought the whip down sharply over the animal s 
back and' would have raised it a second time, but the 
beast said: “Instead of whipping me, O Khalifah, it would 
be better for you to go and talk to my companion. This 
behaviour will advantage you nothing, therefore do as I 
say. It is for your own good.” Not knowing what to make 
of this, the fisherman left the one-eyed ape and returned 
to the second, who laughed heartily on beholding him. 
“What are you, pitchTace?” cried Khalifah, and the fair- 
eyed monkey answered: “Do you not know me, Khali- 
fah ?” “I do not know you, but if you will not answer you 
shall know my whip,” returned the fisherman. So the ape 
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made haste to say: “Such language is not suitable, Khali- 
fah; but if you will talk to me in a different strain and 
remember what I say, you may grow rich.” Khallfab 
threw the whip from him, crying: “I am ready to listen, 
O my lord the ape, O King of all the monkeys!” Then said 
the other: “I belong to the Jew money-changer, Abu 
Saada; he is fortunate and successful only through me. 
Mine is the first face he sees on waking and the last before 
sleeping at night. That is why he prospers.” Here Khallfah 
interrupted: “Is not the proverb true then in saying: 
‘Unlucky as an ape's face’?” Then he called over his 
shoulder to the beast by the tree: “Did you hear that? 
Seeing your face this morning only brought me weariness 
and disappointment: you are not like your brother." 
“Leave my brother in peace,” said the handsome ape. 
“First prove the truth of my words by fastening me to the 
cord of your net and casting it into the water. You will 
see if I am a luck-bringer or no.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

KhalIfah did as the ape advised and, when he drew in 
his net, it contained a magnificent fish, as large as a 
sheep, with eyes like two dinars of gold and scales which 
had the appearance of diamonds. As proud as if he had 
become master of the whole earth, he showed his prize 
to the handsome ape. “You see?” cried the beast. “Now 
gather some fresh grass and put it at the bottom of yoiu" 
basket; lay the fish on it and cover it with more grass. 
Tlien leave us apes both tied to the tree and carry your 
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basket to Baghdad. If people ask you what you have got, 
do not answer; but go straight to the changers' market 
and find out the shop of Abu Saada the Jew, who is syndic 
of the changers. He will be seated on a diwan with a 
cushion at his back and two chests in front of him, one for 
gold and the other for silver. There will be boys and 
slaves, servants and assistants all about him. Set your 
basket down before him, and say: 'O Abu Saada, to-day I 
cast the net in your name and Allah sent me this fish.' 
When you have delicately removed the grass, he will ask 
you whether you have shown it to any beside himself. 
‘No, as Allah lives,' you must answer; for then he will 
take the fish and offer you a dinar for it. You must refuse. 
He will offer you two dinars ; but you must refuse 
them also. Each time he offers, you must refuse, even 
if he is willing to give the fish's weight in gold. He will 
ask what else you want, and you will answer: ‘By Allah, 
I will only sell the fish in exchange for a few words.' 
‘What few words are those?' he will ask, and you will 
reply: ‘Rise up and say: “Bear witness, O all who are 
present in this market, that I consent to exchange my 
ape for the ape of Khallfah the fisherman; that 1 barter my 
luck for his luck, and my fortune for his fortune.” That 
is the price of my fish; for I make nothing with gold; I do 
not know its smell, its taste or its uses.' Then, O KhalT 
fah, if the Jew consents to this bargain, 1 will become 
your property; every day I will wish you good morning 
and every evening 1 will wish you good night: this will 
bring you luck and you will earn a hundred dinars every 
day. On the other hand, Abu Saada the Jew will begin 
his mornings with a. sight of this lame and one-eyed 
brother and will close his evenings with the same. Allah 
will afflict him every day with exaction, toil or outrage, 
so that in a short time he will be ruined and reduced to 
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begging in the streets. Carefully remember what I have 
said, O Khallfah, and you shall prosper exceedingly.” 

“I gladly accept your advice, O King of all the apes,” 
answered the fisherman. “But what shall I do with this 
one-eyed misfortune? Shall I leave the accursed thing tied 
to the tree?” “Loose both of us, that we may return to the 
water,” answered the ape. “That will be best.” So Khall- 
fah untied the ugly and the pleasant ape together, and at 
once they skipped down the bank into the water and 
disappeared. 

The fisherman washed the fish and placed it in the 
basket with grass all round. Then he made olF towards 
the city, singing at the top of his voice. 

The people in the markets , being used to j est with him , 
asked what he carried; but he answered with neither 
word nor look. When he came to the changers' market, 
he followed the line of shops until he found a great one 
where he saw the Jew seated majestically upon a dlwan, 
with servants of every age and colour hurrying to do his 
work. He looked as if he thought himself the King of 
Khurasan; but Khallfah nevertheless ventured into his 
presence and stood before him. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 


THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The Jew raised his head, saying: “A kindly welcome 
to you, O Khallfah; tell me now what you wish. If any 
has sworn at you, hurt, or hustled you, I will willingly go 
with you to the wall to demand reparation.” But Khallfah 
answered: “By the life of your head, O chief and crown of 
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the Jews, no one has sworn at me, hurt me, or hustled me. 
This morning I went to the river and cast my net in your 
name and with your luck, and caught this fish.” With 
these words he opened the basket and, hfting the fish 
gently from its bed of grass, held it out with pride to the 
money-changer. The Jew found the fish admirable, and 
cried: “By the Pentateuch and the Ten Commandments I 
assure you, O fisherman, that I slept last night and the 
Virgin Mary appeared to me in a dream, saying: ‘O Abu 
Saada, to-morrow you shall have a present from me.' 
Doubtless this is the present . . . Now tell me, as you 
hope to be saved, whether you have offered this fish to 
any beside myself?” “As Allah lives, O chief and crown of 
the Jews,” answered the fisherman, “I swear, by the true 
life of Abu Bakr, that no one else has seen it.” The Jew 
turned to one of his young slaves, saying: “Carry this fish 
to my house and tell my daughter to clean it, to fry one 
half, to grill the other, and to keep all hot until I return.” 
Khallfah also said to the slave: “O boy, tell your mistress 
not to bum it. Show her the beautiful colour of the 
gills.” 

When the lad had carried off the fish, the Jew handed 
a dinar to Khallfah, saying: “Take this for yourself and 
spend it on your family.” I^alifah, who had instinctively 
taken the coin, saw it shining in his palm and, because he 
did not know its value, cried aloud; “Glory be to the 
Lord, Master of Treasures, King of RichesI” He had al- 
ready taken a few steps away from the dlwan when he 
remembered the ape's advice and, returning, cast the 
dinar down before the Jew. “Take your gold and give 
back the poor man's fish,” he said. “Do you think that 
you can mock at the destitute in this way?” The Jew 
thought that the fisherman was having a joke, so he held 
out three dinars with a laugh; but Khallfah said; “Enough 
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of this unpleasing jest, in Allah’s name! Do you really 
think that I would sell my fish for such a trifle?” 
The Jew then held out five dinars, exclaiming: “Take 
these for your fish and do not be greedy!” Khallfah took 
the five dinars in his hand and went away contented. He 
looked at the gold with marvelling eyes, and cried: 
“Glory be to Allah! There is more in my hand to-day than 
in all the palace of the Khallfah!” He had come to the 
limit of the market before he remembered the ape's 
words; at once he hastened back to the Jew and dis- 
dainfully threw the money at his feet. “What is the 
matter with you, Khallfah, and what do you want? Do 
you want me to change the gold into silver for you?” But 
the other answered: “I do not want your gold or your 
silver; 1 want you to give back the poor man's fish.” 

The Jew grew angry at this, and called out: “I give you 
five dinars for a fish that is not worth one, and you are not 
satisfied! Are you mad? Tell me what you want for the 
thing?” “I wish neither silver nor gold,” replied Khallfah, 
“I will sell it cheap in exchange for a few words.” When 
the Jew heard this mention of a few words, he thought 
that the fisherman meant the few words of the act of 
Islamic Faith and wished him to change his religion for the 
fish. His eyes rose to the top of his head in anger and 
indignation, his breathing stopped, and he cried, grind- 
ing his teeth: “O nail-paring of the Mussulmans, do you 
wish to part me from my faith for a single fish, to make me 
abjure the law which my fathers followed?” He yelled to 
his servants: “O evil day! Fall on this pitch-face and care- 
fully beat his flesh to ribbons! On no accoimt spare 
him!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-HFTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The servants fell upon KhalTfah with their sticks 
and beat him till he fell to the bottom of the stairs. “Let 
him get up now,” said the Jew; and at once the fisherman 
jumped to his feet as if he had felt nothing. “Now will you 
tell me the price to which you pretend for your fish?” 
asked Abu Saada. “I am ready to pay anything in reason, 
to be done with it; but, in making your demand, remem- 
ber the unpleasant treatment which you have already 
undergone.” “Have no fears for my skin, dear master,” 
answered Khallfah with a laugh, “in the matter of sticks 
I can stand more strokes than ten donkeys put together. 
I do not feel them.” The Jew also laughed, and said 
kindly: “Come now, tell me what you want; and I swear, 
by the truth of my faith, that I will give it to you.” “I have 
already told it you,” answered the fisherman. “I ask a few 
words in exchange for the fish. They have nothing to do 
with our act of Faith; for, as Allah lives, if you become a 
Mussulman, your conversion would be no advantage to 
Islam and.no loss to the Jews; and, if you remain fixed in 
your impious error, your infidelity will be no loss to the 
Mussulmans and no advantage to the Jews. The few 
words which I ask are quite different. I wish you to rise 
up and say: ‘Bear witness, O all you who are present in 
this market, that I consent to exchange my ape for the fish 
of Khallfah the fisherman; that I barter my luck for his 
luck, and my fortune for his fortune.’” 

“That is easy,” said the Jew, and immediately got to his 
feet and proclaimed the required words. Then he asked 
the fisherman if there were anything more that he could 
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do and, when the other answered that there was not, 
bade him be gone in peace. Khalifah therefore took up 
his empty basket and his net, and returned to the river 
bed. 

Trusting in the promise of die fair-eyed ape, he cast 
his net and drew it ashore with difficulty, filled with an 
abundance of every kind of fish. Immediately there passed 
a woman balancing a dish upon her head, who bought a 
fish for a dinar; then a slave came along who bought a 
second fish for a dinar; by the end of the day he had sold 
his catch for a hundred dinars. He triumphantly returned 
with his gold to the miserable lodging which he rented 
near the fish market and at once, as night was falling, fell 
into a great anxiety about his riches. Before lying down 
on his mat to sleep, he said to himself: “O Khalifah, all in 
this quarter know that you are a poor man, an unhappy 
penniless fisherman; but now you have a hundred golden 
dinars, as they are called. Folk will get to know of this; 
the Khalifah, Harun al-Rashid, will get to know of this, 
and one day, when he is short of money, will send by 
guards to say to me: T need some money and I hear that 
you have a hundred dinars. I am going to borrow them.’ 
1 will put on my most pitiful air and weep and answer: 
‘O Prince of Believers, I am a poor man, a nothing: how 
could I have such a fabulous sum? Whoever told you is a 
terrible liar; I have never had so much money.’ Then, to 
extract my money and to learn its hiding place, he will 
hand me over to Ahmad- the-Moth, his chief of police, 
who will strip me naked and beat me until I give up my 
hundred dinars . . . The best way to prevent this loss 
is not to say anything; and the best way to be able to say 
nothing is to accustom my flesh to whipping, though, 
Allah be praised, it is already passably hard. Now I must 
make it quite hard, or my native sensibility will weaken 
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me under the blows and make me speak in spite of my 
soul.” 

As soon as he had thought things out in this way, 
Khallfah began to put into execution a plan which his 
mind (being no wiser than the mind of a hashish-eater) 
suggested to him. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

\HE said: 

He stripped himself naked and hung a leather 
cushion, which he had, to a nail in the wall; then, taking 
up a whip with a hundred-and-eighty lashes, he began to 
beat, with alternate strokes, his own leathery back and 
the leather of the cushion. At the same time he uttered 
loud cries, as if he were already in the presence of the 
chief of police. “Ayl Alas, alasl” he cried. “Ay! a terrible 
lie! Alas, alas! Ay! Wicked words! Oh, oh! How sen- 
sitive a skin! The liars! I am a poor man! Allah, Allah! A 
poor fisherman! I have no money! Ay, ay! None of the 
vain riches of this world! Yes, I have! No, I have not! 
Yes, I have! No, I have not!” And he continued his dis- 
cipline in this way, at first dividing his strokes equally 
with the cushion, but later forgetting his own turn and 
giving the cushion two for one and then three and then 
four and then five for one. 

The neighbours heard his cries and lashes sounding 
through the night and they became anxious. “What has 
happened to the poor lad that he cries in this way?” they 
asked. •‘What are these blows showering upon him? 
Do you think that robbers have broken in and are beating 
him to death?” Then, as the yells and blows became more 
in M 
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sonorous and frequent, they left their houses and ran to 
Khalifah’s lodging. Finding the door shut, thej) said: 
“The robbers must have got in by the other side, by the 
terrace.” So they climbed on to the neighbouring terrace 
and from there to the terrace of Khalifah’s house, and 
let themselves down by the upper opening. They found 
him alone and utterly naked, lashing about with his whip, 
leaping from side to side on his legs, and protesting his 
innocence in a continuous babble. 

“What is the matter, Khallfah?” asked the astonished 
intruders. “Your cries and blows have set all the quarter 
in an uproar and are keeping us awake. We were very 
frightened.” Instead of answering their questions, 
Khallfah called out: “What do you all want? Am I not 
master of my own flesh? Can I not have a little peace to 
teach it blows? How should I know what the future has 
in store for me? Depart, good folk, and try the same 
exercise yourselves; for you are no more immune from 
exaction and outrage than myself.” Then, without paying 
any attention to his visitors, the fisherman went on 
yelling under the blows, which fell heavily upon the 
cushion. 

Seeing him so, the neighbours laughed so heartily that 
they fell over on their backsides; then they went their 
way. 

Though in a little while Khallfah wearied of his pur- 
suit, he would not close his eyes all night for fear of 
robbers, Before setting out to fish on the morrow, he 
thought again of his hundred dinars, and said to himself: 
“If I leave them in my lodging they will surely be stolen; 
if I fasten them in my belt some robber will see the bulge 
and lie in wait for me and kill me for them. I must do 
something better than that.” He thereupon tore his cloak 
in two and made a bag with the pieces, afterwards putting 
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the gold in the bag and hanging it about his neck with a 
string. Then he took up his net, his basket, and his stick, 
and walked down to the river. Arrived at the bank, he 
cast his net into the water with the full strength of his 
arms; but the movement was so sudden and undis- 
ciplined that the bag of gold jumped from his neck and 
followed the net into the water, where it was dragged 
into the depths by the force of the current. 

Khallfah let go his net and, undressing in the twink- 
ling of an eye, dived after his bag; but he could not find 
it. He dived again and again, and, at last, a hundred times ; 
but the bag had disappeared and, when he walked up the 
bank to dress, his clothes had disappeared also. He beat 
his hands together, crying: “Ah, the vile thieves to steal 
my clothesl All this but proves the proverb: 'A camel- 
boy never achieves pilgrimage until he has buggered his 
camel.’” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Poor Khalifah wrapped himself in his net, for it 
was the best covering that remained to him and, taking 
up his basket and stick, began to stride along the river 
bank, dancing to right and left, to front and back, panting, 
reasonless and raging, like a rutting camel or a rebel 
Ifrit escaped from his brass prison. So much for Khalifah 
the fisherman. 

Now we must consider the case of the Khalifah, 
Harun al-Rashid; for he is deeply concerned in our talc. 
There was at that time in Baghdad a man named Ibn 
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al-Kimas, who was jeweller and man of affairs to the 
Khalifah. So important was he in the market that no sale 
took place in all Baghdad of rich fabrics, jewels, boys or 
girls, which did not pass through his hands at some point 
or another. One day this Ibn al-Kirnas was sitting in his 
shop when the chief broker led up to him a girl such as he 
had never before seen in that city: there was nothing 
stored in man’s memory to equal the elegance of her 
slim perfection. Not only was she fair beyond all women, 
but she knew every science and art which can be known; 
she was an adept in poetry, singing, and dancing, and 
could play upon every harmonious instrument. Al-Kir- 
nas bought her, without a moment’s hesitation, for five 
thousands dinars and, when he had spent another 
thousand upon dressing her, took her into the presence 
of the Khalifah. She passed the night with al-Rashid, so 
that he might be able to prove her talents for himself, 
and he found her expert in all things. Her name was 
Heart ’s-Life and she was brown and fresh of skin. 

The Prince of Believers was enchanted with his new 
slave and, on the morrow, sent ten thousand dinars to 
al-Kimas. He loved the girl with so violent a passion and 
his heart lay so completely beneath her feet that he 
neglected for her the Lady Zubaidah, his cousin, and 
cast aside all his favourites. He remained with her a 
whole month, only leaving her chamber for the Friday 
prayer and hastening back as soon as that was over. Thus 
it happened that the lords of the kingdom thought his 
infatuation too grave to be allowed to continue and 
carried their complaints to Jafar al-Barmaki, the grand- 
wazir. Jafar promised to cure the Khalifah and, for this 
purpose, waited on him upon the following Friday. He 
entered the mosque and spoke for a long while with 
the King concerning the passion of love and all its 
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consequences. “As Allah lives, O Jafar,” answered the 
Khalifah, “I count for nothing in this matter. The fault is 
with my heart; for it stumbled into the nets of love and I 
cannot release it.” “Prince of Believers,” continued Jafar, 
“the girl Heart ’s-Life is now in your power, submissive 
to your orders, a slave among your slaves; and you 
should know that what the hand possesses the soul does 
not covet. I wish to show you a way of keeping your heart 
unwearied of this favourite: leave her from time to time, 
go hunting or fishing, there are other nets besides those 
of love. These occupations would be better for you at 
present than an attention to the affairs of your kingdom; 
for those would weary you too much.” “That is an ex- 
cellent idea, Jafar,” said the Khalifah. “Let us go upon 
some excursion without delay.’ As soon as the prayers 
were over, each mounted his mule outside the mosque 
and led his escort through the gate of the city, in order 
to ride over the fields. 

They rode hither and thither in the heat of the day and 
soon left their escorts behind in the distraction of their 
conversation. It was not long before al-RashId felt the 
pangs of thirst and, looking round to see if there were 
any dwelling near, saw some object moving far off upon a 
hillock. “Can you see what that is, Jafar? he asked, and 
the wazir replied: “O Commander of the Faithful, I can 
see some vague thing on that knoll. Doubtless it is a 
gardener or planter of cucumbers. As there is certain 
to be water in his neighbourhood, I will ride to fetch 
you some.” “My mule is faster than yours,” answered al- 
Rashld. “Wait here for our escorts, while I ride forward 
myself. I will return as soon as I have drunken.” So saying, 
the Khalifah galloped off on his mule more swiftly than 
the wind of a tempest or water falling from a rock, and, 
in tlie twinkling of an eye, had reached the hillock. 
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There he saw a naked man wound with fishing nets and 
covered with sweat and dust, having red, staring eyes, 
and a horrible expression. This was Khallfah the fisher- 
man and he looked like one of those evil Jinn who wander 
in desert places. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-HRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Harun wished THIS strange figure peace and Khallfah 
answered with a curse and a flaming look. “Have you a 
drink of water to give me?” asked the Khallfah, and 
Khallfah answered: “Are you blind or mad? Do you not 
see that water flows behind this hill?” Harun walked 
round the knoll and descended to the Tigris where he 
drank, flat on his belly, and then watered his mule. 
Returning to Khallfah, he said: “What are you doing here, 
O man, and what is your profession?” “That question is 
more foolish than the one about the water,” answered 
Khallfah. “Do you not see the instrument of my trade 
about my shoulders?” “Without doubt you are a fisher- 
man,” said the Khallfah, glancing at the net about his 
shoulders. “But what have you done with your cloak, 
your shirt, and your kilt?” At these words, Khallfah, who 
had lost exactly these things, did not doubt that the thief 
stood before him; therefore he leapt like a beam of light 
from the top of the hillock and seized the mule by the 
bridle, saying: “Give me back my clothes and stop this 
unseemly joke.” “As Allah lives,” answered Harun, “I 
have not seen your clothes and do not understand what 
you are saying.” Now, as all the world knows, al-Rashid 
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had fat swollen cheeks and a very small mouth; so, when 
Khalifah looked at him more closely, he supposed him 
to be a clarinet player, and cried: “Will you give me back 
my clothes, you clarinet player, or would you rather 
dance to my stick and piss your drawers?” 

“As Allah lives, I could not bear the half of a stroke 
from such a stick,” murmured the Khalifah, as he looked 
at the enormous cudgel which the fisherman lifted above 
his head. Rather than risk a trial, he took off his beautiful 
satin robe and offered it to Khalifah, saying: “O man, 
take this robe in place of those things which you have 
lost.” Khalifah turned the robe about in every direction, 
and said: “O clarinet player, my clothes were worth ten 
times as much as this ugly ornamented garment.” “That 
may be so,” answered al-Rashid, “but put it on for the 
time being, until I can find your own for you.” Khalifah 
put on the robe and found it too long; therefore he took 
the knife fastened to the handle of his fish basket and cut 
off the lower third, which he rolled into a turban. The 
garment now reached only to his knees, but he preferred 
it so. 

Khalifah turned to the Khalifah, saying: “Allah upon 
you, O clarinet player, tell me how much your playing 
brings you in every month?” Not daring to vex his 
questioner, al-RashId replied: “My playing on the clarinet 
brings me in about ten dinars a month.” Then said Khali- 
fah in a tone of profound commiseration: “As Allah lives, 
I grieve for you, poor man. I can earn ten dinars in a 
single hour, just by casting out my net and pulling it in 
again; for I have an ape in the water who looks after my 
interests^and drives the fish into my meshes. Would you 
like to enter my service, chubby cheeks? I will teach you 
the trade of a fisherman and give you five dinars a day 
as my assistant. Later, if you progress, I will take you 
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into partnership. Also you will benefit by the protection 
of my stick in case your old master in the clarinet line 
makes any objection. I will smash him with a single 
blow.” “I accept your offer,” answered al-RashId, and 
Khalifah continued: “Get down from your mule and 
fasten him, so that he can carry our fish to the market 
when they are caught. Now come quickly and take your 
first lesson.” 

Sighing in his soul, the Khalifah cast despairing eyes 
about him and came down from the mule. He fastened 
the beast near by and kilted up such clothes as remained 
to him, tucking the tails of his shirt in below his belt. 
Then he took his stand by the fisherman, who said to 
him: “Hold this net by the ends, clarinet player, throw 
it over your arm in such a fashion, and cast it out above 
the water in such a fashion.” Al-Rashid plucked up all the 
courage in his heart and cast the net in the manner 
directed; in a few moments he tried to draw it back, but 
it was so heavy that Khalifah had to help him. As the two 
brought it slowly to land, Khalifah cried to his assistant: 
“O clarinet of my zabb, if I find the net torn or damaged 
by stones, I will bugger you. Also I will take your mule.” 
Happily for Harun, the net was intact and filled full with 
very beautiful fishes; otherwise the Khalifah would cer- 
tainly have had to entertain the fisherman’s zabb and 
Allah alone knows how he would have come out of such 
an ordeal. For that particular thing was not negligible 
with Khalifah. As there was no need to carry out his 
threat, the fisherman cried: “O clarinet, you are very 
ugly and your face is exactly like my bum; but, as Allah 
lives, if you pay attention to your new trade, you will 
become no ordinary fisherman.” 

At this po,int Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

. In THE MEANWHILE, mount your mule and ride 
to the market for two large baskets to hold the surplus 
of this prodigious catch. I will stay here and look after 
the fish. Do not bother about anything else, for I have 
the scales and weights with me, and all other necessities 
of the retail trade. When we reach the fish market, you 
will only have to hold the scales and take the money. Be 
careful not to loiter, or your buttocks and my stick shall 
cry, 'Well metl ’ ” “I hear and I obey,” answered the 
Khallfah and, unfastening his mule, made off at full 
gallop, laughing as if his heart would break. When Jafar 
saw him accoutred in so strange a fashion, he lifted his 
arms to the sky, crying: “O Commander of the Faithful, 
without doubt you have found some fair garden on the 
way and have lain down in it and rolled upon the grass.” 
The Khallfah laughed more heartily than ever and the 
other Barmakids of the escort, who were relations of Jafar, 
kissed the earth between the King’s hands, saying: “O 
Prince of Believers, may Allah drive away your care and 
establish your joy for evcrl Why have you been so long 
parted from us, when you left only for a mouthful of 
water?” 

Then said the Khallfah: “I chanced on a prodigious 
adventure, the most delightful of my life.” He told them 
of his meeting with Khallfah the fisherman and how he 
had given his embroidered satin robe to replace the 
stolen garments. “By Allah,” cried Jafar, “when I saw you 
depart alone, so richly clad, I had a presentiment that 
something like this would happen to you. But there is no 
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great harm done, for I can go at once and buy back the 
robe from the fisherman." The Khalifah laughed louder 
than ever, and answered: “You should have thought of 
that earlier, Jafar ; the good fellow has already cut away a 
third of it for a turban . . . But I tell you, Jafar, my one 
experience of fishing has been enough; I shall not try 
that form of exercise again. Also I could never hope to 
equal my first effort; I caught a miraculous abundance, 
and my master is looking after them and waits for me to 
return with certain baskets.” “O Prince of Believers, 
shall I beat up purchasers for you?” asked Jafar; and 
Harun cried: “By the pure virtue of my ancestors, I 
promise a dinar a fish to all who will run and buy them 
from my master, Khalifah." 

Then cried Jafar to the escort: “Run to the bank and try 
to obtain fish for the Prince of Believers.” At once all the 
men of the escort ran in the direction which Jafar indi- 
cated and surrounded Khalifah, as sparrow-hawks sur- 
round their prey. They seized on the fish piled before 
him, quarrelling over each, in spite of the stick with 
which Khalifah menaced them. In the end the poor 
fisherman was overcome by numbers, and cried out: 
“After all, these fish are not the fish of Paradise!* By a 
hearty use of his stick he was able to save the two best 
fishes from the pillage and, holding one in each hand, 
he jiunped into the water. This he did because he 
thought that his assailants were brigands or highway 
cutters. Wading in deep, he lifted his hands, with a fish 
in each, and cried: “O Allah, I pray by the virtue of these 
heavenly fish, that my assistant, the clarinet player, be 
not long in coming!” 

While he was praying, a negro of the escort, who had 
been made late by his horse stopping on the road to piss, 
reached the bank and found the fish all gone. When he 
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spied Khalifah holding up his fish in the water, he cried 
to him: “Come here, O fisherman!” But Khalifah an- 
swered: “Begone, you zabb -swallower!” These words so 
annoyed the negro that, lifting his lance, he aimed it at 
Khalifah, saying: “Either you will come here and sell 
those fish or I will send my lance through your thigh.” 
“Do not throw, you rascal,” answered Khalifah, “I would 
rather give you the fish than lose my life ” He waded out 
of the water and threw the fish down in front of the negro 
with a gesture of high disdain. After picking them up and 
wrapping them in a richly embroidered handkerchief, 
the man felt in his pocket for money. Finding it empty, he 
said to Khalifah: “You have no luck, O fisherman, for I 
have not a single dirham in my pocket. But if you will 
come to the palace to-morrow and ask for Sandal, the 
black eunuch, you will find a generous welcome and a 
price for your fish which will send you rejoicing upon 
your way.” Not daring to answer back, Khalifah cast at the 
eunuch one glance which said more than a thousand 
insults or a thousand threats of buggery or a thousand 
promises to mount his mother or his sister, and made off 
in the direction of Baghdad. As he went he beat his hands 
together and said in a bitter voice of irony: “Well, to-day, 
right from the beginning has been the most blessed in all 
my life. That is evident.” He went past the walls of the 
city and came to the entrance of the market. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Seeing Khaufah come carrying his net and stick and 
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basket as usual and yet gowned and turbaned with a robe 
worth fully a thousand dinars, the shopkeepers joined in a 
procession behind him to see if they could find out the 
meaning of this thing. As they were passing the shop of 
the Khallfah's tailor, the man recognised the robe which 
he had but lately sent home to the Commander of the 
Faithful. “How did you come by that robe, O Khallfah?” 
he cried out; but Khalifah eyed him askance and answered: 
“What is that to you, shit-face? ... Yet, if you must 
know, it was given to me by my apprentice, to whom I 
am teaching the trade. If be had not given it to me I 
would have cut his hand off for robbing me of all my 
clothes." 

The tailor understood from this answer that the 
Khalifah must have met the fisherman on his excursion 
and played some joke upon him. Therefore he allowed 
Khalifab to continue on his way in peace. The fisherman 
soon came to his own house, where we will find him 
again to-morrow. 

Now it is time to find out what was happening at the 
palace while the Khalifah was away. Well, well, I 
can assure you that some very serious things were 
happening. 

We know that the Khalifah had only left his palace to 
take a little air in the fields with Jafar and to forget his 
overpowering passion for Heart 's-Life. The madness 
which this slave inspired did not torture the Khalifah 
only; his cousin and queen, Zubaidah, had not been able 
to eat, drink, or sleep since the girl had entered the 
palace, because her soul was filled full to bursting with 
that jealousy which is common to women. She only 
waited for an occasion when the Khalifah should be ab- 
sent to avenge the continuous affront which she suffered 
every hour of the day in the eyes of her servants. So, when 



The Tale oj Kbalijah the Fisherman i8i 

she heard that her lord had gone out to ride, she prepared 
a sumptuous feast in her apartments, with drinks of 
every kind and porcelain plates filled with conserve and 
pastry. Then she sent, with great ceremony, to invite 
Heart’s-Life, causing the slaves to say to her: “Our mis- 
tress, Zubaidah, daughter of Kasim, wife of the Khalifah, 
invites you to a feast which she is giving in your honour. 
To-day she has taken medicine and, to obtain the best 
results from it, it is necessary for her heart to rejoice and 
her spirit to remain calm. Knowing of no better rest or 
greater joy than to see you and hear your wonderful 
singing, of which the Khalifah has spoken with such ad- 
miration, she bags that you will not refuse her.” Heart's- 
Lile made answer: “My hearing and obedience are all for 
Allah and for the Lady Zubaidah, my mistress.” She rose, 
not knowing what things the mysterious hands of Destiny 
held in store for her, and, taking her instruments of 
music, accompanied the chief-eunuch to Zubaidah 's 
apartments. 

When she came into the Queen's presence, she kissed 
the earth many times between her hands and then said 
in a voice of infinite sweetness: “Peace be upon the lifted 
curtain and sublime veil of this harim, on the descendant 
of the Prophet, on the heiress to the virtue of the 
Abbasids! May Allah draw out the joy of our mistress even 
as long as night succeeds to dayl” Having made this 
compliment, she modestly retired among the other 
women. 

Zubaidah, who lay stretched upon a vast diwan of 
velvet, lifted slow eyes to the favourite and looked at her 
fixedly. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 



i87 


The Thousand Nights and One Night 


BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-SlXTY-FOURTH NIGHT 
• HAD COME 

SHE said: 

ZuBAiDAH WAS TAKEN aback by the girl’s beauty; for 
the child had hair of night, cheeks like the red hearts of 
roses, pomegranates for breasts, shining eyes and languid 
lids, a bright brow and a face compact of moonlight. The 
sim rose in the morning from her forehead and the 
shadows crept at night out of her hair; without her 
breath there would have been no musk; lacking her, the 
flowers would never have known their perfume; the 
moon borrowed from her; branches would not have 
swayed in the wind without the example of her waist, 
nor could the stars have shone if they had not learnt their 
shining from her eyes; bows would never have been 
stretched in fight to perfect curves, save in imitation of 
her eyebrows; the coral of the sea had heard of her lips 
and blushed because of them. When she was angry, her 
lovers fell dead all along the earth; and when she re- 
covered her temper, their lives came back to them. Her 
young eye knew more than the oldest sorcerer, for it 
could magic the two worlds with a single spell. She was 
the miracle and hcnour of her time; she was a glory to 
Him Who fashioned her. 

When Zubaidah had detailed these perfections in her 
own mind, she said: “Easy and friendly welcome, 0 
Heart’s-Life. I pray you sit down and pass our time 
with the beauty of your art.” “I hear and I obey,'* 
answered the girl; she sat down and took in her hand 
a cunningly constructed tambourine. If you had been 
there you would have remembered these lines of the 
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The drum oJ my breast 
Answersyour reckless tambourine; 

Your fingers hurry over — which? 

Be naked, tambourine-player, 

Dance on my heart’s floor. 

After making this instrument prettily resound, she 
sang these verses to its accompaniment; 

The birds said to the bird within my breast, 

To the poor wounded song-bird there at test: 

“Oh, fly men. 

Callous horde,” 

But 1: “0 heart, do what you can for men 
And flit t your feathers like a fan for men. 

For hymen. 

Your reward.” 

She sang this song so wonderfully that the birds paused 
in their flight across the sky, and the palace danced with 
all its walls. Then she put aside the tambourine and, 
taking up a rosewood flute, bent her lips and fingers to it. 
If you had been there you would have remembered these 
lines of the poet: 

The rosewood flute is dead to-day. 

But when he feels your scarlet lips 
The singing soul of laughter slips 
Into his tube and he is gay. 

Blow in my heart, then, and behold 
My seven wounds are seven vents 
And 1 am young. At all events. 

The rosewood fote is dead and old. 
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When she had played an air upon the flute, she set it 
aside and, taking up a skilfully constructed lute, tuned 
the strings of it. She put it to her bosom, leaning over it 
with the tenderness of a mother nursing her child; and if 
you had seen her, you would have recalled the words of 
the poet: 

Player upon the Persian lute, your hands 
Calm and exalt and follow your commands. 

Even as a doctor, feeling with bis skill. 

Makes the hot life-blood hasten or be still. 

Player upon the Persian lute,yourfne 
And foreign fingers the sweet cords combine 
Until each hears his native song, and each 
Who does not know, yet understands your speech. 

She preluded in fourteen different modes and then 
sang a song w^hich ravished those who heard it into a 
paradise of delight. 

After this, she rose in her supple grace and danced be- 
fore Zubaidah; and, after her dance, she executed feats 
of skill and sleight-of-hand This she did with such art 
and with so light a touch that Zubaidah, in spite of her 
jealousy and desire for vengeance, well-nigh fell in love 
with her and declared her passion. Even as she checked 
this feeling, she said in her soul: “My cousin al-Rashid is 
hardly to blame!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE HVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

Zubaidah allowed her hatred to overcome her 
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admiration, and commanded the slaves to serve the least. 
Yet her sudden compassion did not altogether desert her 
and, instead of poisoning her rival as she had intended, 
she contented herself with having a very strong dose of 
soporific ban] mingled with the pastries which were 
given to Heart’s-Life. As soon as the favourite carried a 
morsel of one of these to her lips, she fell head over heels 
and dropped into the blackness of a swoon. Zubaidah 
feigned great grief at this and ordered the slaves to carry 
her victim into a secret chamber; then she spread 
news of the girl’s death, saying that she had been 
stifled by eating too fast, and caused a solemn funeral 
and mock burial to take place. Lastly she hastened the 
construction of a sumptuous tomb in the garden of the 
palace. 

When the Khalifah returned after his adventure with 
the fisherman, his first care was to ask news of his beloved 
from the eunuchs; but the eunuchs, whom Zubaidah had 
threatened with the gallows if they did not obey her, 
answered mournfully: “Alas, alas, my lord! May Allah 
prolong your days and add to your term the missing years 
of our mistress, Heart’s-Life. O Commander of the 
Faitltful, your absence wrought such despairing grief in 
her that she could not support the commotion of it, and 
suddenly deatfi took her. She is now in the peace of our 
God.” 

The Khalifah began to run through the palace like a 
madman, stopping his ears and crying aloud for his be- 
loved to all who met him. Those who were in his way 
threw themselves flat on their bellies or hid behind 
colonnades. He came swiftly to the garden where the 
false tomb stood and stretched out his arms over it; 
leaning his forehead to the marble and weeping bitterly , 

he cried: 


ui 
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They say the grave is cold. 

But I have put all warmth to sleep in you. 

They say the grave is old. 

But I have given youth to you to keep inyou. 

They say the grave is lack, 

But I have surjeited too soon inyou. 

They say the grave is black, 

But / see rosejiowers and a small white moon inyou. 

For an hour he sobbed out his grief upon the tomb and 
then shut himself in his own apartments, refusing the 
consolations of his wife and friends. 

As soon as she saw that her ruse had been successful, 
Zubaidah caused the drugged favourite to be placed in a 
chest, which had been used for garments, and ordered 
two of her confidential slaves to carry the box to the 
market and sell it to the first purchaser, on condition 
that the lid was not raised. So much for all of them. 

When Khallfah the fisherman woke next morning, 
his first thought was of the black eunuch who had not paid 
him for his two fish. “The best thing I can do,” he said to 
himself, “is to go to the palace and ask for that fellow 
Sandal, that son of a wide-nostrilled bitch. If he does not 
fulfil his promise, as Allah lives, I will bugger him.” With 
that he made his way to the palace. When he got there, 
he found the place upside down and, at the very door, he 
saw Sandal, the black eunuch, sitting in the middle of a 
respectful group of other black eunuchs, talking and 
gesticulating. As Khalifah advanced towards these people 
a young mamluk would have barred his passage, so he 
pushed him out of the way, crying: “Away, you son of a 
pimpl” Sandal turned his head at this cry and, recog- 
nising the fisherman, laughed and told him to draw near. 
Khalifah advanced, saying; “As Allah lives, I would have 
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recognised you among a thousand, my blond, my little 
tulip." The eunuch laughed with ail his lungs, and 
answered kindly: “Sit down for a little while, O Khali- 
fah, O master. I will pay you in a moment.” He had just 
put his hand in his pocket for the money when a cry 
announced the approach of Jafar, the grand-wazir, who 
had just left the Khallfah. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The EUNUCHS, slaves, and mamluks ranged them- 
selves in two lines ; and Sandal, receiving a sign from the 
wazir, left the fisherman and hurried up to Jafar. The 
two fell into a long conversation, walking up and down 
the hall. 

But Khallfah, seeing that the eunuch did not come 
back to him, thought that this was a trick to escape pay- 
ment, especially as the eunuch seemed to have forgotten 
him and took no notice of him at all. He therefore began 
to fidget arid sign to the eunuch to return; then, when the 
other paid no attention, he cried: “My lord Tulip, give 
me my due and let me go.” Sandal was throvm into great 
confusion by this address delivered in Jafar’s presence, 
and, instead of answering, began to talk with more and 
more animation, to distract the wazir ’s attention. He 
might have spared his pains, for Khallfah came near and 
cried in a terrible voice and with vast gestures : “Allah 
confound the faithless, you insolvent ruffianl Allah con- 
found the oppressors of the poorl” Then, changing his 
voice to one of irony, he continued: “I put myself under 
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your protection, O my lord Hollow-belly. I beg you to 
pay me what you owe and let me go my way.” This time 
Jafar heard, but did not understand. Therefore he turned 
to the confused eunuch, and asked: “What is the matter 
with that poor man? Who has been cheating him?” “My 
lord, do you not know the man?” said Sandal; but the 
wazir replied: “As Allah lives, how should I know him 
since I have never seen him before?” “But my lord,” went 
on the unhappy eunuch, “this is the very fisherman whose 
fish we brought to the Khallfah yesterday. I promised him 
money for his two last fish, and he has come to-day to be 
paid. I was about to satisfy him when I had to come to 
you. That is why the impatient lad talks in this way,” 

The wazir Jafar smiled sweetly, and said: “O chief of 
the eunuchs, do you speak thus disrespectfully of the 
master of the Amir's self? Poor Sandal, what will the 
Khallfah say when he learns that you have not honoured 
Khalifah the fisherman, his instructor and fellow? . . . 
Do not let him go, for his coming is most fortunate. 
The Khallfah mourns in despair for the death of his 
favourite and I have tried without success all ordinary 
ways of distracting him, but I think that we can cheer 
him up with the help of Khallfah. Keep him here while I 
go and sound the feelings of the Khallfah.” “Do as you 
judge propitious, my lord,” answered Sandal. “May 
Allah preserve you for ever as the stay, the pillar, the 
cornerstone of the empire and dynasty! May He shed 
the shadow of His protection upon you and upon it! 
May the branch, the trunk, and the root remain un- 
withered throughout the ages!” So saying, he hastened 
to join Khallfah, while Jafar departed to the apartments 
of al-Rashid. “So there you are, hollow-belly!” cried the 

fisherman and then, when he heard the eunuch order 
the mamluks to keep him, he yelled at the top of his voice; 
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“Keep him? Keep him? There is not much chance of my 
going before I am paid. I come here for my just due, O 
tulip of my zabb, and then they imprison me because I 
am behind with my taxes!” So much for him. 

Jafar went gently in and found the Khallfah bent 
double, his head between his hands and his breast shaken 
by sobs. He heard him saying softly: 

Child, who went gathering thefowers of death. 

My heart’s not I, I cannot teach my heart; 

It cries when 1 forget. 

It has not learnt my art 

To forget lips when scented with their breath 

Or the red cup when 1 am drunken yet. 

Jafar bowed low, and said: “Peace be upon you, O 
Commander of the Faithful, O Defender of the honour 
of Allah, O descendant of the uncle of the Prophet! May 
the prayer and peace of Allah be upon him and upon all 
his seed for ever!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The Khaufah lifted tear-dimmed eyes and a haggard 
face to Jafar ; then he answered: “The peace and mercy 
and blessing of Allah be upon you!” “Does the Prince of 
Believers permit his slave to speak or does he forbid? 
asked the wazir; and al-Rashid asked in his turn; “Since 
when has the lord and head of all my wazirs needed to ask 

leave to speak?” Then said Jafar; “My King, when 1 left 



190 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

you just now I met at the door of the palace, all among the 
eunuchs, your master and professor, Khallfah the fisher- 
man. He has much cause of complaint against you. I 
heard him say: ^ Glory be to Allah, I do not tinderstand 
what has happened. I taught him the art of fishing and he 
showed no gratitude; also he went to fetch two baskets 
and never came back. Is that good fellowship or good 
apprenticeship? Is that how masters of the craft are 
paid?’ I hasten to tell you of this, O Prince of Believers, 
so that, if you still wish to go into partnership with him, 
you can do so; and, if you do not, you can tell him that 
your joint labours are over and that he must look for 
another companion.” 

In spite of the sobs which stifled him, the Khallfah 
first smiled and then roared with laughter. Quite 
suddenly he felt his heart grow lighter, and said; “By my 
life, tell me the truth, Jafar. Is the fisherman Khallfah 
really in the palace?’' “I swear by your life that he is here 
in flesh and blood,” answered Jafar. Then said Harun: 
“As Allah lives, I must do justice upon him to-day and let 
him have his due. If Allah wishes to send him pains and 
penalties through me, it must be so; if he wishes to send 
him rank and fortune, it must be so.” So saying, the 
Khallfah took a large sheet of paper and, while he was 
cutting it into little equal pieces, continued: “You must 
first write, on twenty of these tickets, sums of money 
ranging from one dinar to a thousand dinars and the 
names of the ranks of my kingdom, from the dignity of 
Khallfah, amir, wazir and chamberlain, down to the 
most degraded offices of the palace; then on twenty 
other tickets you must write the names of punishments 
and tortures, from simple beating up to the gallows 
and a shameful death.” Jafar thereupon took pen and 
wrote upon the tickets in his own hand such inscriptions 
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as these: A thousand dinars, to be a chamberlain, amirship, 
Khalifah's dignity, sentence qj death, imprisonment, the stick, 
and the like. Then he folded all the tickets into the same 
shape and, casting them into a little gold basin, gave the 
basin to the Khalifah, who said: “I swear by my sacred 
ancestors, by my royal line which stretches back to 
Akil, that I will order Khalifah the fisherman to draw one 
of these tickets and reward him according to its writing. 
Should it be Khallfah’s dignity, I will cheerfully abdicate 
in his favour; should it be hanging or mutilation or 
gelding, that also will I cheerfully give him. Let him be 
brought to me at once I” 

Said Jafar to himself: “There is no power or might 
save in Allah! It is quite possible that this poor fellow 
will draw a bad ticket and thus I shall be unwillingly the 
cause of his death. The Khalifah has sworn and nothing 
will change him. Now I am committed to fetching the 
unfortunate man. Be it as Allah wills!” He then went out 
from the Khalifah and found the fisherman; but when he 
would have taken him by the hand and led him in, 
Khalifah, who had not ceased to fidget and complain and 
repent of his coming, thought that he had lost his wits and 
cried: “What a fool I was to listen to this ill-omened tulip, 
this blobber-lipped son of a bitch, this hollow-belly!” 
But Jafar bade him follow and dragged him along, pressed 
close by a crowd of slaves and boys, through seven vast 
vestibules and right to the entrance of the Khalifah 's 
apartments. “Be careful, Khalifah,” he said, “you are 
about to enter the presence of the Prince of Believers, 
the Defender of the Faith.” Drawing aside a large curtain, 
he pushed the fishemvan into the reception hall, where 
Harun al-Rashid sat throned among his amirsj but 
Khalifah, who did not understand what he saw, was in 
no way disconcerted. After examining the Khalifah carC" 
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fully, he went up to him with a bellow of laughter, and 
said: “So there you are, clarinet. Do you think that you 
behaved well to leave me in the lurch with all the fish, 
when I had taught you the art and sent you to fetch 
baskets? I was left defenceless and at the mercy of a flock 
of eunuchs, who came round me like vultures and stole 
all the fish. I should have got a hundred dinars for them. 
And I would not be surprised if you were the cause of 
my being kept here by all these people. . . . Now tell me, 
clarinet, who has imprisoned you and fastened you to 
that chair?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-SlXTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The Khaufah smiled and held out the gold bowl, 
saying: “Draw near, Khalifah, and take one of these 
tickets.” But Khalifah, being unable to contain his mirth, 
cried out: “What, has little clarinet given up music and 
become an astrologer? Yesterday it was fishing. Believe 
me, clarinet, all this will not take you very far; the more 
trades, the less profit. Let the astrology business be and 
either return to your clarinet or let me go on teaching 
you.” He would have continued in this strain had not 
Jafar approached him, saying: “Enough of that! Draw one 
of these tickets, as the Commander of the Faithful has 
bidden you.” 

He pushed him towards the throne and Khalifah, with 
a backward blow of his elbow, leaned cursing over the 

basin and, plunging his hand in heavily, pulled out a hand- 

ful of the tickets. Jafar bade him put these back and take 
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only one; so the fishemnan, elbowing the wazir out of the 
way again, took a single ticket, saying; “I shall never again 
employ a fat-faced clarinet player, or an astrologer for 
that matter.” So saying, he unfolded the ticket and handed 
it upside down to the Khalifah: “Tell me my horo- 
scope, clarinet,” he begged, “do not hide anything from 
me! The Khalifah passed the ticket to Jafar, bidding 
him read out the writing in a loud voice; so Jafar raised 
his arms and cried: “There is no power or might save in 
Allah! There is written upon this ticket: a hundred blows 
of the stick * 

“Let justice be done,” said the Khalifah; and, at once, 
Masrur seized the protesting fishermcin and gave him a 
hundred heavy blows with the stick; whereat Khalifah, 
though he did not feel the least pain, yelled lamentably and 
heaped a thousand curses on the clarinet player. Harun 
laughed immoderately; but Khalifah, leaping to his feet 
as if nothing had happened, called out: “Allah confound 
your joke, you silly bloat-face; do you think that a stick 
passes for wit among men of taste?” The soft-hearted 
Jafar then turned to the Khalifah, saying: “Let him draw 
another ticket; perhaps there is a better fate in store for 
him .You woul d not wish your old fishing master to depart 
thirsting from the river of your liberality?” “You are 
very imprudent, Jafar,” answered al-Rashid. “Kings 
may not break their word; perhaps the fisherman might 
come to be hanged if he took a second chance. His death 
would be at your door.” But Jafar answered; “By Allah, 
death is better than life when a man is so unfortunatel” 
“So be it,” agreed Harun. “Let him draw another ticket.” 
But Khalifah cried; “Let Allah reward your generosity, 
O clarinet of my bum! Is there no one else in all Baghdad 
to join you in this game?” “Take another ticket and 

AllSh will choose it for you,” said Jafar. 
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Khalifah plunged his hand again into the basin and 
drew out a ticket which Jafar opened and read. “Well,” 
said the Khalifah, “why do you not announce the reward?” 
“O Prince of Believers,” replied the wazir, “there is 
nothing written on this ticket; it is a blank one.” Then 
said the Khalifah: “I was right; there is no fortune waiting 
for him with us. Tell him to be gone, for I have seen 
enough of him.’’ But Jafar ventured to insist that Khali-, 
fah should have a third chance, and al-RashId consented 
to a third but no more. Then said Jafar to the fisherman: 
“Poor man, take your third and last ticket.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

KhalIfah drew again and Jafar, taking the ticket, 
announced: one dinar. “Curses upon you, ill-omened 
clarinet! A dinar for a hundred strokes!” cried the wrath- 
ful fisherman. “May Allah give you the like on the Day of 
Judgment.” The Khalifah laughed with all his heart, and 
Jafar, who had succeeded at last in distracting his master 
from his sorrow, took Khalifah by the hand and led him 
from the hall. 

As the unfortunate fisherman was leaving the palace, 
the eunuch Sandal called him, saying: “Come here, and 
let us share in the generosity of the l^alifah.” “You want 
to share, do you, pitch-face?” answered Khalifah. “Your 
black hide is welcome to half of my beating; in the mean- 
while, until the devil gives it to you in hell, you can have 

the dinar which your master gave me, that nasty scurvy 

little clarinet!” So saying he threw the dinar in the 
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eunuch’s face and would have gone out through the door, 
but Sandal ran after him and pressed a purse of a hundred 
dinars into his hand, saying; “This is for the fish. Now 
go in peace.” Khalifah rejoiced exceedingly; he pressed 
the purse to his bosom with one hand and picked up the 
rejected dinar with the other; then he went on his way, 
pulfed out with glory and delight. 

When Allah has decreed a thing. He brings it to pass, 
and He had made a decree concerning this Khalifah. 
Thus it was that the fisherman, while passing through 
the slave market, was attracted by a crowd and, urged 
by curiosity, elbowed his way forward among the rich 
and poor with considerable vigour. When the people 
recognised him, they cried to each other; Make way 
for this rich lord, he is going to buy the market 1 Make 
way for Khalifah, the sublime master of buggersl” The 
fisherman was not in the least dashed by these remarks, 
for he felt sustained by the dinars in his belt. Pushing 
forward, he saw an old man sitting with a chest in front 
of him and heard him crying in a loud voice: “O rich 
merchants, O noble citizens of our city, who will risk 
his money at cent per cent and buy this chest with a 
speculative content? It comes from the harim of 
Zubaidah, Queen of the Commander of the Faithful! 
Allah will bless the highest bidder!” A general silence 
answered this appeal, for the merchants feared some 
trick. At last, with many apologies, one man offered 
twenty dinars, another raised the bid to fifty, and soon the 
price of the chest stood at a hundred dinars. Then cried 
the auctioneer: “Going at a hundred dinars, a hundred 
dinars, to the last bidder.” But Khalifah lifted up his voice, 

and cried: “A hundred and one! .11 l i. j 

At this the merchants, who imagined that he had 

^bout as much money as a beaten carpet, began to laugh; 
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but Khalifah undid his belt, furiously repeating: “A 
hundred and one.” “As Allah lives, the chest belongs to 
him,” said the auctioneer. “I sell it to him only. Take 
your chest and may Allah bless the bargain.” So Khalifah 
emptied all his money into the man’s hand and the chest 
became his lawful property. 

At once all the porters of the market hurled them- 
selves on the chest, fighting as to who should carry it, 
which did not suit the unfortunate Khalifah at all, since 
he had not a penny left to buy an onion. Yet the porters 
continued to fight, snatching the chest one from the 
other, until the merchants intervened, and said that 
Zuraik had got there first. So, in spite of Khalifah ’s 
protestations, they drove away the other porters and 
lifted the chest on to Zuraik 's back, telling him to follow 
his master. This the porter did. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As THEY WENT along, Khalifah said to himself: “I have • 
neither gold, silver, nor copper; I have not the smell of a 
coin. How am I going to pay this wretched porter? I do 
not want the fellow; for that matter, I do not want the 
chest. I have no idea what possessed me to buy it. I sup- 
pose it was written in my Destiny. In the meanwhile, I 
think I know how to deal with the porter; I will make 
him run up and down and lose his way until he is worn 
out and refuses of his own accord to go any further. 
Then I will refuse to pay, and carry the chest myself.” 

At once he put this plan into execution: he walked 
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from one street into another and from one square into 
another, and turned the porter about and about over all 
the city, from noon till sunset; and at last the man 
grumbled and asked where the house was. “As Allah 
lives,” answered Khallfah, “yesterday I knew very well 
where it was. To-day I have quite forgotten. We are 
looking for it.” “Give me my hire and take the chest,” 
said the porter, but Khallfah replied: “Wait a bit longer, 
go slowly, give me time to collect my memory and 
reflect about the position of my house.” A little later, 
when the porter began grumbling between his teeth 
again, Khallfah said to him: “O Zuraik, I have no money 
at all with me; my money is all at the house.” 

The porter halted, not being able to go any further, 
and was about to set down his burden when one of 
Khallfah ’s friends passed and tapped him on the shoulder, 
saying: “Is that you, Khallfah? What are you doing so far 
from your house? What is this man carrying for you?” 
The fisherman was put quite out of countenance; but 
Zuraik turned to the passenger, asking: “O uncle, where 
is Khallfah 's house?” “That is a strange question,” an- 
swered the man, “his house is at the other end of Bagh- 
dad, in the ruined khan near the fiSh market.” Then he 
went laughing upon his way, and Zuraik cried to Khall- 
fah: “Get on with you, you cheat.” He made the fisher- 
man walk before him, right to the ruined khan by the 
fish market, and did not cease to curse and reproach him 
by the way. “May Allah cut off your daily bread, O evil 
face!” he said. “How many times have we not already 
passed your wretched house! Come on now, help me to 
set the thing down. I would like to see you shut up in 
it for ever.” Khallfah helped him down with the chest 
and then Zuraik wiped the big drops of sweat from his 
forehead with the back of his hand, saying; “Now let us 
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see the greatness of your soul and the generosity of your 
hand. Hasten to pay me» for I would depart.” “Cer- 
tainly, old companion, certainly. Shall I bring you gold 
or silver?” asked Khalifah; and the man answered more 
politely: “You know, better than I do, what is fitting.” 

Khalifah left the porter at the door and entered his 
lodging; in a moment he returned with a most terrible 
whip in his hand: its forty lashes were clouted with 
sharp nails; one blow of it would have stunned a camel. 
Whirling the whip above his head, he threw himself upon 
the porter and beat him so heartily over the back that 
the poor fellow fled screaming, his hands pawing the air, 
and disappeared round the comer of the street. 

Having thus got rid of the porter (who, we must 
remember, had insisted on carrying the chest when he 
was not wanted), Khalifah began to drag it indoors him- 
self; but he made so much noise that the neighbours 
gathered together about him and, noticing both the 
chest and the satin robe, asked him where he had got 
these things. “They were given me by an apprentice lad 
of mine, a clarinet player who calls himself Harun al- 
Rashid,” answered the fisherman. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

At these words the neighbours were seized with 
fear, and said: “If anyone hears this madman he will be 
taken up by the police and hanged. Our khan will be 
destroyed and perhaps we shall be hung at the gate of it, 
or terribly beaten.” Therefore they bade Khalifah be 
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silent and, to be sooner quit of him, helped him carry 
the chest into his lodging and banged the door upon him. 

Khallfah’s house was so small that the chest entirely 
filled it, just as if the former had been made to hold the 
latter; so Khalifah was obliged to lie down on the chest 
to pass the night. While he was thinking over the events 
of the day, he suddenly asked himself why he should not 
open the chest and see the contents. He rose and tried to 
open the lid; but it was securely fastened down. “Fool 
that I was to buy a chest that I cannot even open!” he 
cried, and tried again to break the chains of the lock. At 
last he determined to wait for the morrow and, stretch- 
ing himself out again on the lid, was soon snoring loudly. 

In an hour he leapt up broad awake, in an access of 
terror, and struck his head against the ceiling. He had 
felt something move inside the box! Sleep and judgment 
fled from his brain at the same moment, and he cried: 
“There is a Jinni inside! Praise be to Allah that I could not 
open the lid! If I had freed him in the dark, what would 
have happened? This is not one of my lucky days.” Just 
then the noise in the chest redoubled and he could 
distinguish a kind of groaning; therefore he searched 
feverishly for a lamp, with chattering teeth, barking 
his knuckles against the wall and quite forgetting that he 
was too poor to own such a thing. “This is terrible, 
terrible!’- he cried, as he sprang through the door into 
the street. With fear at his heels he rushed through the 
night, yelling: “Help, help! O neighbours, 0 neighbours, 
help!” The people of the khan, who were already fast 
asleep, woke up in considerable emotion and showed 
themselves, while half-veiled women peered from the 
doors. They all asked him what had happened, and he 
replied: “Give me a lamp, for pity’s sake! The Jinn have 
come to visit me!” At.this the neighbours laughed, but one 
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of them gave him a lamp. The light reassured him and 
he returned to his house; but, as he was leaning over the 
chest, a voice from within said: “Where am I? Where am 
I?” Khalifah again rushed like a madman into the street, 
crying: “Help! Help!” When the neighbours called out 
to know what was the matter, he shouted: “Good 
people, the Jinn! is talking in the box! He is asking where 
he is.” The neighbours laughed again, and said: “Tell 
him he is in hell, you fool. Are we never going to get 
any sleep? You are a nuisance to the whole quarter. If 
you are not quiet, we will come down and break your 
bones.” Despairing of help from his neighbours, Khali- 
fah determined to go back once more to the house, 
although he was well-nigh dead from fear. He took up a 
large stone and, summoning all his courage, broke the 
lock of the chest and pulled back the lid. 

Inside he saw a girl as beautiful as the hurls and all 
shining in the little light with diamonds. She lay lan- 
guishing with half-closed lids, deeply breathing the air 
of freedom, and gradually throwing off the vapours of 
the drug. She lay there, pale and handsome and desir- 
able. 

The fisherman, who had never in his life seen even 
common beauty, knelt before her, saying: “In Allah's 
name, who are you, my mistress?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COM! 


SHE said: 

She OPENED DARK eyes under curved lids, saying: 
“Where are Jasmine and Jonquil?” These were the 
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names of her two little slaves, but Khalifah thought that 
she was asking for jasmines and jonquils, so he answered: 
“Dear mistress, for the moment, I only have a few 
flowers of dried henna." Hearing this answer, the girl 
came completely to her senses and, opening her eyes 
wide, asked: “Who are you? And where am I?” This 
question was made in a voice suaver than sugar, accom- 
panied by a delicious movement of the hands, and 
Khalifah, who had somewhere deep within him a most 
sensitive soul, was moved in the extreme, and answered: 
“O mistress, O true beauty, I am Khalifah the fisherman; 
and you are in my house.” “I am not at the palace then?” 
she asked, and he replied: “You are not. You are in my 
house. But that is now a palace. You have become my 
slave by fair buying and selling in the market, for I paid 
a hundred and one dinars for you with your box thrown 
in. In fact, I did not know you were inside until you 
frightened me very much by moving. I think my star is 
rising into happy spaces, though it used to be so low and 
dim.” Heart’s-Life smiled, and said: “You bought me 
without seeing me, O Khalifah?” “Without even knowing 
you were there,” he answered. At once Heart's-Life 
understood Zubaidah’s plot and made the fisherman 
tell her the whole story of that day. They talked to- 
gether until the morning, and then the woman said: 
“O Khalifah, have you got nothing to eat? I am very 
hungry.” “I have nothing to eat or drink; nothing at all,” 
he answered. “For two days food has not passed my lips.” 
“Have you money?” she asked, and he said: “Money? 
Saving your presence, this cursed chest has run away 
with my last coin. I am hard aground.” The girl laughed 
musically at this and begged Khalifah to go forth and ask 
food from the neighbours. 

The fisherman went out into the morning silence of 

III o 
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the khan and began to cry at the top of his voice: “O 
neighbours, come to my help! The Jinni. in the box 
wants something to eat! Give me some food!” The 
neighbours, who had learnt to dread his voice and also 
sincerely pitied him because of his poverty, threw down 
food to him; half of yesterday’s loaf from one house, a 
bit of cheese from another, a cucumber, a radish, and so 
on. He gathered up these things in the folds of his lifted 
garment and, returning to the house, gave them to the 
girl. He prayed her to eat, but she said with a laugh: 
“How can I eat when I have no little jar or pitcher of 
water? This food would stick in my throat and I should 
die.” “Allali protect you from such a misfortune, O 
perfection of beauty!” said Khalifah. “I will bring you, 
not a pitcher, but a whole waterskin.” So saying, he ran 
out again into the courtyard of the khan and bellowed 
at the top of the compass of his deep chest: “0 neigh- 
bours, O good neighbours!” Angry voices cursed him 
from all sides and asked what he wanted now. “The Jinni 
in the box needs some water,” he answered. Then the 
neighbours came down, one carrying a cup, one a pitcher, 
one a pipkin, and one a jar; and he took all these things, 
bearing one in each hand, one beneath each arm, and 
balancing one on his head. He returned to Heart’s-Life, 
saying; “I bring you your desire. Do you wish for any- 
thing else?” “No,” she answered, “the gifts of Allah are 
great enough.” “Then, dear mistress,” said he, “speak 
more of your sweet words to me and tell me the story of 
your adventure.” 

Heart’s-Life looked at Khalifah with a smile, and thus 
began; “My story can be told in two words: rival’s jea- 
lousy. Zubaidah, Queen of the Khalifah, Harun al- 
Rashid, imprisoned me in this chest from which your 
happy Destiny has saved me. I am Heart’s-Life, favourite 
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f the Commander of the Faithful. Your fortune is cer- 
ainly made.” Then said Khalifah; “But is this Harun 
1 -Rashid the man I taught how to fish? Is he that scare- 
row who sat on a big chair in the palace?” “You describe 
lim exactly,” she answered, and he continued: “As Allah 
ives, I have never in all my life met such an ugly clarinet 
►layer or a greater rascal. First he robbed me, the puff- 
aced little scoundrel, and then he gave me a dinar for a 
lundred strokes with the stick. If ever I meet him again 
. .” Here Heart’s-Life bade him be silent, saying: 
You must leave this unpleasant form of language behind 
^^ou in the new situation to which Fate is calling you. 
fou must open the eyes of your soul, you must cultivate 
joliteness and good manners. If you pass the scraper of 
gallantry over your skin, you will become a polished 
:itizen of high degree, a personage of mark because of 
lis delicacy.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
md discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: ' 

At these words, Khalifah felt a sudden transfor- 
mation take place within him: the eyes of his soul 
opened, his understanding of many things enlarged, and 
his intelligence refined. All this was for his good. How 
true it is that fine spirits influence grosser spirits! la a 
minute of time Khalifah the fisherman, an insensate and 
brutal man, was changed by the gentle words of the 
girl into an exquisite citizen, well-mannered and 
strangely eloquent. 

When Heart’s-Life had carefully taught him how to 
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bear himself if he were called again into the presence of 
the Khalifah, he exclaimed: “Be it upon my head and 
beiore my eyesl Your counsel, dear mistress, is my rule 
of conduct, your interest in me is a shade beneath which 
my soul rejoices. I hear and I obey. May Allah shower 
His blessing upon you and satisfy your least desires. Here, 
between your hands, behold Khalifah the fisherman, 
the most devoted of your slaves, the most deferential to 
your merit. What can I do to serve you?” “Give me a pen, 
some ink, and a sheet of paper,” she answered, and 
immediately Khalifah borrowed these things politely 
from the neighbours. Heart's-Life wrote a line to the 
jeweller, Ibn al-Kirnas, in which she told him what had 
happened and explained that she was in the house of 
Khalifah the fisherman, who had bought her for a hun- 
dred and one dinars. Then she gave the note to Khalifah, 
saying: “Take this to Ibn al-Kirnas, the Khalifah ’s 
man of affairs; anyone in the jewel market will know his 
shop. And do not forget what I have taught you of 
manners and language.” Khalifah carried the note to his 
lips and to his forehead, and then hurried to the shop 
of Ibn al-Kimas in the jewel market. He bowed with 
exquisite grace before the jeweller and wished him 
p^ace. The jeweller returned his salute with the lips 
only and hardly glanced at him as he asked his business. 
Khalifah stretched forth the note and the jeweller, 
taking it in the tips of his fingers, laid it unread beside him. 
He thought that this was some begging demand and 
therefore bade one of his servants give the man half a 
dirham; but Khalifah put aside the coin with, great dig- 
nity, saying: “I ask no alms; I only ask you to read this 
letter.” The jeweller vmfolded the paper and read its 
contents; suddenly he kissed the letter with respect and 
invited Khalifah to be seated. “Where is your house, 
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tiy brother?” he asked and, when Khalifah had told him, 
:alled his two chief assistants and said to them; “Accom- 
)any my honourable guest to my banker, Moses, that 
le may receive a thousand dinars; then lead him back to 
ne at once.” When Khalifah returned from receiving 
lis thousand dinars from the Jew, he foimd Ibn al-Kimas 
dready mounted on a magnificent mule with gay trap- 
pings, and stuToixnded by a hundred slaves very richly 
dressed. The jeweller pointed out a second and no less 
perfect mule to Khalifah and begged him to mount; but 
be objected, saying: “As Allah lives, I have never been 
upon a mule in my life, dear master. I do not know how 
to ride.” “That makes no matter,” said the jeweller, “you 
will learn to-day.*' Then Khalifah cried; “I am afraid that 
she will throw me and break my ribs; but still, here 
goes, in the name of Allah.” With that he leapt nimbly 
upon the mule's back, but unfortunately he faced the 
wrong way and took up the tail instead of the bridle. 
This tickled the mule, who reared and rushed about the 
street until she unseated her rider. “I always said that 
feet were best for walkingl” cried Khalifah, as he picked 
himself up. But that was the last misfortune of Khalifah 
the fisherman. Thenceforth Destiny was to lead him 
without swerving along a prosperous road. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


but when 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

The jeweller said to two of his slaves: “Lead your 
master to the hammam and see that he has a bath of rare 
quality; then bring him back to my house, where I shall 
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be waiting." Then he rode alone to Khalifah’s lodging to 
bring Heart 's-Life also to his house. 

The two slaves led Khalifah to the hammam, which he 
had never visited in his life, and put him in charge of the 
most skilful rubber and the best washers. These elicited 
from his hair and skin pounds and pounds of assorted 
filth, with lice and bugs of every variety. They cleaned, 
refreshed, and dried him. Then they dressed him in a 
sumptuous silk robe which the two slaves had gone out 
to buy. Thus habited, he was taken to the home of Ibn 
al-Kimas, where Heart’s-Life had already arrived. 

Khalifah saw the girl seated on a diwan in the great 
hall of the house, surrounded by a crowd of slaves and 
servants eager to wait upon her. Already the porter at 
the door had risen in his honour and respectfully kissed 
his hand, already those whom he passed had politely 
wished him joy of his bath; and he was in a state of 
considerable astonishment. He pretended to see no 
change in folk, lest he should seem ill-bred; 'but an- 
swered all with urbane eloquence, so that the sound of 
his own words surprised and flattered him. 

He bowed before Heart’s-Life and waited for her to 
speak the first words; she rose in his honour and, taking 
him by the hand, made him sit beside her. She gave him a 
porcelain cup filled with sugared sherbert scented with 
rose-water, and he both took and drank this delicately. 
He did not make a noise with his mouth and he drank 
only a portion of it, instead of draining it all down and 
plunging in his fingers to lick up the drops, as he would 
most certainly have done before. He even set the cup 
down on the tray without breaking it, and gave eloquent 
expression to the necessary polite phrase: “May the 
hospitality of this house endure for everl” “And your 
life also,” answered Heart’s-Life, quite delighted with 
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tier pupil. After feasting him royally, she said: “The 
time has come, O Khalifah, for you to display all your 
intelligence. Listen to me and mark well all I say. You 
must go to the palace of the Khalifah and, when he has 
granted you an audience, must say: ‘O Commander of the 
Faithful, I have a favour to ask in memory of my teaching 
with the nets.’ He will accept in advance and then you 
must ask him to be your guest to-night. That is all; for 
he will assuredly come.” 

Khalifah journeyed towards the palace, followed by a 
numerous retinue of slaves; and, dressed in his robe of 
thousand dinar silk, his native beauty shone forth and 
was revealed. The proverb says: “Dress an old stick in 
good clothes and it looks like the bride.” He was seen a 
long way off by the eunuch Sandal, who ran as fast as his 
legs could carry him into the throne-hall and said to the 
Khalifah: “O Prince of Believers, I do not know what has 
happened, but it seems as if Khalifah the fisherman had 
become King. He advances in a robe worth more than 
a thousand dinars, the head of a splendid following!” 
“Bring him in,” said the Khalifah. 

When Khalifah was led into the hall where Harun 
al-Rashid sat in his glory, he bowed as only the greatest 
amirs know how to bow, and said: “Peace be upon you, 
O Prince of Believers, 0 Khalifah of the Master of the 
Three Worlds, Defender of the people and of our 
Faith! May Allah prolong your days, honouring your 
reign and exalting its dignity; may He sustain your name 
upon the top pinnacle of greatness!” 

The Khalifah marvelled at this change of heart and 
fortune. “Will you tell me where you got this fair robe, 
O Khalifah?” he asked. “From my palace, O Commander 
of the Faithful,” answered Khalifah. “You have a palace, 
then?” exclaimed Harun. and the fisherman replied: “I 
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have a palace, O Prince of Believers. Yet it will not be 
truly a palace, unless you light it with your presence 
to-night. You are my invited guest.' “Your guest?’ said 
al-RashId with a smile. “Do you mean alone, or does the 
invitation extend to any who may be with me?” “It 
extends to all whom you may desire to bring, my lord,” 
answered Khallfah. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-nPTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Harun signed to Jafar, who went up to Khallfah, 
saying: “We will be your guests to-night, O Khallfah; 
the Commander of the Faithful wishes it.” Satisfied with 
this assurance, the fisherman kissed the earth between 
the hands of the Khalifah and, after giving Jafar the 
address of his new abode, returned to Heart 's-Life and 
told her of the success of his visit. 

As for the Khallfah, he could not understand the 
matter at all. “Can you explain to me, O Jafar,” he said, 
“how Khalifah, the boorish laughing-stock of yesterday, 
can have become, in a single night, a refined and elo- 
quent citizen and a man of riches?” “Allah alone knows 
by what strange roads Destiny vrill come to its goal,” 
answered Jafar. 

When evening came, the Khalifah mounted on horse- 
back and rode with Jafar, Masrur, and one or two others, 
to Khalifah 's residence. They halted before the door and 
saw the ground, from the entrance to the reception 
hall, covered with expensive carpets, and the carpets 
strewn with the colours of flowers; also they saw Khali- 
fah stand smiling at the foot of the steps. He held Harun 's 
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stirrup and wished him welcome with a low bow; then 
he led him within doors in Allah’s name. 

The Khalifah found himself in a high-ceiled hall, 
ornamented with a perfection of taste, in the middle of 
which there was a square throne of ivory and gold upon 
gold feet. As soon as the Sultan was seated upon this 
throne, slaves came in bearing enormous dishes of gold 
and porcelain, and young cupbearers, as fair as frag- 
ments of the moon, presented the guests with precious 
cups, in which were refreshing concoctions, iced with 
pure musk. Other and more handsome boys entered in 
little white robes, who served stuffed geese, chickens, 
roast lambs, and spitted birds of every kind. As soon as 
these were eaten, young and delightful Christian slaves, 
elegantly girt in at the waist, lifted the cloths and carried 
round salvers of drinks and trifling dulcifications. The 
wines showed red in crystal vases and gushed red from 
golden jars; as they were poured out by the white hands 
of the cupbearers, they gave forth an old and pleasant 
smell. You would have thought of the poet’s lines: 

Pout that old wine for me 
And for mf friend, this child. 

It is a precious wine 
Spilled for a wine-adept, 

/ cannot find a name 
For its mild flame 

Wine of my friend, this child. 

Bewildered by vvhat he saw, the Khalifah said to Jafar: 
“By the life of my head, I do not know which I admire 
more, the magnificence of our reception or the exquisite, 
and even noble, manner of our host. These things pass 
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my understanding.” But Jafar answered; “What we have 
seen so far is nothing to what He will show, Who says: 
'Be! ’ and things are. The aspect of Khallfah which I most 
admire is the certainty of his discourse, the wisdom of 
what he says. That is a sign that his Destiny is a rare one; 
for, when Allah gives largely to a man. He dowers him 
first with wisdom as a sign.” 

While Jafar was speaking, Khallfah returned after a 
short absence, and said to the Khalifah: “Will the Com- 
mander of the Faithful permit his slave to bring in a 
singer and a lute player to charm his hours? There is no 
woman in all Baghdad more expert in music.” “The thing 
is allowed,” answered the Khalifah; and the fisherman, 
hastening to the apartments of Heart ’s-Life, told her 
that the moment had come. 

Heart 's-Life, who was already decked and perfumed 
in readiness, had only to wrap herself in her great izar 
and cover herself with a light silken veil, Khalifah took 
her by the hand and led her into the hall, which sighed 
with delight at her royal tread. 

She kissed the earth between the Khalifah 's hands and 
sat dovm near him, without being at all recognised. She 
tuned her lute and executed a ravishing prelude. Then 
she sang: 


life is a feather 
And this is 

Held up by a breath on a thread; 
I feed upon hope as on bread, 

0 nights in the bouse of our kisses, 

0 nights of our lying together. 


Hearing this voice of erewhile and the known beauty 
of it. the Khalifah gave a cry and became very pale. As 
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the last words of the song died out on the air, he fell into a 
swoon. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Every one crowded round him with sudden cares; 
but Heart's-Life, using Khallfah as her mouthpiece, 
begged all the guests to retire and leave her alone to care 
for the Khallfah. When the hall was empty save for the 
three of them, the girl threw off her izar and veil, and 
appeared in a dress such as she had worn when the 
l^alifah loved her in the palace. She sat down beside 
al-Rashid, sprinkling his face with rose-water and fan- 
ning him with her fan. 

Soon the Khallfah opened his eyes and, looking up into 
the face of his beloved, nearly tainted a second time. 
The girl kissed his hands, smiling and weeping at once, 
and al-RashId cried: “Is this the Day of Resurrection 
when the dead rise from their graves, or is it a dream?” 
“Commander of the Faithful,” answered HearCs-Life, 
“this is neither Resurrection nor a dream. I am your 
living love; my death was only feigned.” In brief words 
she told him all that had passed, and added; “Our present 
happiness is entirely due to Khalifalr the fisherman.” 
Al-Rashid laughed, and then wept and sobbed, and then 
laughed again. When she had finished speaking, he drew 
her to him and lyssed her long upon tlie lips, holding 
her to his breast. For an hour they could not speak, and 
stayed thus in perfect happiness. 

At the end of that hour Khalifah rose, saying: “As 
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Allah lives, O Prince of Believers, I hope it will not be 
the stick this time.” 

The Khallfah who was now quite recovered, chuckled 
as he answered: “O Khallfah, nothing that I can do for 
you will pay my debt. I can only ask you to be my friend 
and govern one of the provinces of my empire.” “Can a 
slave refuse the gifts of his master?” answered Khallfah, 
and Harun went on: “Not only are you appointed gover- 
nor of a province, with a monthly emolument of ten 
thousand dinars, but I desire Heart ’s-Life to choose for 
you, from among the noble daughters of our city, a young 
and suitable wife. For her clothing and dowry I will be 
responsible. Also remember that I wish to see you every 
day and have you by my side at feasts, among the first of 
my intimate friends. You shall have a household worthy 
of your rank, and anything more which your soul 
desires.” 

Khallfah kissed the earth between the hands of the 
Khallfah. All this promised happiness came to him and 
many other joys beside. He ceased to be a bachelor and 
lived for many years with his young wife, whom Heart’s- 
Life chose for him. She was the most beautiful and 
modest woman of her time. Glory be to Him Who casts 
dovm His favours upon His people without taking ac- 
count of the sum, and distributes joy according to His will! 

Then said Shahrazad: “But do not think for a moment, 
O auspicious King, that this tale is in any way more 
admirable and strange than one which I have kept in 
reserve for the end of this night.” “I do not doubt what 
you say, O Shahrazad,” cried King Shahryar. “Tell me 
the name of the tale quickly; for it must be indeed 
wonderful if it surpasses the tale of Khallfah the 
Fisherman.” Shahrazad smiled and said: “O King, my 
story is called . . . 
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THE ADVENTURES OF HASAN OF BASRAH 
And Shahrazad said to King Shahryar: 

The marvellous story which I am going to tell you, 
O auspicious King, has so strange an origin that I must 
begin with that, if you are to understand how it ever 
became known to me. 

In years and ages long ago there was a King of Persia 
and Khurasan called Kindamir, who was paramount over 
India, Sind, China, and those peoples who lived in the 
savage lands beyond the Oxus. He was a man of bravei*y , a 
great rider of horses; he could play with the lance, and 
loved tourneys, hunting and the clash of arms; but, to all 
other things, he preferred talk with men of intelligence 
and delicate wit. At his feasts he gave the places of 
honour near himself to poets and story tellers; and if 
ever a stranger at the palace told him a new or striking 
tale, King Kindamir loaded him with benefits and, after 
satisfying his least desires, sent him back to his own land 
with a fine retinue of horsemen and slaves. His own 
story tellers and poets he treated as equal to wazirs and 
amirs, so that his palace was the favoured home of all who 
could make verses, construct odes, or cause dead time 
and vanished things to live in the spoken word. 

It is not astonishing that a day came when King 
Kindamir had heard all the tales of the Persians, Arabs, 
and Indians, and had stored them up in his memory, 
with the fairest passages in the poets and those teachings 
drawn by the annalists from a study of old-time folk. 
When he had run through his knowledge and made 
certain of it, he had nothing more to learn or to hear; 
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therefore his grief and perplexity knew no bounds and 
he felt that there was nothing to fill his leisure. 

He turned to his chief eunuch, saying: “Bring Abu 
All to me.” This Abu Ali was the King’s favourite teller 
of tales; he was so expert that he could make one story 
last a whole year, without discontinuing and without 
a single night wearying the attention of his hearers. But 
even he had exhausted his store and the resources of his 
eloquence; for a long time he had been beggared of new 
tales. 

The eunuch fetched Abu Ali into the presence of the 
King, who said to him: “Behold, O father of eloquence, 
you have exhausted your stores of learning, you are 
beggared of new stories! Yet I have called you into my 
presence to tell you that you must, in spite of all, find 
me a wonderful and unknown tale. I thirst for stories 
of adventure more than ever; so that, if you succeed in 
charming me with beautiful new words, I will give you 
great tracts of land in return, with strongholds and 
palaces and a firman freeing you from every tax; 1 will 
make you my grand- wazir and seat you on my right; you 
shall govern according to your whim, with full authority 
over all the vassals of my throne. Nay, if you desire it, I 
will bequeath you my throne and, in my lifetime, share 
all my goods with you. But if your Destiny should be so 
unfortunate that you cannot satisfy my desire, this my 
passion which prefers a new tale to all the countries of 
earth, you may start to-day saying farewell to your 
family, and tell them that the impaling stake awaits you.” 

Abu Ali, the tale teller, felt himself lost, and answered: 
“1 hear and I obey.” Very yellow in the face, he lowered 
his despairing head, but, after a little, made bold to say: 
“O King of time, your ignorant slave begs one thing more 
from your generosity before he dies: a year’s delay in 
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which to find what you desire. If, when that period is 
past, the tale is not found and, if found, is not the most 
beautiful and marvellous that man has heard, I will, 
without bitterness, experience the stake.” “A year is very 
long,” said King Kindamir to himself, “no man knows 
whether he will be alive to-morrow.” Then aloud he 
added: “I am so eager for the tale that I grant you a year, 
on condition that you do not leave your house during 
that time.” Abu All kissed the earth between the King’s 
hands and returned to his home. 

He thought for a long time and then called to him his 
five young mamluks, who could write and read and were 
the most learned and faithful of all his servants. To each 
of these he gave five thousand dinars, saying: “I brought 
you up, cared for you, and nourished you in my house 
expressly for a day such as this; now it is for you to help 
me and save me from the King.” “Order, O master,” 
they replied, “our souls belong to you and we are your 
ransom!” Then said he: “Each of you must set out for 
foreign lands upon the different roads of Allah; you 
must hunt all the kingdoms and countries of the earth for 
wise men, poets, and famous tale tellers; from these 
you must enquire for the Tale of the Adventures of 
Hasan, of Basrah. If, under Allah’s favour, one of them 
knows this story, offer himanyprice to tell or write it for 
you; for, without that, your master cannot be saved from 
the stake.” Then he addressed each in turn with particular 
recommendations; he bade the first visit India and Sind; 
the second Persia, China, and adjacent lands; the third 
Khurasan and its dependencies; the fourth all Maghrib 
from east to west; and to the fifth, he said: “And you, O 
Mubarak, must journey throughout Egypt and Syria.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He chose an auspicious day for the departure of the 
five mamluks and sent them upon their different ways 
with an exhortation not to fail him. Yet, at the end of 
eleven months, the first four returned with very long 
noses and told their master that, in spite of the most 
minute researches, in cities and beneath tents, from 
tale tellers and ordinary poets, they had failed to find 
track of the story, and that the Adventures of Hasan were 
quite unknown. 

The heart of the old teller, Abu Ali, retracted and the 
world grew black before his face. “There is no power or 
might save in Allah!” he cried. “It is written in the 
AngeTs book that the impaling stake awaits me.” And he 
made his will in expectation of that dark death. 

Mubarak, the fifth mamluk, had traversed all Egypt 
and the greater part of Syria without finding what he 
sought; even the famous tellers of Cairo could not help 
him, though their knowledge of tales passes the imagina- 
tion. They had never even heard their fathers or 
grandfathers, who were in the same trade, speak of the 
tale; so the young mamluk journeyed to Damascus, 
hoping against hope. He was charmed by the climate and 
gardens of that city, by its waters and magnificence; and 
he would indeed have enjoyed himself if he had not been 
preoccupied with his seemingly hopeless mission. As 
he was walking through the streets on his first evening, 
in search of some khan wherein to pass the night, he saw, 
among the markets, a crowd of hawkers, scavengers, 
donkey-boys, diggers, merchants, water-carriers, and 
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others hastening quickly in one direction. He was about 
to run with them, out of curiosity, when a young man 
bumped into him and tripped over the skirts of his robe. 
Mubarak helped the stranger to rise and, while dusting 
his back, asked him whither he and the crowd were 
hastening so fast. “I can see that you are a stranger,” 
answered the young man, “otherwise you would know 
that we are hurrying for places in the vaulted hall of the 
sheikh Ishak, the sublime tale teller of our city, who has 
the most marvellous stories in the world. He has always a 
great crowd of hearers, and the last comers cannot get 
near enough to enjoy the tale at its full; therefore I begyou 
to excuse me if I hurry on.” But the young mamluk took 
hold of his garment, saying: “O son of excellent parents, 

I beg you to take me with you, so that I can find a good 
place; for I greatly desire to hear the sheikh Ishak and have 
come from very far away with no other object.” “Follow 
me then and let us run,” cried the youth, and both of them 
ran towards the hall, jostling peaceable home-going folk 
to right and left in their great eagerness. 

Entering a vast cool hall, Mubarak beheld a venerable 
old man with a noble face and clear shining brow, raised 
on a seat in the middle of a silent circle of porters, mer- 
chants. nobles, water-carriers, and every condition of 
folk. He was speaking in a grave voice and taking up the 
thread of the tale which he had been telling night after 
night for many months to his faithful auditors. But soon 
his voice warmed with the prodigious exploits of his 
warrior^ urged by his uncontrollable vehemence, he 
rose from his seat and ran up and down the hall among 
his hearers, seeming to brandish his hero’s deadly sword 
and make mincemeat of his enemies. “So, so, the traitors 
die; they are damned and fall into the fiires of hell! But 
Allah help himl He is safe! No, no, he is not! Where are 
in f 
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our swords, where are our clubs, that we may fly to 
succour him? Behold, his foes are down, he comes 
triumphant from the fight! Glory be to the Master of 
Valour! And now he walks to the tent where his lover 
waits for him, her multitudinous beauty makes him 
forget the perils of the day! Glory be to Allah who has 
created woman to pour balm into the heart of the 
warrior and fire into his loins!” 

Old Ishak brought that evening's instalment to a close 
with these words; his hearers rose in ecstasy and left the 
hall, repeating the last few phrases as they went. Mar- 
velling at so admirable an art, Mubarak went up to the 
sheikh and kissed his hand, saying: “Master, I am a 
stranger and wish to ask you something,” 

At this point Shalirazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE nVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

The old man answered his greeting, and said: “Speak, 
for with us there is no such person as a stranger.” Then 
said the mamluk: “I come from very far away to offer 
you a present from my master, the teller, Abu Ali of 
Khurasan, ot a thousand golden dinars. My master es- 
teems you to be the lord of tellers in this age over the 
earth, and wishes by his present to witness so!” “Indeed 
the fame of Abu All of Khurasan is known to all,” 
answered Ishak, “I accept his gift in a most friendly 
spirit and would wish to send something back to him by 
you. Tell me what he likes best, so that my gift may be 
pleasing.” “I have succeeded!” said Mubarak to himself; 
and aloud he answered ; ‘ ‘May Allah shower His blessings 
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upon you, dear master! . . . But Abu All has a plenitude 
of this world’s riches and no desire except to adorn his 
mind with the unknown. He sent me to ask, as a favour 
from you, for some new story with which to gladden the 
ears of our King. Nothing would please him so well as 
to learn from you the Tale of the Adventures of Hasan of 
Basrah, if by chance it be known to you.” “Be it upon my 
head!” exclaimed the sheikh. “Your wish shall be satis- 
fied; for I am the only teller on the face of the earth who 
knows that story. Your master, Abu All, was right to 
desire it; for it is one of the most extraordinary tales 
which have ever been. It was told me long ago by a holy 
man who is now dead, who had it from another holy man , 
who also departed into the peace of Allah. In return for 
your master’s generosity I will not only tell you the tale, 
but dictate its every detail to you. I only make one con- 
dition: that you will swear a certain oath to me when 
you accept the copy.” “I am ready to accept all your 
conditions and peril my soul on their fulfilment!” ex- 
claimed the mamluk; and the old man went on: “That is 
well. This is one of those tales which cannot be told to 
everybody, but only to persons of choice intelligence. 
Therefore I require you to swear, in your own name 
and your master’s, never to recount a word of it to five 
kinds of persons: the ignorant, whose gi'oss spirits could 
not appreciate it; hypocrites, who would be offended 
by it; schoolmasters, whose feeble and muddy intelli- 
gence would not understand it; idiots, for the same 
reason; and unbelievers, who could not draw from it a 
profitable moral.” “I swear this before Allah and before 
you, my master!” cried the mamluk, and at once took 
the purse of a thousand dinars from his belt and gave it to 
Ishak. The old man provided him with ink and a reed 
pen, and saying: “Write!” began to dictate, word for 
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word, all the Tale of the Adventures of Hasan of Basrah, 
as the holy man had related it to him. The work went on 
for seven days and seven nights without a pause, and 
at the end of that time the mamluk read over what he 
had written to the old man, who corrected certain 
passages and rectified faults of caligraphy. Then Mubarak 
joyfully kissed his instructor’s hand and, after saying 
farewell, set out upon the road for Khurasan. Happiness 
made him so light and swift that he arrived in half the 
usual time of the caravans. 

Only ten days of the year of grace remained; in ten 
days the stake would be set up for Abu Ali in front of the 
palace gate. All hope had died in the heart of the unfor- 
timate teller and he had called his relations and friends 
about him that they might help him more bravely to 
sustain the terrible hour. The mamluk Mubarak burst in 
upon their lamentations, brandishing the manuscript, 
and, after kissing his master’s hand, gave him the 
precious sheets. On the first there stood, in large letters, 
the title: “The Tale of the Adventures of Hasan of 
Basrah.” 

Abu Ali rose and embraced his mamluk; he made 
him sit upon his right hand and, removing his own 
garments, put them upon Mubarak. Among other 
marks of honour and gratitude, he freed him and pre- 
sented him with ten horses of a noble race, five mares, 
ten camels, ten mules, three negroes, and two boys. 
Then he took the life-giving manuscript and transcribed 
it afresh in letters of gold upon magnificent paper. He 
made use of his most excellent caligraphy and put large 
spaces between the words, so that the reading of the tale 
should be pleasant and easy. He spent nine whole days 
upon this work, hardly sparing himself the time to shut 
an eye or eat a date. And on die tenth day, at the houl 
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fixed for his impaling, he shut the new manuscript in a 
little gold box and presented himself before the King, 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

SHE said: 

King Kindamir called together his wazirs, amirs, 
chamberlains, poets, and learned men. He said to Abu 
All: “The word of kings cannot be broken; read us now 
the promised tale and I will not forget that which was 
agreed between us in the beginning.” Abu All drew the 
marvellous manuscript from its gold box and, unrolling 
the first leaf, began to read. He unrolled the second leaf, 
and the third, and went on reading in the midst of 
universal admiration ; the effect of his tale was so great 
that the King did not wish an end ever to be made to that 
day's instalment. Teller and hearers ate and drank, and 
then the reading went on until it was finished. 

King Kindamir ravished with delight and certain that 
he would hencetorth know no moment of weariness with 
such a tale at his disposal, rose in honour of Abu All and 
appointed him grand-wazir upon the spot; he put his 
own royal mantle on him and gave to him and to his heirs 
for ever a whole province of his kingdom, with cities, 
villages and strongholds. He kept him as intimate friend 
and companion; and also he shut the manuscript and its 
box in his treasury of stories, from which, whenever 
weariness knocked at the doors of his spirit, he had it 
taken out and read to him. 

And that, O auspicious King, continued Shahrazad, 
is the marvellous tale which I am going to tell you; I am 
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able to do so because I have in my possession an exact 
copy of Kindamir’s manuscript. 

It is related — but Allah is All-wise and All-bene- 
ficent — that there was once, in the drift of years long 
ago, a youth of the city of Basrah who was the most hand- 
some, gracious, and dainty of his time. His name was 
Hasan, and none had ever been called Beautiful with 
better cause. His father and mother loved him greatly, 
for he was the child ot their old age, begotten by follow- 
ing the advice ot a magician who had made them eat the 
middle portions of a great snake, according to the pre- 
scriptions of our Lord Sulaiman (upon whom be prayer 
and peace!) At the time appointed, Allah, the All- 
hearing, the All-Seeing, permitted that Hasan’s father 
should pass into His peace, and the boy found himself 
heir to great riches. As he had been badly brought up 
and spoilt by his parents, he soon wasted his father’s 
savings in feasting and dissipation v^dth young men of his 
own age; but, when he had nothing left, his mother 
could not bear to see him sorrow and therefore opened 
for him a goldsmith’s shop in the market with her own 
portion of the inheritance. 

Allah aiding, Hasan’s beauty drew the eyes of all 
passengers towards his shop, and none crossed the mar- 
ket without stopping at the door to contemplate and 
marvel at this work of the Creator. The shop became 
the continuous centre of a crowd of merchants, women, 
and children, who came together to watch the new 
youth using his hammer, and admire him at their leisure. 

One day, as Hasan sat in his shop and the crowd out- 
side was beginning to diminish, a Persian passed, having a 
long white beard and a tall white turban. His carriage 
proclaimed nobility and, in his hand, he carried an old 
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book. After regarding Hasan attentively for some time, 
he approached, exclaiming loudly; “As Allah lives, an 
excellent goldsmith!” Then he began to scratch his head 
with a gesture of limitless admiration and so stayed until 
the rest of the passers had dispersed to the noon prayer. 
At length he entered the shop and saluted Hasan; the 
young man returned his greeting and begged him to be 
seated. The Persian sat down with a tender smile, saying; 
“My child, you are a youth of very pleasing appearance. 
As I have no son, I wish to adopt you and teach you the 
secrets of my art; it is unique in the world, and thousands 
upon thousands beg to be instructed in it. Yet now, for 
the first time, my soul and its love are moved to reveal 
what I have so carefully hidden, that you may be the 
depository of my learning after I am dead. I will rear an 
unpierceable wall between poverty and you, sparing 
you the fatigue of this trivial trade, which exposes your 
too charming person to dust and coal and flame.” “As 
Allah lives, O venerable uncle,” answered Hasan, “I ask 
nothing better than to be your son and the heir to your 
skill. When will you begin to initiate me?” “To-morrow,” 
replied the Persian, rising to go. He took Hasan’s head 
between his hands and kissed it, and then left the shop 
without another word. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

In a fever of excitement Hasan shut his shop and ran 
to tell his mother what had passed. “What are you telling 
me, Hasan?” asked the old woman doubtfully. “How can 
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you believe a Persian heretic?” “The venerable sage is not 
a heretic and his turban is of white muslin like those of 
true Believers,” answered Hasan; but his mother con- 
tinued: “Do not make any mistake, my son. These 
Persians are cheats and libertines; their learning is 
alchemy, and Allah alone knows what snares they set in 
the darkness of their souls for the confounding of their 
fellow men.” But Hasan laughed, saying: “Mother, we 
are poor and have nothing to tempt the cupidity of any. 
Besides, there is no one in the whole of Basrah with a face 
and carriage more engaging than this Persian. I have 
seen in him evident signs of virtue and good will. Instead 
of criticising him, let us thank Allah for His compassion.” 
His mother answered nothing to all this and Hasan's 
impatient anxiety prevented him from closing an eye all 
night. Next morning he went very early to the market 
with his keys, and opened his shop before the arrival of 
the other merchants. When, in a little while, the 
Persian entered, he rose in his honour and would have 
kissed his hands, but the other embraced him instead 
and asked him if he were married. “As Allah lives, I am a 
bachelor,” answered Hasan, “though my mother is always 
urging me to take a wife.” “That is excellent,” said the 
Persian. “If you had been married I could not have 
introduced you to my secrets. Have you any copper in 
your shop?” “I have an old battered brass dish,” answered 
Hasan, and the sage went on: “That is what I need. Light 
your furnace, put the crucible on the fire, and use your 
bellows. Then cut up the old dish with your scissors.” 
When Hasan had done these things, the Persian said 
again: “Put the brass scraps into the crucible and work 
at the hre until they melt.” Hasan placed the pieces in 
the crucible, worked at the fire and blew upon the metal 
^vith his air cane until the metal melted. At once the 
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Persian approached the furnace and read unknown 
incantations over the bubbling metal from his old book; 
then, raising his voice, he cried: “HakI Makl Bak! Let 
the virtue of the sun penetrate you, O vile metal! Hak! 
Makl Bak! Let the virtue of the gold cleanse you, O vile 
metal! Hak! Mak! Bak! O brass, be gold!” As he spoke 
these words, the old man drew from the muslin folds of 
his turban a small paper packet; opening this, he dropped 
from it a pinch of saffron-yellow powder into the molten 
brass. At once the mass hardened and formed an ingot 
of the most pure gold. 

Hasan was amazed; but, at a sign from -the Persian, 
he rubbed one comer of the shining ingot with his 
testing file, and made sure that he had to do with true 
gold, of the kind which is most eagerly sought for among 
jewellers. Again he would have kissed the old man’s 
hands; but the other prevented him, saying: “Go 
quickly to the market and sell this gold. Lock away the 
money which you get for it in your own house and say 
no word of what you know to anyone.” Hasan hurried 
to the market and gave the ingot to the crier, who, after 
determining its weight and quality, sold it for two 
thousand dinars. Hasan took the money and sped on 
wings of joy to his mother; the old woman was so aston- 
ished that she could say nothing; but, when Hasan with a 
laugh told her it was the fruit of the old man’s learning, 
she lifted terrified hands, and cried: “There is no God 
but Allah! There is no power or might save in Allah! 
What did you do with that Persian alchemist, my son?” 
“He has begun to instruct me in alchemy,” answered the 
boy. “He first showed me how a base metal could be 
changed into pure gold.” Then, without paying any 
attention to his mother’s forebodings, he took from the 
kitchen the large brass mortar, in which the woman 
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used to pound garlic and onions and make crushed corn 
cakes, and ran with it to his shop where the Persian 
awaited him. He set the mortar down on the floor, began 
to blow up the fire and, when the Persian asked him what 
he was doing, answered that he wished to turn his 
mother’s mortar into gold. The sage laughed and ex- 
claimed: “You are mad to think of showing gold ingots 
in the market twice in the same day; you would rouse 
all sorts of suspicions and draw upon our heads the 
penalties for alchemy.” “You are right,” answered Hasan, 
“but I am very anxious to learn the secret ot your art.” 
The Persian laughed even more heartily than before. 
“Again you are mad, Hasan!” he exclaimed. “Do you 
think that the art and the secrets of the art can be taught 
in the open street, or that a lad may serve his apprentice- 
ship in the middle of the market, under the eyes of the 
police? If you really wish to be seriously instructed, take 
up all your tools and follow me to my house.” Without a 
moment’s hesitation Hasan took up his tools and followed 
the Persian. 

But, on the road, Hasan recalled what his mother had 
said about the men of Persia, and, a thousand doubtful 
thoughts flocking into his head, he halted and began to 
reflect deeply. The Persian saw him stop and said, with 
another laugh: “You certainly are mad, Hasan 1 If you 
were as clever as you are delightful, you would never 
baulk before so fair a Destiny. I wish nothing but your 
happiness, and you hesitate! . . . Still, my son, as I do 
not wish you to have the least doubt of my intentions, I 
will teach you the mysteries of my science in your own 
house.” “That will calm my mother’s fears,” answered 
Hasan; and the Persian bade him lead the way. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When they arrived, Hasan begged the Persian to 
wait in t?he vestibule and ran, like a young stallion leaping 
in the fields of spring, to tell his mother of their guest. 
“Now that he is about to eat food in our house,” he said, 
“there will be bread and salt between us and you need 
have no anxiety.” The mother answered: “Allah protect 
us, my sonl The bond of bread and salt is a holy thing 
with us, but these abominable Persians, fire-worshippers, 
perverts, perjurers, do not respect it. Calamity still 
pursues us, my son. . . . You say that, when I have seen 
him, I will not let him depart from the house; but I 
swear, by the tomb of your father, that I myself will not 
stay while this heretic is here. When he has gone, I will 
wash the tiles of the room and bum incense; I will not 
touch even you for a whole month for fear of being soiled. 
Yet, as he is already in our house and we have the gold 
which he sent us, I will prepare a meal for you two, 
before I go to take refuge with the neighbours.” While 
Hasan went back to the Persian, she spread the cloth 
and, after having made large purchases, prepared a meal 
on it of roast fowls, cucumbers, ten sorts of pastry and 
preserves. Then she fled to the neighbours. 

Hasan introduced his friend into the dining-room and 
begged him to be seated, saying: “There must be the 
bond of bread and salt between us.” “Certainly, for that 
bond is inviolable,” answered the old man. He sat down 
by Hasan’s side and, as the two ate, he said: “Hasan, my 
son, I swear by the sacred bond of bread and salt, which 
is now between us, that if I did not love you very dearly J 
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would not instruct you in those secret matters for which 
we are met here.” So saying he drew the little packet of 
yellow powder from his turban and showed it to the 
youth, adding: “With a single pinch of this you can 
transmute ten pounds of brass into gold; for it is quin- 
tessential elixir in solid and powdered form; I derived 
it from the substance of a thousand simples and a thou- 
sand ingredients, each more complicated than the last. 
The enormous labours and fatigues which I first had to 
undergo I will tell you some day.” He handed the packet 
to Hasan and, while the boy was eagerly examining it, 
slipped from his turban a morsel of Cretan banj and 
mingled it with a pastry. This he offered to Hasan and 
the latter swallowed it without raising his eyes from the 
powder; only to fall immediately head over heels in deep 
unconsciousness. 

The Persian uttered a cry of triumph and leapt to his 
feet, saying; “Ah, charming Hasan, how many years have 
I sought you! Now I have you, and you shall not escape 
my will!” Pulling up his sleeves and fastening his belt, 
he bent Hasan in two, head to knees, and tied him 
securely in this position. Then he emptied a chest of the 
clothing which it contained and put Hasan into it, with 
all the gold which had resulted from his first alchemical 
operation. He went out and came back with a porter, 
who took the chest upon his back and carried it to the 
seashore. Here a ship awaited him, and the captain, as 
soon as he was on board, weighed anchor and put out to 
sea. So much for the Persian ravishcr and the chest which 
contained Hasan, 

When the boy’s mother found that her son and the 
chest and the gold had disappeared, when she saw 
garments strewn about the room and the house door 
hanging open, she understood tliat Hasan was lost to her 
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for ever, and that Destiny had run its course. She gave 
herself up to despair, beating her face and tearing her 
clothes; she groaned ?ind wept and cried sorrowfully: 
“Alas, alas, my child! O life of my heart, alas, alas!” 
She spent all that night running madly among the neigh- 
bours, seeking news of her son, and, when they would 
have comforted her, she was inconsolable. From that 
time she continued sitting in grief and tears by a tomb 
which she caused to be built in the middle of the house. 
On it was written the name of Hasan and the date ot the 
day on which he had been ravished away from her love. 
Also, upon its marble, she engraved these lines, so that 
she might ceaselessly say them over to herself and 


My son comes to me when the dawn is grey , 

But when I wahefor joy he goes away; 

Though his appearance is hut fantasy 
/ should be happier if he would stay. 

Til us the poor mother lived with her grief. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The Persian, who had escaped with the chest on 
board a ship, was in reality a terrible magician, called 
Bahram the Fire-worsliipper, because of his alchemical 
pursuits. Each year he would choose out from amongst 
the sons of the Mussulmans some well-made boy, whom 
he would abduct and use as his perverse and faithless 
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nationality suggested. The Master of Proverbs has said; 
He is a dog, the son of a dog, the grandson of a dog; and all his 
line were always dogs! How then could he be other than a dog, 
or do other than a dog? During the voyage he went down 
every day into the hold and, lifting the lid of the chest, 
gave Hasan food and drink, feeding him with his own 
hand and leaving him always in a state of stupor. When 
the ship came to the end of her voyage, he went ashore 
with the chest and watched the vessel depart again for 
the open sea. 

Then Bahram opened the chest, undid Hasan's bonds, 
and destroyed the effect of the banj by making him 
breathe at vinegar and casting a powdered counter-banj 
into his nostrils. Hasan came to himself and looked 
roimd; he saw that he was lying upon a beach, the pebbles 
and sand of which were red, green, white, blue, yellow 
and black; so that he might be sure that he was not upon 
his native coast. He rose in astonishment and beheld, 
seated behind him on a rock, the Persian alchemist; and 
the old man was looking at him with one closed and one 
open eye. At once he realised that he had been duped 
and, calling to mind the unhappy predictions of his 
mother, resigned himself to the decrees of Destiny. 
“I put my trust in Allah!” he cried, and walked up to the 
Persian, who did not move. “What does this mean, my 
father?” he asked in a trembling voice. “Is there not the 
bond of bread and salt between us?” But Bahram laughed, 
saying; “By Fire and Light, who speaks of bread and salt to 
Bahram? I worship the Flame and the Spark, I worship 
the Sun and the Light of the Sun. I have already raped 
nine hundred and ninety-nine young Mussulmans into 
my power, and you are the thousandth;'" But, by Light 
and Fire, you are the fairest of them all! I did not think 
that you would fall so easily into my toils, O Hasan ; but. 
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glory be to the Sun, you are now in my power and shall 
see how much I love you. First you must abjure your 
Faith and adore that which I adore.” Hasan’s surprise 
turned to a boundless indignation at these words. 
“Sheikh of ill-omen,” he cried, “what abomination is 
this?” So the Persian, who had other views for the 
moment, did not insist on a renunciation that day, but 
said: “My proposal was only a test, Hasan, only a test of 
your Faith; you have come out of it with great credit in 
the sight of Allah. My true and single object in bringing 
you here was to find the needed solitude in which to 
initiate you. That high and pointed mountain, which 
looks over the sea, is Cloud Mountain and there I find the 
necessary elements for my elixir. If you will let yourself 
be led to its top, I swear by Light and Fire that you will 
not regret it. If I had wanted to force you, I could have 
taken you there while you were asleep. When we reach 
the summit, we will gather the stalks of those plants 
which grow above the clouds, and I will then teach you 
further.” Hasan dared not refuse, for there was com- 
pulsion in the old man’s words; but he wept bitterly and 
remembered his mother. 

“Do not weep, Hasan,” said Bahram. “Soon you will 
see how very useful my advice can be.” Then said Hasan: 
“How can we climb that mountain? It is as steep as a wall.” 
“Do not let that trouble you,” answered the magician, 
“we will go more easily than birds.” 

He drew from his robe a little copper drum, which 
was engraved with talismanic characters and had a cock s 
skin stretched tightly over it. He beat on this with his 
fingers, and at once a cloud of dust rose round them, 
from which came a sound of neighing; in the twinkling 
of an eye there stood before them a vast black horse with 
wings, which pawed the ground and jetted flames from 
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its nostrils. The Persian mounted this beast and helped 
Hasan up behind him; at once the horse beat its wings 
and rose from the earth. Before the riders had time to 
open one eye and shut the other, it set them upon the 
top of Cloud Mountain and disappeared. 

The Persian looked at Hasan, with all the evil returned 
to his eyes, and cried in a shout of laughter: “Now, 
Hasan, you really are in my power; for there is no 
creature here to help you. Prepare to satisfy all my 
caprices and begin by swearing that there is no power 
save in Fire, the Father of Light.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

But, instead, Hasan recoiled, crying: “There is no 
God but Allah! And Muhammad is the Prophet of Allah! 
You, O vile Persian, are an impious infidel and the 
Master of Power uses me as a sword against you.” With 
the quickness of light he hurled himself on the sorcerer 
and, snatching the drum from his hands, pushed him 
towards the edge of the mountain. Then, thrusting out 
both his arms, he precipitated the perjured old man 
into the gulf, so that he turned upon himself in the air 
and was broken to pieces upon the rocks of the seashore. 
His evil soul departed and Iblis gathered his life-breath to 
fan the fire of hell. Such was the death of Bahram the 
Fire-worshipper, magician and alchemist. 

Freed from his captor, who would have made him 
commit every abomination, Hasan first examined the 
magic drum with its cock's skin; but, being ignorant of 
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how to use it, he would not venture the attempt. 
Instead, he hung it at his belt and looked about him. He 
saw that the mountain upon which he stood was so high 
that it towered over the loftiest clouds, and that its 
summit was formed of a great plain like a dry sea, far off 
on which there was a shining flame. “Where there is fire, 
there is man,” thought Hasan, and began to walk in the 
direction of the light, pushing on boldly with no com- 
panion save Allah. As he approached his goal, he made 
out the shining flame to be the sun beating upon a gold 
palace with a gold dome, supported upon four high 
columns of gold. 

Being tired with his long walk and all the emotions of 
the day, he said to himself: “Whatever king or Ifrit lives 
in such a place, I will ask the doorkeeper for a little water 
and some food; if he is a kindly man he will let me sleep 
in a comer.” Trusting in his Destiny, he walked up to the 
great door, which was hewn in a block of emerald, and 
ventured into the front court. 

He had only gone a few paces when he saw two young 
girls, blossoming in beauty, who sat on a marble bench 
and played at chess. They were so absorbed in their game 
that, at first, they did not perceive Hasan's entrance; 
but soon the younger looked up and saw the beautiful 
youth standing before them. She rose quickly to her 
feet, saying: “Behold, dear sister, here is a handsome 
young man. He must be one of those luckless youths 
whom the magician Bahram brings every year to Cloud 
Mountain; but how can he have escaped from that devil?” 
Hasan threw himself at the feet of the younger girl, 
crying: “Dear mistress, I am indeed one of those.” 
Seeing so beautiful a youth lying at her feet, with tear- 
drops sparkling at the comers of his dark eyes, the girl 
was moved even to her bowels and, with a pitying face, 

lu Q 
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exclaimed: “Bear witness, my sister, that, in your 
presence and before Allah, I adopt this young man as my 
brother; he shall share the pleasure and pain of all my 
days.” She took Hasan by the hand and helped him to his 
feet, kissing him as a loving sister might have done; then 
she led him into the palace and gave him a refreshing bath 
in the hammam. After that, she dressed him in magni- 
ficent garments, throwing away his old and soiled ones, 
and, finally, with the help of her sister, conducted him 
to her own room, one going on each side and holding 
him under the arms. The two girls made their young 
guest sit between them and kept him company while he 
ate. When he had finished, the younger said: “Dearly 
loved brother, darling brother, whose coming has made 
the stones of our palace dance for joy, what is your 
charming name, and what has led you to our door?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“Dear sister, and you our elder sister, I am called 
Hasan,” answered the youth. “My happy Destiny led me 
to your palace only after great tribulation.” He told them 
of his adventures with Baliram the Fire-worshipper, 
and they exclaimed together indignantly: “The evil dog! 
His death was richly deserved and you did well, O 
brother, to cut him off from the air.” 

Then the elder turned to the younger, saying: “Now, 
Roseleaf, you must tell your brother our story, so that he 
shall remember it.” And the delightful Roseleaf said: 
Beautiful brother, we .are princesses. I am Roseleaf 
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and this is Myrtleberry; we have five other sisters, more 
beautiful than ourselves, who are hunting at present hut 
will soon return. The eldest of us all is Moming-Star, 
the second, Evening-Star, the third, Camelian, the 
fourth, Emerald, and the fifth. Anemone. We are the 
daughters of the same father, though not of the same 
mother; but I, the youngest of all, and Myrtleberry were 
carried in the same breast. Our father, one of the 
powerful Kings of the Jinn, is so proud a tyrant that he 
thinks no one worthy to marry his daughters; he has 
sworn an oath that none of us shall ever be wed and, to 
see that this should be kept for ever, he called his wazirs 
to him, saying: “Do you not know of some place which 
neither man nor Jinni has ever visited; one suitable as a 
home for my seven daughters?” “O King,” answered the 
wazirs, “ it is in our thought that women and girls were 
created by Allah for no other purpose than to unite their 
delicate organs with man. The Prophet (upon whom be 
prayer and peace!) has said: *No woman of Islam shall 
grow old in virginity.' Therefore it would be a great 
shame upon the head of our King if his daughters did 
grow old in virginity. And, as Allah lives, what a sorrow it 
would be upon their youth!” But our father said: “I would 
rather see them dead than married! If you do not at once 
tell me of the place I seek, your heads shall go to find it.” 
“In that case, O King,” answered the wazirs hastily, 
“there is a place in which your daughters can be free from 
the approach of man: Cloud Mountain, which in old time 
was inhabited by those Afarlt who rebelled against 
Sulaiman. They built a gold palace there as a refuge and, 
since their time, it has been abandoned. Its neighbour- 
hood is favoured with an excellent climate; it abounds 
in fruit trees and delicious streanas cooler than ice and 
sweeter than honey.” Our father at once sent a formidable 
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escort of Jinn and Marids who, when they had installed 
us in this palace, returned to his kingdom. 

Since we came, we have seen the truth of the wazTrs' 
words, for this uninhabited country is filled with flowers 
and rich in forests. It shines with pasturage and orchards; 
courses of living water flow in it like strings of pearl or 
bars of silver; the streams push each other out of the 
way to see the smiling flowers and mirror them; the air is 
filled with mingled bird song and perfume; ringdoves 
and turtles chant in the boughs of spring; swans float 
gloriously upon the lakes, and there are peacocks like 
young brides, for their garments are encrusted with 
coral and tinted diamond; the earth is suave with cam- 
phor and holds the beauty of Paradise. 

Therefore, dear brother, we are not unhappy in such 
a land, and in our gold palace; we thank Allah for His 
favours and only regret that we have no youths to bear us 
company, no man’s delightful face to see on waking, no 
loving well-intentioned heart to please us. That is why 
we are so delighted to receive you, Hasan. 

When she had told her tale, sweet Roseleaf loaded 
Hasan with gifts and attentions, as is the custom with 
brothers and friends, and went on talking to him most 
affectionately. 

Soon the five other princesses came in from their 
hunting and were pleased beyond measure to find so 
pleasant a brother waiting for them. They welcomed 
him warmly and, after the first greeting, asked him to 
promise to stay with them for a long time. Hasan readily 
promised, as he could find no reason to urge against the 
thing. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-HFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He dwelt with them among the marvels of their 
palace and became the companion of their hunting and 
walking. His delight and self-congratulation on having 
such sisters was only equalled by the pride and joy which 
they took in their miraculous brother. They passed their 
days in playing together in the gardens and along the 
streams, and, in the evening, would teach each other: 
Hasan by describing the customs of his native land and 
the girls by telling the history of the Jinn. This agreeable 
life made Hasan daily more beautiful, and he grew as fond 
of his seven sisters, especially of young Roseleaf, as if 
they had been all children of the same mother. 

One day, as they sat together singing in a thicket, a 
whirlwind of dust filled the sky and covered the sun 
before them, a noise like thunder rolled in their direc- 
tion. The seven princesses said fearfully to Hasan: “Run 
and hide yourself in the pavilion 1” and Roseleaf, taking 
him by the hand, hid him in the pavilion of the garden. 
The dust died down and there appeared a whole army of 
the Jinn, an escort sent by the King of Jinnistan to bring 
his daughters to a festival which he was about to give in 
honour of a neighbouring monarch. When she heard this, 
Roseleaf ran back to Hasan and kissed him with tears in 
her eyes, her breast shaken by unhappy sobs. She told 
him of their departure, and added: “You, dear brother, 
can wait our return in the palace; I make you master of it. 
Here are the keys of all the rooms; but I beg you not to 
open that door which this key fits.” She pointed out, on 
the bunch which she gave him, a key ornamented with a 
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single turquoise; and Hasan, holding her close, promised 
not only to wait for her return, but also not to make use 
of the forbidden key. The six sisters also found time to 
come secretly to the pavilion and bid their brother 
tender farewells, kissing him by turns; then the seven 
departed with their escort for their father's kingdom. 

Hasan lived alone in the palace, a prey to great melan- 
choly, and, as solitude was the only cause of his sorrow, 
he strove to lessen his regret by visiting the girls’ rooms 
one after the other. His heart beat tenderly when he saw 
the places which his seven sisters had occupied and the 
things of beauty which belonged to them. In the course 
of his visiting he came to the door which might be 
opened by the forbidden key; but he refrained from 
opening it and returned the way he had come. Yet, a little 
later, he thought to himself: “Why did Roseleaf forbid 
me to open that door? What can there be behind it so 
mysterious? But I have sworn not to enter.” As night had 
fallen and solitude weighed upon him, he lay down to 
sleep; but the thought of the door so stayed with him and 
so tortured him that he could not close his eyes. At first 
he said: “Shall I open it in spite of all?” and then: “I will 
wait for the morning,” but at last, as he still could not 
sleep: “I will open the door at once and see what is 
behind it, even if I die!” He lit a torch and, walking to 
the forbidden room, placed the key in the lock. 
The door opened noiselessly, as if of itself, and Hasan 
entered. 

Look about him as he would, he could at first see 
nothing: no furniture, no mats, no carpet; but at last, in 
circling the room, he saw a ladder of black wood standing 
against the wall in one of the corners; and the top of it 
disappeared through a hole in the ceiling. Hasan set his 
torch upon the floor and, climbing the ladder, began to 
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adventure through the hole. As his head advanced he 
found himself in the open air, his eyes level with a 
terrace which was covered like a garden with plants and 
flowering shrubs. When he set foot upon it, he beheld, 
stretching before him under the magic brilliance of the 
moon, the most beautiful landscape ever seen of human 
eyes. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

A QUIET LAKE LAY sleeping at his feet and all the beauty 
of the sky was looking down into it; in the ripples by the 
shore laughed the leaves of dancing laurels, of flowering 
myrtles, of snow-crowned almond trees, with loops of 
wisteria. The reflection seemed to echo the night song 
of the birds; the silken surface of the lake, stretching 
away between trees, at last bathed the feet of a strangely- 
builded palace, whose misty domes were lost in the 
crystal of the sky. The palace joined the lake by a marble 
and mosaic stair, at the foot of which a royal platform 
had been built out into the water, with alternating bricks 
of ruby and emerald, and silver and gold. Upon this 
platform a veil of green silk, held by four light pillars of 
rose alabaster, shaded a throne of aloe-wood and gold, 
climbed by a vine of heavy clusters, whose grapes were 
pearls. The whole was fenced by a slender trellis, woven 
of silver and red gold. No king could have realised the 
harmonious splendour of these things. 

As Hasan stood still, for fear of troubling this delight- 
ful peace, a flight of great birds came down out of the 
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sky. When they lighted on the border of the lake, he 
could see that there were ten of them; their white 
plumage ruffled the grass, as they walked hither and 
thither upon it. Then, seeming to obey the largest and 
fairest among them, who had gone slowly up on to the 
platform and mounted the throne, they slipped out of 
their feathers with one graceful movement and came 
forth, as moons from behind a cloud, ten naked laughing 
girls. They dived into the water, which met each with a 
sparkle of diamonds, and bathed delightfully, playing 
together. The fairest swam after the others, caught 
them, and grasped them in a thousand pretty caresses; 
she tickled and nibbled them until their laughter echoed 
all across the lake. 

When their bath was over, they came up out of the 
lake and the fairest sat upon the throne with no other 
clothing than her hair. As Hasan detailed her beauties he 
felt his reason depart from him, and said to himself: 
“Now I know why Roseleaf forbade me to open that 
door; my rest has gone for ever.” What marvels did he not 
behold, for she was the most perfect of the master works 
of God! She was naked; the balance of her neck and the 
black fire of her eyes surpassed gazelles, her body the 
wind-dancing araka; her hair was a winter night, her 
mouth a rose, sealed with the seal of Sulaiman; her teeth 
were hailstones in the sun. Her neck was a bar of silver; 
her belly had its dimples and counter- dimples, her 
buttucks their valleys and stages; her navel could have 
held an ounce of black musk; her thighs, though heavy 
and firm, had the resilience of cushions filled with 
ostrich down. Between these thighs there lay in its warm 
nest, like a little rabbit without ears, her pretty love 
tale, with terrace and hollow, hill and vale, and fair 
regale to banish grief and bale. You would have called it a 
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smooth crystal dome or an inverted silver cup. To such a 
girl these lines are applicable: 

She comes to me dressed in beauty, 

A tree in roses, 

Her breasts are apples? 

Yet her breasts are more than apples, 

Herjiesh than roses; 

For a man may bathe in a bath of roses 
And eat of apples. 

She sat, royal and naked, on the throne by the borders 
of the lake. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When she had rested from her bath, she bade her 
companions, who were couched beside her on the 
platform, to bring her her undergarments; they clothed 
her only with a gold tissue over the shoulders, a green 
gauze about her hair, and a brocaded belt; thus she was 
like a new-made bride, more marvellous than any miracle. 
Hasan, who watched from behind the terraced trees, 
could make no movement for very love, though that same 
love urged him most powerfully to move. “O princesses, 
the dawn is near,” said the girl to her companions, “we 
must depart, for our land is far and we have rested,” 
They clothed her in her feathers and, putting on their 
own, flew off with her, going up like white light into the 
morning sky. 



242 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

Hasan followed them with his eyes until they were out 
of sight and then, as if he had been in a swoon, continued 
to gaze upon the empty horizon. No human girl had ever 
thrown his soul into such confusion; tears of desire fell 
down his cheeks, and he cried: “Alas, poor HasanI Your 
heart is with the daughters of the Jinn, your heart which 
you thought steeled against the glances of women.” 
Dreaming with his cheek on his hand, he extemporised 
these lines: 

She came to tear m/ heart, and then above 
The sunrise the white mists have hidden her. 

(The morning dew received her, dressed in light). 

Who dare pretend that there is sweet in love? 

Ijlove be sweet, how more than sweet is mjrrh. 

He sighed in this way until sunrise and then, leaving 
the platform for the margin of the lake, wandered about 
it, seeking in the morning air for perfume which should 
tell him of his heart’s desire. He wearied through the 
day in expectation of the night and, when darkness came, 
climbed up on to the terrace to wait the return of the 
birds. But they did not come on that night, or any other 
night; and Hasan could not eat or drink or sleep. He gave 
himself up to his passion, growing wan and weak, lying 
upon the grass and saying: “Oh, death were betterl” 

While he was in this woeful state the seven daughters 
of the King of Jinnistan returned from their father’s 
festival, and the youngest, without even waiting to 
change her travelling robes, went in search of Hasan. 
She found him lying pale and changed upon his bed, with 
half-shut eyes from which tears fell down his cheeks. 
She gave an unhappy cry at seeing him thus and, throwing 
herself beside him, held him in her arms and kissed him 
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upon the forehead and eyes. “Dear brother," she said, 
“my heart breaks to see you as you are. Tell me your grief, 
that I may find a remedy.” Hasan sobbed and, shaking his 
head, would say no word; so the girl wept with him, 
and continued with infinite tenderness: “Soul of my 
soul, Hasan, my brother, delight of my eyes! My life has 
become narrow and flavourless to me seeing the roses 
vanished from your cheeks and your eyes thus sunken in 
your head. I conjure you not to hide your pains from a 
sister who would gladly ransom your life with a thou- 
sand of her own.” She covered him with kisses, holding 
his two hands against her breast, and begged him, upon 
her knees, so wildly, that at length Hasan with many 
dolorous sighs and in a faint voice, improvised these lines : 

Ijyou could see the pleasant bands oJ sleep 
Eternally defeated by my eyes, 

If you could see the place my heart should keep 
Emptied, and then invaded by my sights; 

You, with a doctor's skill. 

Might recognise, and fail to cure, my ill. 

Then his tears fell abundantly, and he added: “Ah, 
sister, what help can you bring to one who suffers for his 
own fault? I fear that you can do nothing, save let me die 
alone with my grief.” But Roseleaf cried: “The name of 
Allah be upon you and about you, O Hasan! What are 
you saying? Surely I shall die if I cannot help you!” Then 
said Hasan: “Dear Roseleaf, for ten days I have taken no 
food, because of such and such things which happened to 
me.” And he told her his adventure by the lake in all its 
details. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Instead of being offended at his disobedience, as she 
might have been, Roseleaf pitied him with all her heart, 
and said: “Calm that spirit which I love, my brother, cool 
your eyes and dry your tears; for I swear that I am ready 
to risk dear life itself and my immortal soul to realise 
your desire upon this unknown girl. In Allah *s name, I 
swear itl But I counsel you to keep the matter secret 
from my sisters, for otherwise we might both be lost. 
If they speak to you of the forbidden door, say that you 
do not know which it is and, if they grieve to see you 
brought so low, and question you, answer that you have 
suffered from their long absence.” “I will indeed speak in 
that way,” answered Hasan. “Your plan is excellent.” 
He kissed Roseleaf, and felt his heart grow light because 
he now knew that she was not angry at his disobedience. 
He even asked for food; so that Roseleaf, after a last kiss, 
hastened to her sisters, to whom she said, with tears still 
upon her cheek: “Alas, poor Hasan is very ill. For ten 
days food has not entered into him; his stomach was 
closed by grief for our absence. We left the poor beloved 
with no one to keep him company; therefore he remem- 
bered his mother and his native land, and those memories 
steeped him in the gall of bitterness.” 

The princesses, who had a kindly and sensitive 
spirit, hastened with food and drink to their brother 
and did all they could to cheer him with their presence; 
as a distraction, they described the entertainments and 
marvels which they had witnessed in their father's 
palace in Jinnistan. During a whole month they cared 



The Adventures oj Hasan oj Basrah 24^ 

most tenderly for him, without succeeding in a perfect 
cure. 

At the end of that time they all went hunting, save 
Roseleaf, who insisted upon remaining with Hasan. 
When they had departed, well-pleased that their young 
sister should have taken upon herself the care of their 
guest, Roseleaf helped Hasan to rise and, taking him in 
her arms, assisted him on to the terrace which over- 
looked the lake. There, pillowing his head upon her 
breast, she said: “Now tell me, my lamb, in which of 
these pavilions by the water did you see her who so 
greatly moved you?” “It was in none of the pavilions,” 
answered Hasan, “but first on the lake side and then upon 
the throne of that platform.” Roseleaf became very pale, 
and cried: “Oh, sorrow, sorrowl That girl is the 
daughter of the King of the Jinn, who reigns over the 
whole vast empire of which my father is but a lieutenant. 
He lives in a land too far to be 1 cached, environed by a 
sea which neither man nor Jinnl may cross. He has a 
guard of warrior girls, sprung from noble parentage, and 
each of these commands an army or five thousand 
amazons. You saw the youngest, most beautiful, and 
bravest of his seven daughters; her name is Splendour. 
She comes to divert herself in this place at each new 
moon, bringing with her the daughters of her father's 
chamberlains. The feathery mantles, which carry them 
through the air like birds, belong to the wardrobe of the 
Jinn. It is only by means of these garments that we can 
attain our end ; for, if you would become master of her 
body, you will have to steal her magic cloak. You must 
wait here in hiding until she comes, and take advantage 
of the time when she is bathing in the lake to get posses- 
sion of the plumes. If you take them and nothing more, 
she shall belong to you. Be very careful not to yield when 
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she begs you to return her mantle; for, if you give it back, 
you will have destroyed yourself and us and our father 
with us. Rather seize her by the hair and drag her with 
you; then she will submit and obey; and what shall 
happen, shall happen.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Hasan was transported with joy; he felt life and 
strength return to him and, leaping to his feet, took his 
sister’s head in his hands and thankfully kissed her. They 
both went down again into the palace and passed the time 
in pleasant talk of this or that with the other princesses. 

The night of the next day was new moon, and Hasan 
went to hide himself behind the platform by the lake. 
He had not waited long before a beating of wings broke 
the dark silence of the sky and the birds flew down into 
the moonlight. They threw aside their feathery cloaks 
and silken underclothes, and went down into the lake. 
Splendour, the King’s daughter, also dived in the glory 
of her naked flesh, and she was more beautiful and desir- 
able than the first time. Yet, in spite of the great longing 
and admiration which held him, Hasan was able to steal 
unseen to the place where they had left their garments 
and, taking the plumage of the royal girl, return in 
safety to his hiding-place. 

As soon as Splendour came from bathing she saw, by 
the disorder of the clothes upon the grass, that some 
strange hand had been profaning them. Going nearer, 
she discpyered that her own cloak of plumes had been 
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taken; so, with a terrified cry, she began to beat her 
breast. Ah, how fair she was under the moonlight in her 
despair! Hearing her cries, her companions ran to her 
and learnt what had happened. At once each hurried into 
her own magic garment and, with no care for drying her 
wet nakedness or putting on her silks, fled away wildly 
through the air. As swiftly as a frightened deer or doves 
escaping from a falcon they disappeared beyond sight, 
leaving their princess, the angry and unhappy Splendour, 
deserted by the side of the lake. 

Although Hasan was trembling with emotion he 
bounded from his hiding-place towards the naked girl. 
She fled and he ran after her round the lake, calling upon 
her by tender names and assuring her that he intended 
no evil. But she, panting and with arms throvm forward, 
ran on, giving her hair to the wind, and leapt among the 
trees like a hind, for fear that her virgin flesh should be 
surprised. Hasan caught her at last and, winding her hair 
about his fist, constrained her to follow. She shut her 
eyes and walked without struggling; so that Hasan, who 
had turned a deaf ear to her tears and supplications, was 
able to lead her to his chamber and lock her in. Then he 
hurried to tell his sister the good news. 

Roseleaf went at once into Hasan's chamber and found 
the forsaken Splendour biting the hands of despair and 
weeping all her tears. She threw herself at the captive's 
feet most humbly and said, kissing the earth: “Peace and 
the grace and blessing of Allah be upon you, O Queen! 
You light our house and perfume it!” “Is that you. Rose- 
leaf?” asked Splendour. “Is it thus that you allow the sons 
of men to treat the daughter of your King? You know my 
father’s might, you know that all the kings of the Jinn 
bow down before him, you know that he commands 
legions of Afarit and Marids, numberless like the sands 
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of the sea; and yet you have dared to receive a man into 
your dvv^elling to surprise and betray me! Without you 
no man could have found the way to the lake where I 
bathe!” 

Then said Roseleaf: “O princess, O daughter of our 
King, O most beautiful and admired of women, O 
lustral one, this boy who surprised your bath has also no 
equal. In truth, his manners are too exquisite for his 
intention to have the least harm in it; but, when a thing is 
written by Destiny, the saying must be fulfilled. And it 
was the destiny of this beautiful youth which made him 
become passionately amorous of your beauty. Lovers are 
excusable, and to be loved as he loves cannot be un- 
pleasing to you. Did not Allah create women for men? 
And is not this the most charming boy in all the world? 
O mistress, if you only knew how ill he has been since he 
first saw you! He has nearly died for love of you.” She 
told the princess all the violence of Hasan's heart, and 
thus ended her appeal: “Do not forget, dear mistress, that 
he chose you from among your ten companions as the 
most beautiful, the most wonderful; and they also were 
naked and easy to surprise!” 

When she heard such discourse. Splendour realised 
that she would have to renounce all thought of escape, 
so she gave a resigned sigh. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Roseleaf dressed the princess in a magnificient robe 
and served her with food, making every effort the while 
to dispel her grief. The fair Splendour was a little con- 
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soled, and said; “I see that it was written in my Destiny 
that I should be separated from my father and the land of 
my birth. I must submit to the decrees of Fate.” Roseleaf 
kept her strenuously in this way of thinking until her 
tears were dry; then she ran to Hasan and said to him: 
“Go to your beloved at once, for the moment is propi- 
tious. When you enter the chamber, first kiss her feet 
and then her hands and then her head. Do not speak until 
that is done and, when you venture upon words, let 
them be eloquent and very kind.” Trembling with love, 
Hasan presented himself before the princess, who looked 
closely upon him and felt her heart much softened by his 
beauty. Nevertheless she lowered her glance, while 
Hasan kissed her feet and hands and then between her 
eyes. “O queen of all beauty,” he said, “O life of life, 
eyes’ joy and garden of the spirit, O my princess, if you 
pity me at all, calm your heart and cool your eyes; for 
your lot shall be a happy one. Just as my sister is your 
servant, so I have no will or wish to be other than your 
slave. I had no thought of violating you, but wish to 
marry you according to the law of Allah and His Prophet. 

I will take you to Baghdad, the city of my birth, and there 
buy for you slaves of both sexes and a home worthy of 
your magnificence. Ah, if you knew in what delightful 
ground rises the City of Peace; how amiable and polished 
her citizens, how delightful and propitious their address! 
I have a mother who is the best woman in tlie world, and 
she will love you as a daughter; she will make you 
extraordinary dishes, for in all the land of Irak there is no 
better cook.” 

Thus spake Hasan to the girl Splendour, daughter of 
the King of all the jinn; but the princess did not answer 
by word or letter or sigh. Suddenly there came a 
knocking at the palace door, and Hasan, whose business 

lU R 
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it was to open, excused himself from the princess, and 
ran to the entrance, where he found that the six other 
sisters had come back from hunting. When they saw his 
cheeks new-coloured and his body returned to health, 
they rejoiced exceedingly; but Hasan, instead of telling 
them about Splendour, helped them to carry their game: 
the gazelles which they had killed, the foxes, hares, 
buffaloes, and other wild beasts. He was very friendly 
with them, kissing them on the brow in turn, laughing 
with them and showing his pleasure in their coming with 
an effusion to which they were not accustomed, since 
they knew that he kept all his kisses for Roseleaf. They 
were agreeably surprised by this change, and the eldest 
went so far as to suspect that his transports must have an 
imknown cause; she smiled at him slyly, and said with a 
wink: “Until to-day, Hasan, you accepted our caresses 
without wishing to return them; therefore this demon- 
stration surprises us. Is it that you find us more beautiful 
in our hunting robes, is it that you have suddenly learned 
to love us, or is it both?” Hasan lowered his eyes and 
sighed to break the hardest heart, so that the princesses 
asked: “Why do you sigh so heavily, dear brother? Do 
you wish to return to your mother, your native land? 
Open your heart to your sisters, Hasanl” But the youth 
turned to Roseleaf, who had just come up, and, with a 
blush, begged her to speak for him. Then said Roseleaf: 
“It is nothing at all, my sisters. My brother has caught a 
beautiful bird and wishes you to help him tame it.” 
“That is certainly nothing!” cried the sisters. “Why does 
Hasan blush for a thing like that?” “Because Hasan loves 
the bird. And, ah, with what a love!” she replied; and 
the sisters exclaimed: “But, Hasan, how, in Allah's 
name, can you show your love for a bird?” As Hasan still 
looked at the ground and blushed, Roseleaf replied 
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again: “With the word and the gesture and the act which 
comes after.” “It must be a very big bird, theni” said they. 
“It is about our size,” said she. “But hear me further: the 
human intelligence is very limited. Thus it was that, 
when we left our poor Hasan alone, he wandered in grief 
through the palace and his soul was so upset that he mis- 
took the keys and, quite by accident, opened the for- 
bidden door and found the terrace. There such and 
such a thing befell him.” She told the whole story of 
Hasan’s love, making it appear that he was in no wise to 
blame, and added: “In any case our brother is to be 
excused, for the girl is beautiful. If you but knew how 
beautiful she is!” 

Then said the sisters: “If she is as beautiful as you say, 
describe her to us.” “Describe her!” cried Roseleaf. “By 
Allah, there is none who could do that! Hairs would 
grow on my tongue before I could give you a faint image 
of her charms. But I will try if only to prevent you from 
falling down flat when you see her! 

“Glory be to Him Who clothed her in jasmine naked- 
ness! The balance of her neck and the black fire of her 
eyes surpass gazelles, her body, the wind-dancing araka; 
her hair is a winter night, her mouth, a rose sealed with 
the seal of Sulaiman; her teeth are hailstones in the sun. 
Her neck is a bar of silver; her belly has its dimples and 
counter-dimples; her buttocks their valleys and stages; 
her navel could hold an ounce of black musk; her thighs, 
though heavy and firm, have the resilience of cushions 
filled with ostrich down. Between these thighs there lies 
in its warm nest , like a li ttle rabbit without ears , her pretty 
love tale, with terrace and hollow, hill and vale, and fair 
regale to banish grief and bale. You would call it a 
smooth crystal dome or an inverted silver cup. To such a 
girl these lines are applicable: 
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She comes to me dressed in beau^, 

A tree in roses; 

Her breasts are apples. 

Yet her breasts are more than apples, 

Her Jlesh than roses; 

For a man may bathe in a bath oj roses 
And eat of apples. 

“Such, my sisters, is the eye-glance which I had of 
princess Splendour, daughter of the King of the kings of 
Jinnistan.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE HVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-HRST NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

The marvelling sisters cried: “You are right to be 
snared by such beauty, Hasan! In Allah’s name, lead us to 
her that we may see for ourselves.” Certain now that they 
would be on his side, Hasan conducted them to the 
pavilion where Splendour was and they kissed the earth 
between her hands, saying: “O daughter of our King, 
your adventure wi^ ^is youth is indeed prodigious; 
but we, who here bow before you, can predict nothing 
but happiness; we assure you that in all your life you will 
do nought but congratulate yourself on the possession 
of our brother, on his delightful manners, his deep 
affection, his skill in everything. Consider, too, that he 
declared his passion in person, not using a go-between, 
and asked for nothing unlawful. If we were not certain 
that girls need men, we would not dare to plead so 
boldly before our princess. Let us marry you to our bro- 
ther, and we promise that you will be pleased with him.” 
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They waited an answer and, when the fair Splendour said 
neidier yes nor no, Roseleaf went up to her and took one 
of her hands between her own. “Allow me, dear mis- 
tress,” she said, and then to Hasan: “Give me your hand.” 
Hasan obeyed and Roseleaf joined the hands of both, 
saying: “With the leave of Allah and by the law of His 
Prophet, I pronounce you man and wifel” And Hasan, 
in an ecstasy of happiness, improvised these lines: 

You are wet with the water ojbeautjr, 

A half ojyourjlesh is rubies. 

The rest is pearls and amber and black musk; 

Yetjou are all gold. 


There is none like you 
In Allah’s garden of dead girls. 
So kill me if you wish. 


Hearing these verses, the girls cried out together and, 
turning to Splendour, exclaimed: “O princess, do you 
blame us for giving you a youth who can so fairly express 
himself in verse?” “Is he a poet, then?” asked Splendour; 
and they answered: “Indeed he is. He composes poems 
with miraculous facility and extemporises odes with 
thousands of lines , each imbued with the most lively senti- 
ment.” This answer finally won over the bride’s heart 
and she smiled at Hasan under heavy lids; so that he, 
who had waited for that signal from her eyes, took her 
in his arms and carried her to his inner chamber. There, 
with her will, he opened that which there was to open, 
broke that which there, was to break, and unsealed that 
which was sealed. They sweetly rejoiced together and, 
in an instant of time, tasted the sum of every joy. Love 
grew about the heart of Hasan, overtopping all his 
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passions, and every bird of his being broke into song. 
Now glory be to Allah, Who joins His Faithful in delight 
and does not count the gifts He showers upon them! It 
is You, O Lord, Whom we adore. You upon Whom we 
cry for aid! Lead us into the narrow way, into the path of 
those who have experienced the mercy of our God; let 
us not wander into the road of those who are smitten by 
the anger of the Lord, those who have gone astray! 

For forty days and nights Hasan and Splendour lay 
together upon the pleasant breast of love, and the seven 
princesses vied with each other to vary their delights 
and to make their stay in the palace a thing of wonder. 
But on the fortieth night Hasan saw his mother in a dream . 
She upbraided him for forgetfulness and spoke of her 
eternal tears over the tomb which she had raised in the . 
house at home. He woke sighing and weeping so loud 
that the seven princesses ran to him and Roseleaf, being 
more anxious than the others, asked the King’s daughter 
what had happened to her husband. When Splendour 
answered that she did not know, the youngest princess 
exclaimed: “I will find out for myself!” and going up to 
Hasan asked tenderly: “What is the matter, my lamb?” 
Hasan’s tears fell more heavily at first; but in the end he 
sorrowfully told his dream. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

Then it was Roseleaf 's turn to weep and groan, while 
her sisters said to Hasan: “We may not keep you here 
any longer or prevent you from returning to your mother; 
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but we beg you not to forget us and to promise that you 
will visit us once a year.” His little sister, Roseleaf, 
threw herself sobbing upon his neck and then swooned 
for very grief. When she came to herself, she sadly 
recited verses of farewell and, bowing her head to her 
knees, refused all consolation. Therefore, while the 
other sisters made preparations for the journey, Hasan 
kissed and petted her who loved him most, solemnly 
swearing to return to her once every year. When all was 
ready, the girls asked Hasan in what way he wished to 
return to Basrah. Just as he was about to reply that he 
did not know, he remembered the magic drum which 
he had taken from Bahram, the drum covered with 
cock's skin. “Here are the means,” he cried, “but I do not 
know how to use them.” Roseleaf dried her tears for a 
moment and got to her feet, saying: “Dear brother, I will 
teach you how to use the drum. This is what you must 
do.” And, placing the instrument against her ^igh, she 
made the action of beating upon the skin with her fingers. 
Hasan took the drum, saying: “I understand,” and beat it 
in the same way, but very strongly. At once, from every 
point of the compass, sprang towards them great camels, 
racing dromedaries, mules, and horses, which came 
together in a galloping tumult and then ranged them- 
selves in a long line, the camels leading. 

The seven princesses chose out the best animals and 
dismissed the rest; on those which they had chosen they 
loaded costly presents in bales, with garments and pro- 
visions, and placed a magnificent double palanquin on 
the back of a vast racing dromedary. Then the farewells 
began, the dolorous farewells! Poor Roseleaf, how sad 
you were, how multitudinous your tears! Your sister 
heart broke when Hasan departed with the King s 
daughter, and you moaned like a dove tom from its mate. 
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Tender Roseleaf, you did not know the full bitterness of 
the cup, or that your pitiful provision of Hasan’s happi- 
ness should so soon be the cause of separation. But calm 
your dear spirit and refresh your eyes, for you shall see 
him again! Your cheeks, which were roses, seem now 
pomegranate flowers because of your weeping; there- 
fore do not weep, but calm your dear spirit and refresh 
your eyes. You will see Hasan again, for that is written 
in your Destiny. 

Tlie caravan set forth amid tearing cries of farewell, 
and disappeared far off, while Roseleaf fell again into 
her swoon. It overwent mountains and valleys, plains 
and deserts, with the swiftness of a bird and, by the 
leave of Allah, came without accident to Basrah. As they 
halted before the door of his house, Hasan heard his 
mother groaning and lamenting for the absence of her 
son, and his eyes filled with tears as he knocked upon the 
door. In a broken voice the poor old woman asked who 
was there and, trembling in every limb, opened to them. 
Though her eyes were weak with tears they recognised 
her son; she uttered a profound sigh and fell fainting. 
Hasan and his wife so cared for her that she quickly came 
to herself. Then Hasan threw his arms about her neck, 
weeping for joy and kissing her tenderly; after the first 
transports, he said; “Dear mother, behold my wife, your 
daughter whom I have brought to serve you!” The old 
woman looked at Splendour for the first time and her 
reason fled before the bride’s loveliness. “Whoever you 
may be, my daughter,” she cried, “you are very welcome 
to a house which your face has even now illuminated. . . . 
What is your wife’s name, my son?” When Hasan told 
her, she exclaimed: “A name which fits! He was well 
inspired who called you so, O daughter of benediction!” 
She took her by the hand and sat down beside her on the 
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old carpet of the house, while Hasan told his story in 
detail from the moment of his sudden disappearance to 
the time of his return. His mother marvelled beyond the 
limits of marvel and did not know how sufficiently to 
honour the daughter of the King of the kings of 
Jinnistan. 

To begin with, she hastened to the market and bought 
provisions of exquisite quality; then to the silk market 
and purchased, from the great merchants, the ten most 
excellent robes they had. These last she carried to 
Splendour and put the whole ten upon her at the same 
time, one above another, to show that nothing was too 
fine for her merit. Then she kissed her as if she had been 
her own daughter and went to the kitchen, where she 
prepared extraordinary meats and unparalleled pastries. 
In serving her she spared no pains or delicate attentions 
to make her happy. When tlie meal was finished, she 
said to her son: “I hardly think that the city of Basrah is 
worthy of your wife; it would be better for us, in every 
respect, to take up our abode in Baghdad, the City of 
Peace, under the protecting wing of the Khalifah Harun 
al-RashId. We have suddenly become very rich and I 
fear that, in Basrah where our poverty is renowned, we 
will be suspected of having practised alchemy. Let us go 
as quickly as possible to Baghdad and become known 
there from the beginning as princes and amirs from a far 
country.” “The idea is a good one,” said Hasan, and at 
once set about selling the house with its furniture. When 
this business was accomplished, he took the magic drum 
and beat upon the skin of it. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE HVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

At once from the hollow air came great dromedaries 
and ranged themselves in front of the house. Hasan and 
his mother and his wife took all that was best and lightest 
of those precious things which they had not turned into 
money, and set off at a gallop upon the beasts, at such a 
speed that they had reached the gates of Baghdad, on the 
banks of the Tigris, before you could have distinguished 
your right hand from your left. Hasan went forward and 
purchased through a broker, at the price of a hundred 
thousand dinars, a magnificent palace which had been 
owned by an important wazir. There he installed his wife 
and mother and, after furnishing all the chambers with a 
luxury which was beyond price, he bought a great train 
of slaves, both men and women, and a sufficiency of lads 
and eunuchs. So lavishly did he set up his household that 
his following was the most remarkable in all the city. 

Hasan and Splendour lived delicately in the City of 
Peace, compassed at every turn by the loving attentions 
of the old woman, who cudgelled her brains each day to 
confect some new dish or carry out the novel recipes, 
so different from those of Basrah, which she learnt from 
her new neighbours. In Baghdad there are many master- 
pieces of cooking which may be found in no other place 
upon the earth. After nine months of happiness and 
chosen food, Hasan’s wife gave easy birth to male twins, 
more beautiful than young moons. Their names were 
called Nasir and Mansur. 

At the end of a year memory came to Hasan of the 
seven princesses and he recalled his oath. As he had a 
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special longing to see Roseleaf, he first made prepara- 
tion by purchasing the most beautiful stuffs and desirable 
trifles in all the land of Irak, as worthy presents, and then 
told his mother of his intention. To her he said; “I have 
one recommendation above all others to make to you: 
while I am away, guard the feathery mantle, which 
belonged to Splendour and which I have hidden in the 
most secret place of the house, as if it were your life . If my 
dear wife, by some most unhappy chance, were to see 
that magic cloak again, her nature, which is the nature 
of birds, would come back to her and she would fly away 
from here, even in despite of her own heart. If, dear 
mother, you let her get sight of it, I shall die of grief or kill 
myself. . . . Also I beg you to look after her very care- 
fully, for she is delicate and used to petting. Do not 
scruple to serve her yourself; for servants do not know 
what is fitting and what is not fitting, what is suitable 
and what is not suitable; nor can they distinguish the 
refined thing from the gross. Above all, do not let her 
set foot outside the house, nor head outside the window, 
nor mount even upon the terrace of the palace; for I 
fear the open air for her and the temptations of space. 
. . . Such are my recommendations, and, if you wish my 
death, you have but to neglect them,” “Allah preserve 
me from disobeying you, my child!” answered Hasan s 
mother. “Pray to the Prophet! Have I become imbecile 
in my old age that I need such a bushel of advice? Depart 
with an assured heart, Hasan, and, when you return, 
you can find out from Splendour herself that all has gone 
as you wish . . . .But I also have a request to make, my 
child: let not your absence be longer than is necessary 
for the journey both ways and a short stay with the prin- 
cesses.” 

Thus Hasan and his mother spoke together, nor did 
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they know the unknown writing in their book of Fate, 
nor did they know that the fair Splendour had heard 
their words and laid them up in her memory. 

Hasan said farewell to his mother, swearing not to be 
away longer than need be, and then kissed his wife and 
the two boys, Nasir and Mansur, who were sucking at 
her breasts. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Hasan beat upon the cock-skin drum and, after he 
had bestridden the resultant dromedary, repeated all his 
recommendations to his mother and kissed her hand. 
Then he spoke to the kneeling animal, who at once 
rose upon his four legs and, giving them to the wind, 
sped rather through the air than over the earth, until 
he was but a little speck in the distance. 

It would be useless to tell of the great joy which 
Hasan brought to the seven princesses, and specially to 
Roseleaf, and how they decked the palace with garlands 
of flowers and lighted it with coloured lights. Let us 
leave him telling them the news, and more particularly 
of the birth of Nasir and Mansur; let us leave him hunting 
and playing with his sisters. Be so kind, O honourable 
and generous hearers, as to return with me to Hasan’s 
palace in Baghdad, where we have left his old mother 
and his wife. Accord me this favour, O open-handed 
lords, and you shall see and hear with your admirable 
eyes and honourable ears that which, in their lives of 
seeing and hearing upon the earth, they have neither 
seen nor heard nor suspected. May the blessings and the 
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choice favours of Allah fall upon youl Now listen care- 
fully, my lords! 

O illustrious hearers, for two days after her husband’s 
departure Splendour did not for one moment leave her 
mother-in-law; ^but, on the third day, as she kissed the 
old woman’s hand good morning, she said: “Dear 
mother, I am greatly desirous of going to the hammam, 
for I have taken no baths while suckling Nasir and 
Mansur.” “As Allah lives, these are unconsidered words, 
my daughter!” cried Hasan’s mother. “Go to the ham- 
mam! Oh, sorrow, sorrow! Do you not know that we 
are strangers here and have no knowledge of the ham- 
mams in the city? How can we go without your husband 
first visiting the place, to retain a room for you and to 
assure himself that all is clean and that cockroaches and 
blackbeetles will not fall upon you from the dome? But 
your husband is absent and I know no one who could 
take his place in so serious a business; I cannot go with 
you myself, as I am very old and feeble; but this I will do, 
my dear: I will heat water for you at home and wash your 
head and give you a delightful bath in our own hammam. 
I have everything necessary; in fact, the day before 
yesterday I received a fresh box of scented Aleppo earth 
and amber and depilatory paste and henna. You can set 
your heart at rest, all shall be as you desire.” But Splen- 
dour answered: “O my mistress, since when has ham- 
mam permission been refused to wives? If you had said 
these things even to a slave she would not have suffered 
them; rather than stay in your house she would have 
demanded to be sold again. Men are fools to think that all 
women are alike and that a thousand tyrannical precau- 
tions are necessary to prevent them from misbehaving. 
But you ought to know that, when a woman is resolved 
upon a thing, she will find her way to it in spite of all, 
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and that nothing can interfere with her plans, however 
impossible or disastrous. Woe upon my youthl I am 
suspected and they doubt my chastity! Nothing remains 
but death!” So saying, she burst into tears and called 
down black calamities upon her own head. 

Hasan’s mother was touched in the end by these signs 
of grief, especially as she realised that nothing would 
turn Splendour from her purpose. Therefore, in spite 
of her great age and the express instructions of her son, 
she prepared perfumes and clean linen for the bath, and 
saying: “Come, my daughter, you shall have your way, 
but Allah protect us from the anger of your husband!” 
led Splendour from the palace and conducted her to the 
most famous hammam of Baghdad. 

Ah, how much better would it have been if Hasan’s 
mother had been stony-hearted and never visited that 
hammam! Yet who but the Seer may read the future 
pages of the Book or know what may chance between two 
steps upon the road? We, here, are Mussulmans; we 
believe and trust in a Supreme Will. We say: “There is no 
God but Allah and Muhammad is the Prophet of Allah!” 
Pray to the Prophet, O Believers, O illustrious audience! 

When the fair Splendour entered the hammam, the 
women who lay in the great central hall uttered a 
chorus of admiring cries and were quite ravished by her 
beauty. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

They could not take their eyes from her and, if 
their astonishment was great when the girl stood before 
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them in her veils, what was not their fever of delight 
when she cast them aside and stepped forth naked! O 
harp of David enchanting the lion Saul; O lover of Antar 
the curled warrior, O desert girl, O sweet-thighed 
virgin Ablah, making the tribes of Arabia shock together 
for love! O Budur, daughter of King Ghayyur, whose eyes 
set fire to the Jinn; O music of water-courses, O Spring 
singing of birds, what are you before the nakedness of 
this fawn? Praise be to Allah Who created you, O Splen- 
dour, and mingled in your body the glory of ruby and 
musk, the glory of amber and pearls, O all-gold 
Splendour! 

The women left their bathing and their rest to see her 
better, and followed her about. The fame of her beauty 
spread from the hammam into all the neighbourhood 
and, in a moment, the halls were so packed by women 
wishing to gaze upon that marvel that none might move 
in them. Among these unknown admirers there hap- 
pened to be a young slave whose name was Tuhfah, 
belonging to Zubaidah, Queen of Harun al-RashId. She 
was more stricken than any by the perfect beauty of this 
magic moon, and remained with wide eyes in the front 
rank of those who watched Splendour bathing in the 
fountain. When the wonderful bath was over and 
Splendour dressed, the little slave followed her out of 
the hammam, being drawn almost against her will as by a 
lodestone, and walked behind the two women until they 
came to their home. Not being able to enter after them, 
little Tuhfah had to be content with throwing a rose 
and a sounding kiss to the object of her admiration; but 
unhappily the eunuch at the door saw both these things 
and, being scandalised, rolled his eyes upon her and 
made shocking remarks. Therefore she returned, sigh- 
ing, to the Khalifah's palace and ran to her mistress. 
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When Lady Zubaidah saw her favourite slave stand 
pale and troubled before her, she said: “Where have you 
come from in such a state, my little one?” “From the 
hammam,” answered Tuhfah, and the Queen demanded: 
“What did you see in the hammam that you should come 
back to me with confused senses and languishing eyes?” 
“Why should my soul and my eyes not languish, why 
should my heart not mourn, for her who has stolen away 
my reason?” cried little Tuhfah; but Zubaidah laughed, 
saying: “What are you talking about?”'Then cried Tuhfah 
again: “What girl or what damsel, what fawn or what 
gazelle, can equal her?” “Must I wait all night before you 
tell me her name, silly Tuhfah?” exclaimed the Queen; 
and the slave continued: “I do not know her name; but I 
swear, by your kindness which is upon my head, that 
there was, is, and shall be, no creature on the earth to 
be compared with her. I only know that she lives in a 
palace on Tigris bank, with one large door facing the 
city and one the river. They told me at the hammam that 
she was the wife of a rich merchant, called Hasan of 
Basrah. O dear mistress, it is not only her beauty which 
makes me tremble; it is also fear. I think what terrible 
things might happen if our master, the Khalifah, heard 
tell of her. Surely he would have her husband killed and 
marry my miracle, in spite of all the laws of righteous- 
ness. He would barter the immortality of his soul for 
something fair but perishable.” 

Zubaidah knew that her little slave was usually most 
wise and measured in her speech; therefore she was the 
more surprised to hear her, and said: “Are you sure that 
you did not dream this marvel?” But Tuhfah answered: 
“I swear by my head and by the weight of my obligations 
to you, dear mistress, that I threw a rose and a kiss after 
her when she entered her palace. I swear that the sun 
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which shines over Arabia and upon the Turk and lights 
the people of Persia never brought forth her parallel.” 
Then cried Zubaidah: “By the life of the Immaculates, 
my ancestors, I must test this unique jewel for myself.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

She called Masrur, the sword-bearer, and said to 
him: “Go at once to that palace which has two doors, 
one giving on the Tigris and one on the city, and, if 
you value your head, bring me the girl who lives there.” 
Masrur leapt from the presence and, running to Hasan’s 
palace, brushed past the eunuch, who bowed to the earth 
before him, and came panting to the second door. The 
old woman answered his knocking and Masrur, wishing 
her peace, entered the vestibule. “What do you wish?” 
asked Hasan’s mother, and he replied: “I am Masrur, the 
sword-bearer. I am sent by our most gracious lady, 
Zubaidah, daughter of al-Kasim, wife of the amir Harun 
al-Rashid, sixth in line from al-Abbas, uncle of the 
Prophet (upon whom be the peace and blessing of 
Allah 1 ) I come to fetch the fair girl who lives here into 
the presence of my mistress.” Hasan’s mother trembled 
in terror, crying: “O Masrur, we are strangers here and 
my son is upon a journey. Before he left he expressly 
forbade me to allow his wife to leave the house, either 
with myself or another, and under any pretext however 
grave. I fear that, if she goes out again, her beauty will 
bring about some deadly happening and my son will kill 
himself. O good and pleasant Masrur, we beg you to have 
in * 
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pity on our distress and not to ask us a thing which is 
beyond our will and power.” “Do not be afraid, good 
lady,” answered Masrur, “no harm shall come to the girl. 
My mistress simply wants to see her, to be sure that the 
reports of her splendid beauty have not been exaggerated . 
It is not the first time that I have undertaken such a 
charge and I can assure you that neither your daughter- 
in-law nor yourself will have reason to regret that you 
obeyed me. I promise to take her in safety and to bring 
her back in safety.” 

When Hasan's mother saw that all resistance would 
be useless and even harmful, she left Masrur where he 
stood and, hastening to her daughter-in-law, dressed her 
and little Nasir and Mansur in their finest garments. 
Then, taking the children in her arms, she conducted 
Splendour into the presence of Masrur, who led them 
all from the palace in the following order: first, the 
sword-bearer himself to clear the way, then the old 
woman carrying the children, and then Splendour, com- 
pletely covered by her veils. On arriving at the Khallfah’s 
palace, the two women were led into the presence of 
Zubaidah, who sac at ease upon a broad low throne, 
surrounded by her women and her favourites. Little 
Tuhfah was in the first rank of the latter. 

Handing the two infants to Splendour, Hasan's 
mother kissed the earth between the throne and made 
her compliment. Zubaidah stretched forth her hand to 
be kissed and bade the old woman rise. Then she turned 
to Splendour, saying: “O welcome child, there are no 
men here. Why do you not take off your veils?” At the 
same time she signed to Tuhfah, who went up to the 
stranger with a blush and began by touching the fringe 
of her garment. She carried the fingers which had 
touched it to her lips and brow, before helping 
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Splendour to throw aside her great veil and lift the 
little gauze from before her face. 

O Splendour, neither the moon which comes out at 
her full from behind a white cloud, nor the sun in hii 
noon glory, nor the gentle dancing of a branch in the 
warm Spring, nor the breeze at dusk, nor laughing water , 
nor all that a man may see and hear and so be driven mad, 
can ravish like the first glance cast upon you! The rays of 
your beauty shone into the dark corners of the palace 
and, for sheer joy, the hearts of your beholders danced 
like young lambs within their breasts. Sweet folly 
breathed upon their brows, and the slaves whispered: 
“O Splendour!” But we, good hearers, we say: “Glory be 
to Him Who made the body of woman to be like the lily 
of the valley and to give His Faithful a sign and foretaste 
of Paradise!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED'AND-NINETY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When Zubaidah came out a little from her sweet 
surprise, she rose from her throne and threw her arms 
about Splendour’s neck; she drew her to her breast, 
kissing her between the eyes. She made her sit by her 
upon the throne and put round her neck a collar of ten 
strings of large pearls, which she had carried since her 
marriage with al-RashId. “O sovereign of enchantments, 
she said, “my little slave made a mistake when she tried 
to speak of your beauty, for it is for ever beyond the 
flight of words. But tell me, do you know how to sing, 
or dance, or play? Surely it must be so; for one like you 
would excel in everything.” But Splendour answered; 
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“Indeed, dear mistress, I cannot sing, or dance, or play 
the lute, I have no excellence in those arts which are 
common with young women. But I possess one talent 
which might seem marvellous to you; I can fly in the air 
like a bird.” 

“An enchantment! A miracle!” cried all the women, 
and Zubaidah said: “Yet there is nothing astonishing in 
the matter, O charming one; for you are already more 
harmonious than a swan and lighter to our seeing than any 
bird. Yet, if you would carry our souls behind you, I 
pray you try over 9ne of these wingless flights for us.” 
“Indeed, I have wings, lady,” answered Splendour, “but 
they are not with me. Yet you have only to ask my 
husband’s mother to bring me my mantle of feathers.” 

The Queen turned to the old woman, saying: “O 
venerable mother, will you fetch this mantle of feathers, 
that we may see the charming girl make use of it?” “Now 
we are lost!” said the mother-in-law to herself. “The 
sight of her mantle will recall her aerial instincts and 
Allah alone knows what will happen!” In a trembling 
voice, she answered; “My child is troubled by the 
majesty of your presence and does not know what she is 
saying. Has anyone ever worn feathers? Such a dress 
would be only decent for birds.” But Splendour inter- 
rupted: “I swear by your life, O Queen, that my plumes 
are shut in a hidden coffer somewhere about our 
dwelling.” Zubaidah took a costly bracelet, worth all the 
treasures of the kings of the earth, and handed it to the 
old woman, saying: “Dear mother, I conjure you to fetch 
the mantle. I will look at it just once and then you can 
have it back.” But, when the old woman still swore that 
she knew nothing of any mantle of feathers, Zubaidah 
called Masrur to her and bade him hunt throughout 
Hasan's palace until the plumes were found. Masrur 
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forced the mother-in-law to give him the keys and 
made a thorough search of the palace until he found the 
feather mantle in a box hidden below the ground. He 
brought the garment to Zubaidah, and the Queen, after 
surprised examination of the art with which it was made, 
handed it to the fair Splendour. 

Splendour looked over the cloak, feather by feather, 
and, when she had satisfied herself that it was exactly as 
Hasan had taken it from her, spread it out and, entering, 
pulled the two folds across her breast. She stood in the 
presence like a large white bird and, to the great wonder 
of all, made a trial glide to the end of the hall and back 
again, without touching the floor; finally she balanced 
on her wings up to the ceiling. She descended as light 
as a puff of air and, taking up the two infants, set them 
one on each of her shoulders. “I see that my flying pleases 
you,” she said, “I will try to do better.” She sprang up 
and lighted upon the sill of the high window. “Listen 
to me, for I am leaving you,” she cried, and Zubaidah 
called to her sorrowfully: “Would you leave us. Splen- 
dour? Would you cheat us of your beauty already?” “Alas, 
I go,” answered Splendour, “and that which goes does 
not return.” Then to the poor old woman, who had 
fallen weeping upon the carpet, she continued mourn- 
fully: “O mother of Hasan, I grieve to go. I mourn for 
you and for your son. This separation will tear your 
hearts and blacken your days, but I can do nothing. The 
drunkenness of the air is upon me and I must fly. Yet 
if your son would find me again, he has but to search 
for me in the isles of Wak-Wak. Farewell, O mother of 
Hasan!” So saying, ‘Splendour flew out into the air and, 
after poising for a moment on the palace dome to smooth 
her plumes, sprang up and disappeared among the clouds 
with the two children. 
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At this point Shahrazacl saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE HVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Hasan’s unfortunate mother lay motionless upon 
the floor and like to die of grief; Zubaidah leaned over 
her and, after having brought her to herself a little with 
the caress of her own hand, said to her: “Ah, my mother, 
instead of denying all, why did you not warn us that 
Splendour might make such use of her enchanted gar- 
ment? I would not have put it into her power; but how 
was I to know that your son had married one from 
among the flying Jinn? Pardon my ignorance, good 
mother, and do not blame me too greatly.” “1 am the 
only one to blame,” answered the old woman, “nor may 
the slave pardon her Queen. Each carries his Destiny 
about his neck and that of my son and of myself is to die 
of grieving.” With these words she went out from the 
palace, out from among the tears of the women, and 
dragged herself to her own house. There she sought for 
the little children and found them not; there she sought 
for her son’s wife and found her not. Then her tears 
washed her away from life and near to the grave; and she 
built three tombs in the house, one large and two small, 
near which she passed her days and nights in moaning. 
These lines and many others she murmured with a 
breaking heart: 

M/ sighjor the lack of the smiles of the children 
Is an old branch in the rains. 

For my tears were the children and passed with the Spring- time . 
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Yet the old branch remains 

And my tears are the ghosts of the tears of the children 
And the old branch remains. 

So much for her. . . . When Hasan had spent three 
months with the seven princesses, he decided to leave 
them in order that his mother and wife should not be 
disquieted. He therefore beat the cock-skin drum and, 
when the dromedaries appeared, chose ten and sent 
away the others. The sisters loaded five with bars of gold 
and silver, and five with precious stones; then they made 
Hasan promise to return again at the end of another 
year, and set about their farewells. They kissed him, one 
after the other, and each addressed him in some tender 
poem, while all, balancing with their hips, marked the 
rhythm of the verses. Hasan answered with this impro- 
visation: 

The gifts of pearl before we parted, 

Since stirruped feet must ride. 

The gifs of niby»rosy-hearted: 

These gifs would not abide, 

For my eyes dim where the pearls had started 
And the ruby was f tom my side. 

Then Hasan departed on his dromedary, at the head 
of the convoy, and came without accident to Baghdaad 
the City of Peace. 

When he entered his house, he could hardly recognise 
his mother, for tears, fasting and vigil had changed her 
so. “Where is my wife, where arc my children?” he asked, 
as these did not run to greet him; but the old woman 
could only answer with her sobs. 1 hen Hasan ran like a 
madman through the rooms until he saw the chest in 
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which he had kept the magic cloak, open and empty. 
He turned and saw three tombs; he fell all along with his 
forehead upon the stone of the greatest, and knew no 
more. In spite of his mother’s cares he lay in his swoon 
from morning until the night; and when at last he came 
to himself it was only to tear his garments and cover his 
head with ashes and dust. Suddenly he cast himself 
upon his sword and would have run it through his 
heart; but the old woman came between with out- 
stretched arms and took his head upon her breast; also 
she made him sit down, when for very despair he would 
have rolled like a snake upon the earth. Little by little 
she told him all that had passed during his absence and 
concluded thus: “So you see, my son, in spite of the 
magnitude of our misfortune, there is still room for a 
little hope, since you may find your wife in the islands of 
Wak-Wak.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE FIVE-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Hasan felt this sudden hope refresh the fans of his 
spirit and he rose, saying to his mother: “I go to the 
islands of Wak-Wak.” But then he thought: “Where can 
they be, these islands whose name is like the crying of a 
bird of prey? Are they in the seas of India or Sind, in the 
seas of Persia or China?” In order to find out, he left the 
house, although life seemed black and aimless to him, 
and, seeking out the wise men of the Khallfah’s court, 
asked them, one after another, in what seas those isles 
might be. But each one answered: “We do not know. 
We have never heard tell of them.” So Hasan despaired 
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again and returned to the house with the wind of death 
playing about his heart. As he relapsed to earth, he said 
to his mother: “It is not to the isles of Wak-Wak that I go, 
but to those isles where the mother of vultures, which is 
death, has pitched her tent.” For a little lie lay weeping 
into the carpets; but suddenly he sprang to his feet 
again, saying; “Allah has sent me inspiration! I will return 
to the seven princesses who call me brother and ask 
them the road to the isles of Wak-Wak.” Without 
delaying an hour, he mingled his tears with his mother's 
in farewell and, mounting his dromedary, which he had 
not yet sent back into the void, arrived in time at the 
palace of the seven sisters on Cloud Mountain. 

The sisters received him with the liveliest joy and 
kissed him with cries of welcome; but, when it was Rose- 
leaf’s turn to embrace her brother, her more loving heart 
perceived the trouble of his soul, and, without speaking, 
she wept upon his shoulder. “Roseleaf, my sister,” said 
Hasan, “I suffer most cruelly and have come to seek the 
sole remedy for my grief. O perfumes of Splendour, the 
light winds shall never again bring you to refresh my 
soul!” Then Hasan uttered a great cry and fell down in a 
swoon. 

The frightened princesses ran to him and Roseleaf 
sprinkled his face with rose-water and her tears. Seven 
times Hasan tried to rise and seven times fell back again; 
when at last he could open his eyes, he told his sisters the 
whole sad story, concluding in this wise: “I have come to 
ask you the road to the islands of Wak-Wak; for, when 
my wife went away, she told my mother that * would 
find her there.” 

Hasan’s sisters lowered their heads, as if in a stupor 
at what they had heard, and looked at each other a long 
time in silence. At last they cried all together: “Lift 
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your hand to the vault of heaven, O Hasan; touch the 
vault of heaven with your hand! That would be easier 
than to come to the islands of Wak-Wak." At this 
answer Hasan’s tears fell like a river and wetted his 
garments, so that the princesses tried to comfort him. 
Roseleaf tenderly put her arms about his neck and kissed 
him, saying: “Refresh your eyes and calm your dear 
spirit, my brother, and then take hold upon patience; 
for the Master of Proverbs has said that patience is the 
key of consolation and that consolation wins at last to the 
goal. Destiny must run its course and he who has ten 
years to live shall in no wise die during the ninth year. 
Dry your tears and be strong; for I will do all in my 
power to bring you to your wife and children, if it be 
Allah’s will that you should see them again. Oh, that 
cursed cloak of feathers! I often thought to beg you 
to burn it, but each time checked myself for fear of 
angering you. That which is written is written; now it is 
for us to try to find a cure for the part of your evil which 
is curable.” When she had said this, she threw herself 
at her sisters’ feet and prayed them to join with her in 
finding a way to the islands of Wak-Wak. And the 
sisters promised with all their heart to help her. 

Now the seven princesses had an uncle who specially 
favoured the eldest of them and came regularly to see 
her once a year. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDREDTH NIGHT HAD COME 

SHE said: 

This uncle’s name was Abd al-Kaddus. On his last 
visit he had given his favourite niece a little bag full of an 
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aromatic substance, bidding her burn a little if she ever 
needed his help. So, when Roseleaf begged aid from her 
sisters, the eldest said to her: “Run and bring me the bag 
of scent and the gold brazier.” Roseleaf fetched these 
things and her sister burnt a pinch of the perfume on the 
coals of the brazier, thinking upon her uncle as she 
did so. 

The smoke of the brazier gave place to a whirlwind of 
dust and from this appeared the sheikh Abd al-Kaddus, 
mounted upon a snow-white elephant. “Here I am,” said 
he, as he dismounted. “Did I not smell an odour of 
burning scent? How can I help you, my child?” The 
eldest princess threw her arms about his neck, as she 
answered: “It is more than a year since we saw you, uncle 
dear. That is why I burnt the perfume.” “You are the most 
charming of my nieces,” said the old man, “I had not 
forgotten you and was coming to-morrow. But hide 
nothing from me, for 1 am sure you wish to ask me some- 
thing.” “Allah guard you and prolong your days!” replied- 
the girl. “Since you permit it, I will ask you something.” 
“ I grant it in advance,” said the old man; and at once the 
princess told the whole story of Hasan, and added: “I 
beg you to tell our brother how he may come to the 
islands of Wak-Wak.” 

The sheikh Abd al-Kaddus lowered his head and put 
his finger in his mouth; after an hour’s deep reflection, 
he took his finger out of his mouth and raised his head; 
then, still without speaking, he drew complicated 
figures in the sand. At last he shook his head, saying: 
“Tell your brother that he torments himself uselessly. 
It is impossible for him to reach the islands of Wak-Wak.” 
The princesses turned in tears to Hasan, crying: “Alas, 
alas!” but Roseleaf took him by the hand and led him up 
to the old man. “Dear uncle,” she said, “let him see 
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proof of what you have told us and give him your sage 
counsel.’’ The old man presented his hand to be kissed 
by Hasan, and addressed him thus: “My son, you torment 
yourself uselessly; you could not reach the islands of 
Wak-Wak even if you had the help of the winged cavalry 
6f the Jinn, of wandering comets, and all turning stars. 
These islands are inhabited by virgin Amazons, and the 
father of your wife, King over all the kings of Jinnistan, 
dwells there in untroubled peace. Between you and his 
islands are seven vast seas, seven bottomless valleys, and 
seven topless mountains; they lie on the ex:treme 
boundaries of earth and beyond them is nothing. I do 
not think that you could by any means overcome the 
obstacles which I have mentioned, and I therefore coun- 
sel you to return to your own place or stay here with 
your charming sisters. Think no more of the islands of 
Wak-Wak.” 

Hasan became as yellow as saffron and fell to the earth 
with a great cry ; the princesses could not refrain their 
sobs and the youngest, tearing her garments, laid hands 
upon her own face. When Hasan came to himself, he 
could but lie weeping, with his head on Roseleaf 's knee ; 
therefore the old man pitied him at last and, turning to 
the princesses, who were wailing lamentably, cried out 
gruffly to them: “Be quiet!” The princesses checked the 
crying in their throats and anxiously waited for their 
uncle to speak. The sheikh al-Kaddus laid his hand 
kindly on Hasan’s shoulder, saying: “Cease from weeping, 
my son, and pluck up your courage; for, with Allah’s 
help, I may be able to put a better complexion on this 
business of yours. Rise up now and follow me.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-HRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Hasan felt life come back to him; he jumped to his 
feet and bade a rapid farewell to his sisters, kissing Rose- 
leaf many times. Then he said humbly to the old man: 
“I am your slave.” 

The sheikh Abd al-Kaddus took Hasan up behind him 
on the white elephant and spoke some words into the 
ear of the mighty beast. At once the elephant lifted its 
legs to the wind and, as swift as falling hail, as striking 
thunder, as bright lightning, threw itself through the 
plains of the air, annihilating all distance under its feet. 
In three days and three nights they had covered a distance 
of seven years and there rose before them a blue mountain 
of blue peaks, in whose midst was a cavern, barred by a 
blue steel door. When the old man knocked upon this 
door, a blue negro came out from it, holding a blue 
sabre and a blue metal shield. The sheikh snatched these 
arms away with incredible swiftness, and the man drew 
back to let him pass; the two entered the cavern and the 
blue negro shut the door behind them. 

They walked for a mile along a high vaulted gallery, 
hewn from blue transparent rock and where the light 
was blue, and, at the end of it, were faced by two enor- 
mous gates of gold. Abd al-Kaddus opened one of these 
doors and disappeared through it, bidding Hasan wait 
for him; at the end of an hour he reappeared, leading a 
blue horse, saddle.d and bridled in blue, upon which he 
mounted Hasan. TTien he opened the second gold door, 
and before their eyes stretched out the blue immensity of 
space and below their feet a boundless meadowland. 
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“My son,” said the old man, “is your mind made up to 
confront the numberless dangers which await you? 
Would you not rather return to the seven princesses and 
let them console you?" But Hasan answered: “I would 
rather brave the danger of death a thousand times than 
suffer the torment of this distance.” Then said the sheikh 
again: “My son, have you no mother for whom your 
absence will be an inexhaustible river of tears? Would 
you not rather return and console her?” But Hasan 
answered: “I will never return to my mother without my 
wife and children.” Abd al-Kaddus urged him no more 
but, instead, handed him a letter, on which was written 
in blue ink: “To the very illustrious, to the very glorious 
sheikh of sheikhs, our master, the Venerable Father-of- 
Feathers.” Then he said: “So be it, Hasan! Depart under 
the protection of Allah! Take this letter and leave your 
direction to the horse. He will come to a black mountain 
of black peaks and set you down before a black cave. 
When you have dismounted, you must fasten his bridle to 
the saddle and let him go alone into the cavern. Wait at 
the door and an old black man will come out to you, 
dressed in black and black in everything, except for a 
long white beard which falls to his knees. Kiss his hand 
and place a corner of his robe over your head; then give 
him this letter, which is an introduction. He is none 
other than the Father-of-Feathers, my master and the 
crown of my head. He alone of all men can help you in 
your rash endeavour; therefore you must try to win his 
good graces and must be careful to do everything he says. 
Allah be with you! 

When Hasan had taken leave of the shiekh Abd al- 
Kaddus, the blue horse neighed and shot into the air like 
an arrow, while the old man returned to the blue cave. 

For ten days Hasan gave the horse its head, .and it 
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raced the birds and the tempest without a pause, going 
on in a straight line over a ten years’ distance. It came 
at last to the foot of a chain of black mountains, stretch- 
ing from west to east, and halted with a whinny of 
satisfaction. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Immediately' black horses, as many as rain drops, 
ran up to them from every side and began to smell at the 
blue horse and rub themselves against it. Hasan was 
afraid of their number lest they should wish to bar his 
path; but the blue horse went on until it came to a black 
cave among rocks blacker than the wings of night. 
Hasan dismounted and, after fastening the beast’s bridle 
to the saddle-horn, let it go alone into the cave, while he 
sat down at the entrance. 

He had not waited more than an hour when a vener- 
able old man came out of the cave. He was dressed in 
black and Was himself black, except for a long white 
beard which fell below his waist. This was the sheikh of 
sheikhs, the very glorious All Father-of-Feathers, son of 
Queen Bilkis, wife of Sulaiman (the peace and blessing 
of Allah be upon them both!) Hasan knelt before him and 
kissed his hands and feet. Then, placing his head beneath 
the skirt of the old man’s robe, he handed him the letter 
from Abd al-Kaddus. The Father-of-Feathers took the 
letter without words and returned into the cave. Hasan 
was beginning to despair when the old man came again, 
this time robed entirely in white. He signed to Hasan to 
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follow and led him through the cave into a great square 
hall, paved with diamond, in the four comers of which 
sat upon carpets four old men dressed in black, each 
surrounded by an infinite number of manuscripts. A 
gold perfume brazier burned before each, and about him 
were seven other sages, his disciples, who wrote upon 
parchment, or read, or reflected. But when the Father- 
of-Feathers came in, all these venerable scholars stood up 
and the four chief sages, leaving their comers, came to 
sit by him in the middle of the hall. When they had taken 
their places, the sheikh All bade Hasan tell his story to 
this assembled wisdom. 

Hasan at first shed tears in torrents, but at length he 
was able to overcome his sobbing and tell his tale from 
the moment of his abduction by Bahram, the Fire- 
worshipper, to the time of his meeting with Abd al- 
Kaddus, follower of the Father-of-Feathers and uncle of 
the seven princesses. The wise men listened without 
interruption; but, when he had finished, cried out 
together to their master: “O venerable son of Queen 
Bilkis, this young man is worthy of pity; for he suffers 
both as a husband and as a father. Perhaps we may be able 
to help him to find his beautiful wife and two fair 
children.” “Wise brothers,” answered the sheikh All, 
“the thing will not be easy. You know how difficult it is 
for any to reach the islands of Wak-Wak, and how much 
more difficult the return from them. You know the 
supreme difficulty, also, of approaching the virgin 
amazons who guard the King and his daughters in those 
isles. How then do you expect this Hasan to win to the 
presence of princess Splendour?” “You are right, vener- 
able father,” said the scholars, “but you must remember 
that this young man has been particularly recommended 
to us by our brother, the honourable and industrious 
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Abd al-Kaddus, and that therefore we are in duty bound 
to favour his projects.” 

Hasan threw himself at the old man’s feet and covered 
his head with the skirt of the white garment; then he 
embraced his knees and besought him to give back his 
wife and children. Also he kissed the hands of the other 
old men, who joined in his prayers for succour. At last 
the Father-of-Feathers said: “As Allah lives, never in all 
my days have I seen a young man so set upon throwing 
away his life. His rashness blinds him to the enormity of 
his desire; but I am willing to do all I can to help him.” 

The sheikh All reflected for an hour, amid the respect- 
ful silence of his old disciples, and then said: “First of all, 
I will give you something to protect you in case of 
danger.” He plucked a tuft of hairs from the longest part 
of his beard and gave them to Hasan, saying: “If you find 
yourself in peril, burn one of these hatirs and I will come 
instantly to your aid.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The old man raised his head towards the dome of the 
hall and clapped his hands together as if to summon 
someone. An Ifrit came down immediately through the 
dome and stood before the sheikh, who said to him: 
“What is your name, O Ifrit?” “I am Dahnash ibn Faktash, 
your slave, O Father-of-Feathers,” answered the Jinni, 
All whispered something in the monster’s ear and then 
turned to Hasan, saying: “Climb on the back of this Ifrit, 
my son. He will carry you above the clouds and set you 
m T 
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down upon a land of white camphor. There he will leave 
you, as he is not allowed to proceed further, and you 
must walk alone across that camphor plain; for, at the 
end of it, you will be opposite the islands of Wak-Wak. 
Allah will then provide!” 

Hasan again kissed the wise man^s hand, gave thankful 
farewell to the other scholars, and mounted astride the 
shoulders of Dahnash, who rose with him through the 
roof of the cave. After a swift journey through the cloud 
land, Hasan was set gently down upon a region of white 
camphor and left by the Ifrit to continue his journey alone. 

And now, O Hasan, O youth of Basrah, O admiration 
of the markets in that city, breaker of hearts and destroyer 
of beholders, O you who lived in all happiness among the 
princesses, raising such tender grief within their souls: 
now Hasan, urged by your love for Splendour, you have 
come upon the wings of an Ifrit to a land of white cam- 
phor, where you shall meet with adventures such as no 
other has encountered upon the earth before! 

Hasan walked straight before him across a glittering 
and scented plain, until he saw far off the appearance of a 
tent in the camphor desert. As he came near it, he 
tripped over something concealed in the high grass and, 
looking down, saw it was a body as white as silver and as 
great as one of the columns of Iram. Hasan had tripped 
over a giant and that which he had taken for a tent was the 
giant’s ear, shading his head from the sun. The monster, 
roused out of his sleep, got to his feet bellowing, and 
his anger was so great that he swelled his belly with 
breath until his bottom groaned with the effort: then a 
remarkable series of farts rolled forth like thunder, so 
that Hasan was first thrown to the earth and then shot 
up into the air again, his eyes hanging out from terror. 
Before he could strike earth the second time, the giant 
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caught him by the neck and held him aloft, like a sparrow 
in the clutches of a falcon. Then he swung him round 
and round at the length of his arm, preparing to smash 
him against the earth. 

Hasan struggled with all his might, and cried: “Wha 
will save me, who will save me? Have pity, O giant!' 
The giant heard these cries and said: “As Allah lives, thil 
little bird does not sing badly. I like its twittering. I will 
take it to the King.” He lifted Hasan delicately by one leg 
and strode off through a thick forest until he came to a 
clearing, where the King of the giants of that land sat 
upon a rock, surrounded by a bodyguard of fifty mon- 
sters fifty cubits high. Hasan’s captor approached tie 
King, saying: “O King, here is a little bird which I 
caught by the foot and have brought to you because of its 
delightful singing. It twitters most pleasantly.” Tlien he 
gave Hasan little dabs on the nose, and exclaimed: “Sing, 
sing, little bird.” Hasan, who did not understand the 
giant’s language, thought that his last hour had come; 
therefore he began to struggle, crying: “Who will save 
me? Who will deliver me?” The King was convulsed with 
joy and said to the giant: “As Allah lives, it is charmingl 
You must take it to my daughter at once. Put it in a cage 
and hang it near the bed in her room, so tha^its singing 
and twittering may delight her.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTH NIGHT 
. HAD COMH 


SHE said: 

The giant put Hasan in a cage, with a large glass for 
food and a large glass for water, and two perches that he 
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might jump from one to the other and sing: then he 
carried the cage into the chamber of the giant princess 
and hung it at her bed’s head. 

As soon as the King’s daughter saw Hasan, she was 
delighted by his pretty face and form, and began at once 
to caress and spoil him in a thousand ways, and spoke 
iweetly in order to tame him. Though Hasan did not 
understand what she said, when he saw that she did not 
wish him any harm, he tried by sighs and groans to soften 
her heart towards him; but the princess took these 
soimds for harmonious singing, and was delighted. In 
the end she felt so great an inclination for her pet that 
she could not bear to be separated from him by night or 
by day, and felt all her being thrown into a turmoil when 
he was by. And yet she did not understand how her 
feelings might be put into action with so small a bird; 
she spoke to him by signs, but he also did not under- 
stand and was far from guessing that anything might 
happen with this charming but gigantic girl. 

One day the princess took Hasan from his cage to 
clean him and change his garments and, when she had 
undressed him, made the prbdigious discovery that he 
was not altogether lacking in that thing which distin- 
guished th» male giants; though in his case, of course, it 
seemed to her extremely small. “By Allah, I have never 
seen a bird with a thing like that before I” she said to 
herself, and began to manipulate and examine Hasan in 
every way, marvelling at each fresh discovery. As Hasan 
lay in her hands like a sparrow in the grasp of a fowler, 
the young giantess noticed that his cucumber was chang- 
ing to a marrow under her fingers and laughed so heartily 
that she fell over on her side. “What an extraordinary 
birdl“ she cried. “He sings like a bird and yet he pays his 
compliment to women as politely as if he were a giantl" 
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Feeling that one good turn deserved another, she took 
him all against her and caressed him in every way as if he 
had been a man, exciting him with loving gestures until 
he behaved with her exactly as a sparrow with its mate. 
From that moment Hasan became the princess’s cock 
in very truth. 

Although Hasan was spoiled and petted, and expe- 
rienced things pleasing enough among the sumptuous 
charms of the gigantic princess, in spite of the pleasure 
which he gave her and in spite of the comfort of the cage 
in which the princess shut him up each time that she 
had done her business with him, in spite of these and 
other things, Hasan never for a moment forgot his wife 
Splendour, daughter of the King of the kings of Jinnistan, 
or for a moment lost sight of the object of his journey, 
the islands of Wak-Wak. He would have been very glad 
to use his magic drum and the tuft of hairs; but his 
mistress had taken away these precious things when she 
had changed his clothes; and every time he signed or 
gestured that he wished them to be returned to him, she 
thought that he was asking her to couple with him. Thus 
it was that each time he demanded his drum, he was 
answered with coupling; and each time he prayed for his 
tuft of hairs the result was coupling. After a few days he 
was in such a state that he did not dare to make the least 
sign of any sort, lest the giantess should terribly mis- 
understand him. 

Hasan grew weak and yellow in his cage until one day 
the giantess, after a more than usual multiplication of 
caresses, fell back in an ecstasy while he was still against 
her, and loosed, her hold of him. Immediately Hasan 
rushed to the chest in which his belongings had been 
placed and, taking the tuft of hairs, burnt one of them 
while he called silently upon the Father-of-Feathers. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The PALACE TREMBLED and the old man came up out 
of the ground, dressed all in black. “What do you want, 
Hasan?” he asked, as the youth clutched at his knees. 
“For pity’s sake, do not make a noise or you will wake 
her,” cried Hasan, “and then I shall have to be her bird 
againi” The sheikh took him by the hand and, by virtue 
of his hidden power, led him invisible from the palace. 
Then he asked what had happened and Hasan told him of 
his adventures in the camphor land. “And now,” he 
concluded, “if I stay one day longer with that giantess my 
soul will come out through my nose.” Then said the old 
man: “I warned you; and yet this is only the beginning. 
And I must tell you, if only as a last attempt to persuade 
you to return, that my hairs will be of no avail in the isle 
of Wak- Wak and you will have to rely entirely on your- 
self.” “And yet I must find my wife,” answered Hasan, 
“and I still have this magic drum to help me out of danger.” 
“I recognise itl” exclaimed All, looking at the drum. 
“It used to belong to Bahram, the Fire-worshipper, one 
of my old disciples; he was the only one who left the way 
of Allah. This drum will also be useless in Wak- Wak; 
for there all enchantment ceases save that of the King.” 
Then said Hasan: “He who is to live ten years will not die 
during the ninth year. If I am fated to perish in those 
islands, so be it. Therefore I pray you, O venerable 
sheikh of sheikhs, to tell me the road which I must fol- 
low,” For sole response the Father-of-Feathers took 



The Adventures oj Hasan of Basrah 187 

him by the hand, bidding him first shut his eyes and then 
open them. When Hasan had obeyed both commands, 
beholdl there was no longer any Father-of-Feathers, 
any palace or camphor land; he stood alone on the shore 
of an island, whose beach was of many-coloured jewels. 

He hardly had time to give one look about him before 
there came out of the rocks and spray band after band of 
vast white birds, which flew towards him, shutting out 
the sun with their wings. He was soon surrounded by a 
whirlwind of beating feathers and menacing beaks, and 
heard “Wak-WakI” repeated a thousand times by the 
throats which compassed him. Then he understood that 
he had come to the forbidden land, and to escape from 
the birds who would have thrust him back into the sea, 
ran to take refuge in a little hut, which happily was not 
far off upon the beach. 

As he sat considering his position, the earth groaned 
and trembled beneath his feet, and, looking forth with 
bated breath, he saw another cloud, a cloud of dust, 
sweeping upon him. And out of that cloud lanceheads 
and helmets and sun-kissed armour dazzled his eyes. 

The Amazons! Whither should he fly? On they came 
and on, as quick as falling hail, as swiftly terrible as 
lightning, and, in a moment, he was faced by a moving 
and formidable square of women warriors, mounted on 
wild gold horses, long-tailed and mighty-limbed, with 
free tossing heads and movements quicker than the north 
wind across a stormy sea. Each of the women riders 
had a sword at her side, a long lance at rest on one arm, 
and a clutch of terrible weapons in the other; held be- 
neath her thighs, each bore four awfully-headed javelins. 

When the warriors saw Hasan standing at the door 
of the hut, they pulled in their striving horses, and the 
hoofs of that check sent the stones ofthe beach high in the 
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air, so that they came down and buried themselves deep in 
the sand. Both steeds and riders snuffed the tainted wind; 
the girls^ faces showed like moons beneath their helmets, 
their round heavy buttocks were all of a piece with the 
tawny rumps of the horses, and their long hair, brown or 
gold or flame or black, mingled with the mighty tails and 
manes. Steel headpieces and emerald breastplates burnt 
in one flame together beneath the sun. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND*SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Out of this square of light an Amazon taller than the 
rest advanced towards Hasan and halted within a few 
paces of where he stood. Her face was completely 
covered by the vizor of her helmet and her great breasts 
moved beneath a coat of gold mail, more closely knit 
than a locust's wings. Hasan threw himself in the dust 
before her and then lifted his head, saying; “O queen, I 
am a stranger sent by Fate to this island; I claim the pro- 
tection of Allah and of you. Do not repulse me, but 
rather have pity on an unhappy man who seeks for his 
wife and children!" 

The rider leapt from her horse and dismissed her 
troop with a wave of the hand; then she approached so 
that Hasan might kiss her feet and hands and carry the 
hem of her cloak to his forehead. She looked at him 
closely and then raised her vizor; Hasan gave a great cry 
and recoiled in fear, for he saw no delightful amazon, 
but an old woman of strange ugliness, whose nose was 
formed like an artichoke, whose eyebrows pointed the 
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wrong way, whose cheeks were wrinkled and falling, 
whose eyes glanced and cursed at each other, and in each 
of the nine angles of whose face was a calamity; which 
things made her look utterly like a pig. Hasan covered 
his eyes with his garnrent that he might no longer look 
upon her face; but the old woman took this as a great 
sign of respect and was exceedingly moved by it. “Have no 
fear, stranger, for I will protect you,” she said, “I promise 
you my help in any need; but, first of all, it is essential 
that no one should see you; therefore, although I am 
most impatient to hear your story, I will bring you the 
clothes of an amazon , so that you may be indistinguish- 
able from my virgin warriors.” She left him and returned 
in a short time with a breastplate, sabre, lance, helmet 
and the like, in every way similar to those worn by her 
followers. When Hasan had disguised himself, she led 
him by the hand to a rock near the sea and sat down 
beside him, saying: “Now tell me what has sent you to 
these islands, which no human before has dared to visit.” 
After expressions of thanks, Hasan replied: “Dear mis- 
tress, my tale is the tale of a man who has lost his one 
treasure and wanders through the earth hoping to find 
it.” Then he told the old amazon the whole story of his 
adventures; When he had finished, she asked him the 
names of his wife and children, and he answered: “In my 
own land the children were called Nasir and Mansur, 
and my wife Splendour; but I do not know what names 
they would bear among the Jinn.” So saying, he shed 
abundant tears. 

Pity had sway over the old woman, and she said: “O 
Hasan, I swear that a mother could feel no more for a 
child than I feel for you. As it seems possible that your 
wife may be one of my Amazons, I will show you all of 
them naked in the sea to-morrow; I will make them file 
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past you, one by one, so that you may recognise her if 
she is among the band.” 

Thus spake old Mo ther-of- Lances to Hasan of Basrah, 
comforting him with hopes that her plan might be 
successful; for the rest of that day she led him about the 
island, showing him its marvels and, by evening, she 
loved him with a great love. “Be calm, my child,” she 
said, “for you are in my heart. Even were you to ask for 
all my warriors, my young virgins, I would give them to 
you gladly.” Then said Hasan: “Dear mistress, I swear by 
Allah that I will never leave you until I die.” 

Next morning old Mother-of-Lances came down to 
the sea at the head of her warriors, to the sound of 
beating drums. Hasan sat on the rock beside the waves 
and looked, in his disguise, for all the world like some 
princess. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

At a SIGN from the old woman the girls came down 
from their horses and out from their armour, tapered 
and silvered, a fever of lilies and roses; white and lightly 
they went dovm into the sea. The foam fell like flower 
petals upon their hair, free and wantoning, or built high 
in towers above their brow; the swelling waves imitated 
the curves of them; they were like sea-flowers budding 
above the water. 

Hasan looked long at this moonlight of faces, mid- 
night of eyes, these hundred tints of hair, this multi- 
tudinous benediction of haunches; but in none could he 



The Adventures oj Hasan of Basrah 2^1 

find the incomparable beauty of Splendour. “She is not 
there, good mother,” he said, and the old rider replied: 
“Perhaps they are too far off for you to see clearly.” She 
clapped her hands, and at once all the girls came up out 
of the sea and fell into line, still wet with water diamonds. 
Then, one by one, swaying and balancing, they walked 
past the rock, armed only with the buckler of their hail 
and the bright sword of their nakedness. 

Then, O Hasan, what did you not see? Oh, every 
colour and every form of little rabbit between the thighs 
of. these kings’ daughters! O little rabbits, you were fat 
and plump and round, and white and domed and big, 
and vaulted and high and close, and jutting intact, and 
shut, like thrones, like fishes, and heavy, full-lipped and 
dumb; you were nests, you had no ears, and you were 
warm; you were tented and hairless, you were muzzled 
and deaf; you were little and cuddled, you were split 
and sensitive, you were dry and delightful ; but you were 
not to be compared with the little rabbit of Splendour. 

Hasan let them all pass, and then said to Mother-of- 
Lances: “Not one of these girls in any way resembles 
Splendour,” “Then, Hasan,” answered the astonished 
old woman, “there only remains the seven daughters 
of our King. Describe your wife to me, that I may 
recognise her; for, with a good description, I think I can 
promise to find her.” Then said Hasan: “To attempt to 
describe her would be to die frustrated; but I can give 
you a shadow of her. Her face is white as a happy day 
and her waist so slight that the sun may cast no shadow 
by it. Her hair is black and lies upon her shoulders like 
night on day; her breasts pierce through all silk, her 
tongue is the tongue of bees ; the water of her mouth is 
as the water of the fountain of SalsabT), her eyes shine 
like the streams of Kausar, she is a branch of jasmine ; 
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there is a beauty spot on her right cheek and a mother 
spot below her navel; her mouth is camelian needing no 
cup, and her cheeks are the anemones of Human; her 
belly is a marble jar and there is fairer workmanship in 
her backside than in the temple of Iram; her thighs were 
melted in the mould of perfection, as sweet as the return 
of friends; between them is the throne of the Khalifah, 
the sanctuary of rest and drunkenness, of which the poet 
ViTOte this riddle: 

A thing of grace, appealing to the poet, 

Andfour byfve, and six by ten will show it.* 

O Splendour, Splendour, because of you I am a 
darwish who has lost his bowl, a pilgrim with a wounded 
heel, my legs and arms have been cut off!” 

While Hasan wept, the old woman reflected for a long 
time; then she said: “O Hasan, what evil chancel We 
are both lost beyond recall; for the girl you have de- 
scribed is surely one of the daughters of our King. You 
are mad, Hasan! Between the two of you there is a gulf 
fixed as between earth and sky; your search is a search 
for death. Listen to me, good Hasan, and do not hazard 
your soul further upon this enterprise.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

Hasan fell down in a swoon because of the old 


* 7 hs riddle: Kaf^ which stands for twenty, and sin, which stands for sixfy, 
mgither spell kus, a low word for thefemeUe parts. 
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woman's words and, when he came to himself, wept so 
bitterly that his garments were wetted as if he had 
plunged into the sea. “O aunt of help,” he cried, “must I 
then return in despair, having come so far? After your 
promises, how can I doubt my success without doubting 
your power? You command all the troops of the Seven 
Isles, and surely nothing is impossible to you.” “It is true 
that I hold supreme power over my amazons,” she 
answered, “for that reason, I give you leave to choose 
any one of them, instead of your wife, if that will turn 
you from your purpose. You may take her with you to 
your native city and live with her beyond the vengeance 
of our King. If you do not consent to this, we are both 
most certainly lost.” Hasan answered only with fresh 
tears and sobbing, so that the old woman was discom- 
fited by his grief, and thus continued: “What, in Allah's 
name, do you wish me to do for you? If it were knovm 
that I had let you land here, my head would answer for it. 
If it were known that I had shown you my virgin band 
all naked, my life would last no longer than the telling.” 
But Hasan cried: “I swear that I did not look at the girls 
save in the way of politeness, nor did I pay particular 
attention to their nakedness.” “There you were wrong, 
Hasan,” answered the old woman, “for you will never 
see such a sight again in your whole life. . . . Now, if 


1 cannot tempt you with one of my followers, I am 
willing to give you so generously of the treasures of this 
island that you may return to your own place and live 
extravagantly for the rest of your days.” But Hasan threw 
himself at the old woman’s feet, and cried: “O my helper. 


O light of my eyes, my queen, how can I return to my 
land when I have braved such wearying dangers? How 
can I leave this isle unsatisfied, when only my thirst for 
love led me to it? Try to be certain, O lady, that Fate wills 
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me to succeed, since it has let me reach so far!” And 
Hasan's soul welled up within him and he improvised 
these lines: 


What could my heart against the eyes 
Which throw gold cords on kings? 

The rose-fed wind of paradise 
Stayed atyour dark hair's garden spice 
To learn new perfumings, 

And the white stars came down with sighs 
About your slim neck's urgencies 
And danced into a ring. 


When the old amazon heard this poem, she realised 
that it would be cruel to take all hope away from Hasan; 
therefore she said: “My son, put by your sadness, for 1 
have now decided to risk all for you. Love has no under- 
standing; I must be its ears and eyes. This is one of the 
seven islands which makes up Wak-Wak; each is ruled 
by one of the king’s daughters, and it is the eldest, Nur 
al-Huda, who governs here. I will go now and speak to 
her in your favour; refresh your eyes and calm your dear 
spirit, for I will soon return.” 

When the amazon general came into the princess’s 
presence, she kissed the earth between the hands of 
Nur al-Huda; and the girl, who loved and respected the 
old woman, rose in her honour and bade her be seated. 
“Allah grant that you bring good tidings!” she said. 
“And, if it is a matter of some request, behold, I am read^ 
a/vl favourable.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT when 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

SHE said: 

Then said Mother- of-Lances: “O Queen of time, 
dear daughter, I come to announce a strange happening 
which may in the end lead to amusement for you. I have 
found a most beautiful youth weeping bitterly and cast 
upon our island by the waves. When 1 asked him his tale, 
he answered that Fate had sent him to us, seeking his 
wife, and went on to describe the woman in terms which 
I must confess reminded me of yourself and your sisters. 
Also, I must add, that never have I seen, among men or 
Jinn, so handsome a young man." 

Nut al-Huda flew into a great rage, and cried: “O 
curse among old women, daughter of a thousand 
cuckolds, how dared you introduce a man into our 
island! Offspring of shame, ah, who will give me your 
blood to drink, your flesh to mash between my teeth?" 
The old woman trembled like a reed in a tempest, and 
fell upon her knees, as the princess continued: “Do you 
not fear my vengeance and my anger? By my father’s 
head, I do, not know why you are not already cut in 
pieces and made a terrible example for those who will 
guard our island in the future. . . . Before I do anything, 
fetch me this rash human who has dared to violate our 
sacred bounds.” Mother-of-Lances rose in a maze of 
terror and, as she went forth to look for Hasan, mur- 
mured to herself: “This youth will be the death of me! 
Why did I not drive him away?” Then, when she came 
to where she had left Hasan, she cried aloud: “Rise 
up, dead youth, for the Queen wishes to speak with 
you!” “Into what gulf have I fallen?” thought Hasan, 
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as he followed the old woman into the royal 
presence. 

Nur al-Huda sat veiled upon her throne and said no 
word, while Hasan kissed the earth between her hands 
and then paid her compliments in verse; but when he had 
finished, she signed to the old woman to question him. 
Then said Mother-of-Lances: “Our mighty Queen 
returns your greeting and asks you: what is your name, 
your native land, the name of your wife, and the names 
of your children?" Hasan, following his Fate, replied: 
“Queen of the world, sovereign of time, O peerless of 
all ages, -my poor name is Hasan the unfortunate, and I 
come from the city of Basrah in Irak. My wife's name I 
do not know; my children are called Nasir and Mansur.” 
“And why did your wife leave you?” asked the Queen 
through the old woman. “By Allah, I do not know,” 
answered Hasan, “but it must have been in spite of 
herself.” “How, and from where did she depart?” was the 
next question. “From Baghdad,” Hasan replied, “from 
the very palace of the Khalifah, Harun al-Rashid, Com- 
mander of the Faithful. As for the means: she dressed 
herself in a cloak of feathers and flew off into the air. 
She said to my mother: ‘O mother of Hasan, I grieve to 
go. I mourn for your son. This separation will tear your 
hearts and blacken your days, but I can do nothing. The 
drunkenness of the air is upon me and I must go. Yet, if 
your son would find me again, he has but to search for me 
in the isles of Wak-Wak. Farewell, O mother of HasanI' 
Thus my wife spake before she flew away, and since then 
the world has been dark before my eyes.” Then said Nur 
al-Huda with a shake of the head: “As Allah lives, if your 
wife had not wished to see you again, she would never 
have told your mother her destination; but, on the other 
hand, if she had loved you truly, she would not have left 
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you.* Hasan swore the solemnest oaths that his wife 
loved him truly, that she had given him a thousand proofs 
of her devoted affection, but had been unable to resist 
the call of the air and the instinct of bird flight. “I have 
told you my sad story," said he, “I stand before you as 
a suppliant, praying you to pardon my audacity and to 
help me find my wife and children. In Allah’s name, O 
Queen, do not repulse mel” 

Nur al-Huda reflected for an hour and then raised her 
head, saying: “I have tried to find a sufficient punishment 
for you; but, so far, have not succeeded.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and dispree tly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Then the old woman overcame her fright and cast 
herself at her mistress’s feet, covering her head with the 
hem of the royal robe, and saying: “O great Queen, for 
the sake of the days when I nursed you, do not punish 
this poor man now that you have heard the trials and 
perils which he has undergone. Only through the will of 
Destiny that he should live to old age was he able to 
come out of those dangers alive. It would be worthy of 
your sweet nobility to pardon him and not offend the 
laws of hospitality. Remember that love alone thrust him 
into his rash enterprise and that much must be pardoned 
to lovers. Also, O crown of our heads, be sure that I 
would never have dared to speak to you of this most 
handsome youth had he not been chief of all men in the 
invention of verses and the construction of odes. If you 
do not believe what I say, unveil your face for him and he 
ni u 



298 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

will celebrate it fittingly.” “This is in truth the last 
straw!” answered the queen with a smile; for in spite of 
the severity of her attitude, her entrails had been moved 
within her by the beauty of Hasan and she wished 
nothing better than to try his skill, in verse and that 
which so usually follows from it. She feigned to be con- 
vinced by her old nurse, and showed all her face, lifting 
her veil. 

Hasan gave a great cry which shook the palace, and 
fell into a swoon; when Mother-of-Lances solicitously 
brought him to himself and asked the reason of his 
indisposition, he said; “O Allah, what have I seen! The 
Queen is either my wife or else is as like her as one half 
of a bean is like the otlier.” The queen laughed so heartily 
that she fell over on her side; when she could speak, she 
said: “This young man is mad! He says that I am his wife! 
Since when have virgins brought forth without a man or 
had children by the empty air? . . . Tell me, my dear, 
in what I resemble your wife; for I can see that you are in 
some doubt about me.* Then said Hasan: “O Queen of 
kings, O shade for great and small, your beauty has made 
me mad. Your star-defying eyes are those of my wife; 
the flowers of your cheeks and your breasts’ loveliness 
arc hers; you have her lightness; doubtless those things 
which I may not see are hers also; but between you there 
is a difference which only my lover’s eyes may see and 
even my lover's tongue cannot express.” 

The princess understood that Hasan’s heart would 
never belong to her and, conceiving a violent hatred for 
him, determined to find out which of her sisters had 
married against their father’s will. “I will be revenged 
upon the two of them!” she said to herself; but aloud 
and to the old woman she said: “O nurse, go and find my 
six sisters in their islands and tell them that, since they 
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have not visited me for two years, their absence weighs 
heavily upon my heart. Invite them to come to me and 
bring them here yourself; but be very careful not to say a 
word to any of them of what has happened.” 

Ignorant of her mistress’s intent, Mother-of-Lances 
hastened to the islands of the six princesses and easily 
persuaded the first five to accompany her. But when 
she came to the seventh island, where the youngest 
princess lived with her father, the King of the kings of 
the Jinn, she found it difficult to make her accept. The 
reason for this reluctance shall now be told. When the 
youngest princess went to ask her father’s leave to visit 
her eldest sister, the King was perturbed, and answered: 
“Dear daughter, favourite of my heart, there is some- 
thing in my soul which tells me that I will never see you 
again if you leave the palace. Last night I had a terrifying 
dream. . . ” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent, 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-ELEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“Light of my eyes, a dream weighed heavy on my 
sleep last night. I walked among a hidden treasure ana, 
admiring all, yet fixed my chief delight upon seven 
shining and precious jewels. The smallest was the most 
beautiful, the most desirable; therefore I took it in my 
hand, pressed it against my heart, and carried it out 
from the place of treasure. As I held it before my eyes in 
the sunlight, a strange bird, such as I have never seen 
upon chese islands, attacked me, snatched the stone 
away, and flew into the air with it. Ibis cast me into 
a stupor of grief and, when I woke, I sent for the 
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interpreters of dreams, telling them what I had seen in 
my sleep. ‘0 King,’ they said to me, ‘the seven jewels 
were your seven daughters and the smallest is she who shall 
be ravished away from you by force.’ I am afraid to let 
you go with your sisters to visit Nur al-Huda, for some- 
thing terrible may happen on the journey,” Then 
Splendour (for the youngest princess was Splendour, 
wife of Hasan) answered her father: “We must remember, 
O great King, that Nur al-Huda has prepared a festival 
for me and greatly desires me to go. For two years I have 
meant to visit her and she would have every reason to 
resent it if I were to refuse her invitation now. There is 
no need for you to be afraid, dear father. Do you not 
recall how, some time ago, I went far off with my com- 
panions and you thought me lost; yet I came back in 
health and safety? This time, I will return at the end of a 
month. When I left the islands you were perhaps right 
to be anxious; but what enemy could reach me here? 
Who could pass over Cloud Mountain, Blue Mountain, 
Black Mountain, the Seven Valleys, the Seven Seas, and 
Camphor Land, without finding death a thousand times 
by the way? Refresh your eyes, lift up yotir heart, dear 
father, you need have no fear for me.” 

Partly reassured by these arguments, the King gave 
unwilling consent, on condition that Splendour only 
stayed for a few days with her sister. After he had given 
her an escort of a thousand amazons and embraced her 
tenderly. Splendour first went to kiss her two children 
in the unsuspected retreat which she had found for them 
with two faithful slaves, and then followed the old 
woman and her sisters into Nur al-Huda’s island. 

In order fittingly to receive her sisters, the eldest 
princess had put on a fair robe of red silk on which were 
gold birds with emerald beaks and claws; she sat, heavy 
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with jewels, on her audience throne, with Hasan 
standing before her guarded by girls holding naked 
swords and pointed lances. 

When the old nurse asked for an audience, she was 
bidden to introduce the eldest of the six visiting prin- 
cesses. This girl, whose name was King’s-Pride, entered 
the presence clad in a robe of blue silk, and kissed her 
sister's hand. Nur al-Huda rose in her honour and made 
her sit by her side; then she turned to Hasan, saying: 
“Tell me, human, is this your wife?” and Hasan answered: 
“By Allah, she is the rising of the moon, her hair is 
blacker than charcoal, she smiles and her breasts are 
proud, she is the work of a cunning silversmith, I would 
say of her; 

Her veil is torn from the bright blue 
Which all the stars are basting to, 

Her lips control a hive cf bees 
And roses are about her knees, 

The white fakes of the jasmine twine 
Round her twin sweetness carnaline, 

Her waist is a slight reed which stands 
Swayed on a hill of moving sands. 

Thus I see her; but between her and my wife there is a 
difference which my tongue cannot compass.” 

Nur al-Huda signed to the old woman to introduce 
the second sister. Talisman, for such was her name, 
entered, clad in a robe of apricot silk and lol she was 
more beautiful than the one who had gone before. Her 
sister made her sit beside King's-Pride and then asked 
Hasan if he recognised his wife. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TWELFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Then said Hasan: “O Queen, she ravishes the reason 
and enchains the heart; she inspires me to this: 

A summer moon on winter’s night. 

Were fair, but here’s a fairer sight. 

/ said whet I saw your falling hair: 

’Night's black fain wing is biding day.* 

’A cloud, but lol the moon is there,* 

You, rose child, found to say. 

Thus I see her; but between her and my wife there is a 
difference beyond the compass of my tongue.” The third 
sister, Evening-Light, was more beautiful than the two 
who had gone before; she wore a robe of grenade silk. 
When Hasan was asked of her, he said: “Queen and 
crown of my head, this one would rob the sages of their 
wisdom; my marvel at her has produced these lines: 

You are as slight as a running deer. 

As small as a child with his father's bow. 

Yet you so shine that when you go 
The sun will fly and night appear. 

It is so I see her; but between her and my wife, though 
she seems and walks like her, there is a difference which 
my tongue cannot tell.” Then the fourth sister, who was 
named Clear-Sky , entered in a robe of yellow silk covered 
with pleasant designs. Of her Hasan improvised this song: 
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You are the fortunate moon which shone 
On the road / used to take 
Many a glad night for the sake 
Of a once desirous one; 

Yet if now a lover nears, 

Unrecking silver fre. 

Your breasts, two crimson granite spears, 

Are proof against desire. 

“This does not paint her fully,” said he, “it would take a 
long-breathed ode to do that. Yet I must tell you that she 
is not my wife.” The fifth sister, the fair White-Dawn, 
came in with a movement of her hips; she was as supple 
as a branch, as light as a fawn. When she had sat down 
and arranged the folds of her gold-worked green silk 
robe, Hasan made these lines about her: 

Green leaves as fairly shade the red pomegranate flowers 
Asyou,your light chemise. 

I ask its name which suits your golden cheek, 

You ponder and then speak: 

‘It has no name, for it is my chemise.’ 

Yet I will call it murderer of ours, 

A murderous chemise. . . . 

Sure, you are fairer far than these 
Poor compliments and light chemise. 

Your slim legs whisper: ^^Stayl” 

When I pass by that way. 

But if I further go 
A sweeter thing does: “Dol" 

Whileyou say: “Nayl” 

All who were in the presence marvelled at his talent 
and the Queen herself showed approval, in spite of her 
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resentment. The old amazon took advantage of this lucky 
turn to say: “O queen, did I mislead you when I spoke of 
this young man's admirable art in constructing verses? 
Are not his improvisations delicate and discreet? I pray 
you to forget his boldness and attach him to your person 
to be your poet on festivals and occasions of solemnity.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

But the Queen answered: “First 1 will finish this 
testing. Bring in my youngest sisterl” The old woman 
went out and returned immediately with the princess 
named World 's-Fairing, who was none other than 
Splendour. 

O Splendour, you wore your beauty only, disdaining 
ornament and lying veils, yet Destiny stalked with you 
into the hall! 

When Hasan saw Splendour, he gave a great cry and 
fell unconscious to the ground, and, when Splendour 
heard that cry and recognised her husband, she screamed 
and swooned all along before the throne. 

Nur al-Huda no longer concealed her jealousy and 
anger. “Seize that human and cast him outside the city!” 
she cried to her guards; and the guards carried Hasan 
away and threw him down upon the sea shore. As soon as 
Splendour came to herself, the Queen called out on her; 
“What have you to do with this human, O wanton, O 
doubly-base? For you married without your father’s 
leave and then you left your husband. Thus you have 
stained the nobility of your race and the fault must be 
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washed in blood!” Then to her women she cried: “Bring a 
ladder and fasten this dead woman to it by the hair; beat 
her until the blood runs.” After that, she wrote a letter 
to her father telling him the whole tale of Hasan and 
Splendour, and describing the punishment which she 
was about to inflict. She begged the King to answer at 
once with definite instructions for his daughter’s final 
punishment, and intrusted her letter to a swift messenger. 

When the King read Nur al-Huda’s letter, the world 
darkened before his eyes, and he sent answer to her that 
all punishment would be a feather against that fault and 
that he left it to her wisdom and justice to find the form 
of the death and see it carried out. 

While Splendour groaned on the ladder, waiting for 
her punishment, Hasan came to himself on the sea shore 
and began to lament his evil fortune. What might he 
hope? How might he find help to flee from that disastrous 
island? He rose and began to wander hopelessly about the 
beach, until these words of the poet came into his mind. 

When you were a thought in the breast oj^ your mother 
My Vision beheld you, My Justice designed; 

Therefore, dream of My Dream, do not seek for another 
While the Thinker remembers the thought of His Mind, 

This precept renewed his courage and he walked with 
better hope upon the beach, trying to imagine what had 
happened during his swoon and why he had been thus 
cast away. As he pondered, he came upon two little 
amazons, twelve years old, violently fighting each other 
on the sands, and near the place of their struggle lay a 
leather cap with writing and design upon it. He went 
up to these children and, while trying to separate them, 
asked the cause of their quarrel. When they answered 
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that they were disputing for the cap, Hasan suggested 
that he should be their arbiter. They consented and he 
at once picked up the cap, saying: “I will throw a stone 
in the air and the one who brings it to me shall have the 
cap.” “That is an excellent plan,” said the little amazons. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

iqE said: 

Hasan picked up a stone and threw it as far as he 
could; then, while the little girls were racing for it, he 
put the cap upon his head and left it there. Soon the 
children came back and the one who had got the stone 
cried: “I have won I Where are you, 0 man?” She came 
up to the place where he stood and looked all about 
without seeing him; her sister joined her and searched 
also. “They are not blind; how is it that they do not see^ 
me?” said Hasan to himself, then aloud he cried: ‘‘Herel 
am ! ” The little girls looked in the direction of the voice 
and, seeing no one, began to whimper for fear. Hasan 
touched them on the shoulder, saying : ‘ ‘Here I am. Why 
are you crying, little ones?” At this the girls were terri- 
fied and ran away with all their might, screaming as they 
went as if some evil Ifrit were after them. ‘ ‘There can be 
no further doubt, ’ ’ said Hasan to himself. ‘ ‘This is a magic 
cap, a cap of invisibility. Allah has sent it to me! Now I 
can steal back and see my wife.” Dancing for joy, he 
returned towards the city and, wishing to try the power 
of the cap on the old Amazon, searched through the 
palace until he found her, chained by a ring to the wall in 
one of the chambers. To be quite certain that he was 
really invisible, he went to a shelf on which were ranged a 
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number of porcelain jars and brought the largest of them 
crashing to the ground. The old woman uttered a cry of 
terror, thinking she had to do with some malevolent 
jinni sent by Nur al-Huda. She began to utter a con- 
juration, saying: “0 Ifrit, I order you, by the name 
graved upon the Seal of Sulaiman, to tell me who you 
are.* “I am no Ifrit, but Hasan of Basrah, whom you 
protected,” answered Hasan. “I have come to free you.” 
So saying, he took off the magic cap and stood before her. 
“Woe, woe, for poor Hasan!” cried the old woman. 
“The Queen is already sorry that she did not put you to 
death and has sent slaves in search of you, promising a 
quintal of gold for you, dead or alive. Do not lose a 
moment, but flee from this place!” She told Hasan of the 
punishments which the queen had in store for Splen- 
dour; but Hasan answered: “Allah will save her, just as 
He will save us, from the hands of that cruel princess. 
This cap is enchanted and, by its help, I can walk where I 
wish without being seen.” Then cried the old woman: 
“Praise be to Allah, who makes dead bones alive and 
has sent you this cap for our salvation! Free me quickly 
and I will show you where your wife is imprisoned.” 
Hasan cut her bonds and took her by the hand, putting 
on the cap at the same time. Immediately they both 
became invisible, and the old woman was able to lead him 
to a dungeon where Splendour languished, still fastened 
to the ladder by her hair, and waiting, with what forti- 
tude she might, for death and torture. Hasan heard her 
murmuring these lines: 

0 night of my soul be dark, 

Eyes be rivers, hope be stark; 

And hope stir not in your death, 

For my ^es thatfiery breath 
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Surely quenched with all their wetting^ 

Falling down apart . . . 

Years onyears into my heart 
Let eternal worms go fretting. 

Yet they will not reach the trace 
Ofh is lost and lovely face. 

Although Hasan did not wish to appear over suddenly 
before his wife, lest the emotion should be too much 
for her, her deep grief caused him to throw his cap aside 
and take her in his arms. When she realised that it was he, 
she swooned against his breast; but Hasan cut her bonds 
and, with the old woman's help, tenderly brought her 
to herself. He took her head upon his knees and fanned 
her with his hand until she opened her eyes, and asked: 
“Did you come down from the sky or up through the 
bosom of the earth? Dear husband, what can we do 
against Destiny? I beg you to leave my fate to run its 
course and return instantly by the way you came, for I 
do not wish to see you also a prey to my sister’s savagery.” 
“Dearly loved one, light of my eyes,” said Hasan, “I have 
come to take you back to Baghdad.” “You are rash even 
to madnessl” said she. “Begone, I pray, and do not add to 
my suffering.” But Hasan reassured her, saying: “Splen- 
dour of my soul, I shall leave the palace only with you 
and this good old woman. If you would know how, be- 
hold this magic capi” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Hasan showed her the working of the cap and told 
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her how Allah had placed it in his way. Then Splendour 
wept both for joy and contrition, and said to him: “All 
these evils are my fault, since I left our home in Baghdad 
without your leave. Master and love, spare me your 
reproaches, for I now know that a wife should put a 
proper value on her husband. I ask pardon before Allah 
and before you. My only excuse is that my soul was filled 
with a strange longing when I saw my feathers.” “As 
Allah lives, I only am to blame. I left you alone in Bagh- 
dad. I ought to have taken you with me," answered 
Hasan. “In future we will depart and return together.” 
So saying, he put Splendour on his back and took the old 
woman's hand, so that all three of them became invisible. 
They left the palace and made haste to the seventh island, 
where little Nasir and Mansur were concealed. 

Though Hasan was moved in all his being to see his 
children safe and sound, he lost no time in an outburst of 
tenderness. The old woman took the babies astride on 
her shoulders, while Splendour, thanks to the invisibility 
of the cap, succeeded in taking three new garments of 
feathers from the wardrobe of the Jinn. Then all three 
put on these cloaks of enchanted flight, and left the fatal 
islands of Wak-Wak for ever. 

They flew by short stages and, coming one morning 
to the City of Peace, alighted on the terrace of Hasan's 
palace. Descending the stairs, they arrived at the door of 
the room where Hasan’s mother stayed eternally with 
her grief. The old woman was now very feeble and 
nearly blind because of her sorrows; yet, when Hasan 
knocked at the door, she asked courageously; “Who is 
there?” “Dear mother,” answered Hasan, “Destiny is at 
the door with jo) ful news!” 

Not knowing whether this was illusion or reality, 
the old woman ran, as fast as her weakened legs could 
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carry her, and opened the door. She saw Hasan before 
her with his wife and children and the old amazon 
standing discreetly behind them. The emotion was too 
great for her and she fell fainting in their arms. Hasan 
brought her to herself with the tears which fell from his 
eyes upon her face, and then pressed her gently to his 
breast. Splendour showered a thousand kisses upon her, 
most humbly asking pardon for her fault. Then they 
presented Mother-of-Lances as their saviour, and Hasan 
told their nvirvellous adventures. But it is needless to 
repeat the story in this place. They glorified Allah to- 
gether that He had at last brought them safely into one 
place. 

From that time on they lived delightfully, nor did 
they miss to go each year, by caravan, thanks to the magic 
drum, to visit the seven princesses in the green-domed 
palace upon Cloud Mountain. 

It was many long years before the inexorable Des- 
troyer of happiness came in his turn to visit them. 
Glory and praise be to Him Who reigns over the visible 
and invisible, the Sole Living, the Eternal, Who knows 
not death! 

When Shahrazadhad told this extraordinary tale, little 
Dunyazad fell upon her neck and kissed her upon the 
mouth, saying: “Dear sister, that tale is both miraculous 
and tasteful. I so loved Rose-Leaf. I am very sorry that 
Hasan did not marry her also!” Then said King Shahryar: 
“That tale is indeed astonishing , Shahrazad . It almost made 
me forget certain unpleasant duties which I have to under- 
take to-morrow.” But Shahrazad answered: “O King, 
that tale is not to be compared with one which I know 
concerning the Historic Fart.” “What do you say, 
Shahrazad?" cried the King. “What is this historic fart? 
I have never heard of it.” “It is a tale which I had intended 
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to tell you to-morrow night, if I were still alive,” an- 
swered Shahrazad; so Shahryar said within himself: “I 
will not kill her until I have learnt more about this 
strange matter.” 

At that point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

This anecdote comes from The Dlwan of Jovial and 
Indecent Folk. I will tell it at once. 

And Shahrazad said: 

THE DIWAN of jovial AND INDECENT 

FOLK 

THE HISTORIC FART 

It is related — but Allah is all-knowing — that there 
was once in the city of Kaukaban in Yaman, a Badawi of 
the tribe of the FadlT, whose name was Abu al-Hasan. At 
an early age he left nomadic life and had become a 
polished citizen and rich merchant. He had married in 
his youth, but Allah had called his wife into His mercy 
after a year of marriage; thus it was that Abu al-Hasan's 
friends were always pressing him to marry again and 
quoting these words of the poet: 

Rise up and hear the season sing, 

The girls are here for marrying. 

And a glad wife’s an almanac 
Whose scented leaves point ever back 
And tell about the Spring. 
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At length Abu al-Hasan could hold out against these 
persuasions no longer; so he entered into communica- 
tion with the old women who negotiate marriages, 
and became betrothed to a damsel as beautiful as the 
moon shining on the sea. He gave great feasts to cele- 
brate the wedding and asked not only friends, but also 
the ulama, fakirs, darwishes, and santons of the city. He 
opened wide the doors of his house and provided for his 
guests rice of seven different colours, sherberts, lamb 
stuffed with nuts, almonds, pistachios and raisins, and 
a young camel roasted and presented whole. All the 
guests ate and drank joyfully, and when the bride had 
been shown seven times, dressed in different and costly 
robes, she was led round for an eighth circle, so that 
those eyes might gaze their fill which were not yet 
satisfied. After that the old women led her into the 
bridal chamber and, upon a bed as high as a throne, 
prepared her in every way for the entrance of her lord. 

Abu al-Hasan came slowly and with dignified step into 
the chamber, and sat for a moment on the diwan to 
prove, both to himself and to his wife and the women, 
that he was a man of gravity and good manners. He rose 
weightily to receive the wishes of the old women and to 
dismiss them, before going up to the bed where the girl 
so modestly awaited him; but, ah, horror, his belly was 
full of heavy meat and drink! He let a fine, terrible, re- 
sounding fart! May the Devil be far from us! 

Each old woman turned to her neighbour and began 
speaking in a loud voice, pretending that she had heard 
nothing; the bride, instead of laughing or mocking, 
chinked and rattled her bracelets to add to the covering 
noise. But Abu al-Hasan, more than half-dead with 
mortification, pleaded a pressing need and ran down 
into the court. He saddled his mare and, leaping upon 
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her back, fled through the shadows of the night away 
from his house, his marriage, and his bride. He left the 
city, he crossed the desert, he came to the sea side and 
went aboard a boat bound for India, In time he came to 
the Malabar coast. 

There he became acquainted with many men from 
Yaman, who spoke so well of him to the King of that 
land that he was appointed captain of the royal guard. He 
lived in enjoyment of that post for ten years, honoured 
and respected in the midst of luxury; and whenever the 
memory of his fart came to him, he banished it from his 
mind as an unclean thing. 

But at the end of those ten years he was seized with a 
great longing for his native land and pined for his city 
and his house, and well-nigh died of his exile. One day 
he could resist the solicitations of his soul no longer; 
therefore, without even asking leave of the King, he 
absconded and returned to the land of Hadramaut, and 
Yaman. He disguised himself as a darwish and, jour- 
neying on foot towards Kaukaban, came to a hill which 
overlooked that city. He gazed down upon the terrace 
of his old house and, with tears in his eyes, exclaimed; 
“Pray God that no one recognises me! May He have 
made them forget!” He came down from the hill and 
took side-streets that would lead him to his house. As 
he went he saw an old woman sitting at her door , taking 
the lice from the head of a little ten-year-old girl. He 
heard the child saying: “Mother, I wish to know my age; 
one of my friends is going to cast my horoscope. Tell me 
when I was born .” The old woman reflected for a moment, 
and then said: “You were born on the night and in the 
year when Abu al-Hasan let his fart.” 

The unhappy Abu al-Hasan turned and fled, giving 
his leps to the wind. “Your fart has become a date! he 
ui 
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lamented. “It will go down the years, as long as there are 
palm trees.” And he did not cease his flight till he was 
back in India, where he lived in the bitterness of exile 
until his death. Allah pity himi 

Then Shahrazad said again: 

THE TWO JESTERS • 

It is also related, O auspicious King, that there was 
once in the city of Damascus in Syria a man noted for his 
droll and indelicate tricks; also there was another in 
Cairo, not less famous for the same quality. The Dama- 
scene jester had often heard tell of his Cairene rival and 
was the more anxious to meet him since his usual 
admirers were always saying: “There can be no doubt 
that the Egyptian is more spiteful and intelligent, 
cleverer and more amusing than you. To be with him is 
much more droll. If you do not believe us, go and see 
his work in Cairo and you will be forced to acknowledge 
his superiority.” At last the man said to himself: “There 
is nothing for it, I must go to Cairo and see for myself.” 
He made his luggage and left Damascus for Cairo; and 
Allah brought him safe and sound to that city. Imme- 
diately he inquired for the dwelling of his rival and paid 
him a visit; the jester of Cairo received him with a large 
hospitality and most cordial welcome. The two passed 
the night in agreeable conversation concerning the 
affairs of the great world. 

Next morning the guest said to his host: “Dear com- 
panion, my sole reason for coming to Cairo was to judge 
for myself those excellent tricks and passes which I have 
heard that you play unceasingly upon your city. I would 
not like to return without instruction. Will you let me 
have a taste of your quality?” “Dear friend,” answered the 
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other, “they have been deceiving you. I am one of those 
slow fellows who can hardly distinguish his left hand 
from his right. How could I hope to teach a delicate 
Damascus spark like you? Still, since my duty as a host 
requires that I show you the fair things of our city, let us 
go out for a walk.” 

The Cairene led his guest to the mosque of al-Ashar, 
so that he might tell the people of Damascus of the 
religious and scientific marvel which he had seen; but on 
the way he paused at a flower stall and bought a large 
bunch of aromatic herbs, carnations, roses, sweet basil, 
jasmine, mint and marjoram. When they entered the 
court of the mosque they saw many persons satisfying 
their needs in the line of privies which faced the fountain 
of ablution; so the Cairo man said to his guest: “Now 
tell me, if you wanted to play a trick on this line of 
squatting persons, how would you set about it?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“The METHOD IS OBVIOUS,” answered the man from 
Damascus, “I would go behind them with a thorny 
broom and, while I swept, prick all their bums as if by 
accident.” “There is something a trifle heavy and gross to 
my mind about that pleasantry,” said the Cairene. “Such 
jokes verge a little towards the indelicate. Now watch 
me !” He went up to the line of defecators with a friendly 
smile and offered a spray of flowers to each in turn, 
saying: “Allow me, good master.” In confusion and fury 
each replied: “Allah curse you, you son of a pimp! 
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Where do you think we are, in the dining room?” All the 
people in the court of the mosque laughed most heartily 
at the expressions of these people. 

Then the man from Damuscus turned to his host, and 
said: “You have beaten me O prince of jesters. It is a 
true proverb which says: Asjine as an Egyptian; for he can 
pass through the eye of a needle!” 

Then Shahrazad said again: 

I 


A WOMAN’S TRICK 

It IS RELATED, O auspicious King, that there was a 
well-born young woman in a certain city whose husband 
was often absentupon journeys near and far. At length the 
temptation of the flesh was too strong for her and, as a 
balm for her torment, she chose the most handsome 
youth of his time. They loved each other with extra- 
ordinary devotion and satisfied each other at ease and 
joyfully, rising to eat, eating to lie down, and lying down 
to couple. 

One day the youth was solicited by an old white- 
bearded man, a double-dealing pervert, a knife for 
colocasia; but, instead of submitting, he quarrelled with 
the sheikh, beat him about the face, and tore away his 
evil beard. Therefore the old man complained to the 
wall of that city and the wall had the youth seized and 
thrown into prison. 

When the young woman learnt that her lover was in 
gaol, she was both grieved and angry. Delaying only long 
enough to form a plan, she put on her most seductive 
ornaments and, after soliciting an audience with the wall, 
entered the hall of requests. As Allah lives, she could 
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have obtained all the requests of all the world, showing 
herself so supple and so fair. After greeting, she said: 
“O our lord the wall, the youth so-and-so. whom you 
have put in prison, is my brother and the sole support of 
our house. His accuser is a rascally pervert and the 
witnesses were false. I come to beg that you will, of your 
justice, deliver my brother; if you refuse, our house will 
fall in ruins and 1 shall die of hunger.” At first sight the 
wall had felt his heart work powerfully towards the girl; 
therefore he answered: “I am disposed to free your 
brother. Go now into the harim of my house and, when 
the audiences are over, I will come and talk to you about 
the matter.” Understanding what he meant, she said to 
herself: “I swear by Allah, old dirty beard, that you will 
not touch me save in apricot time.” But aloud she an- 
swered: “O our lord the wall, it would be better if you 
came to my house where we might talk at greater ease 
than in this place; for in a harim I should be a stranger.” 
“And where is your house?” asked the delighted wall. “In 
such and such a place. I will expect you this evening at 
sundowm,” she answered, and went out from the pre- 
sence, leaving the wall floundering in a stormy sea. 

She next went to the kadi, who was an old man, and 
said, bowing before him: “O our master the kadi, I pray 
you cast the eyes of justice upon my cause; for Allah will 
do so to you and more also.” “Who has oppressed you?” 
asked the kadi, and she answered: “A wicked sheikh who 
has had my brother, the sole prop of my house, impri- 
soned on false witness. I beg you to intercede for me 
with the wall that my brother may be released.” When 
the kadi saw and heard the girl, he fell violently in love 
with her, and therefore answered: “I will take up your 
brother’s cause. Go now into the harim of my house; I 
will join you when I am at liberty and we can talk to- 
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gather. All will be as you desire.” Low to herself, the 
girl said: “Son of a pimp, you shall have me in the time of 
apricots!” But aloud she said: “O master, it will be better 
if I wait for you in my. house, where none can disturb 
us.” “And where is your house?” he asked. “In such and 
such a place,” she answered. “ I will wait for you to-night 
a little after sunset.” Then she went forth from the kadi 
and sought the wazir of the King. 

She told the wazir of the youth’s imprisonment and 
begged him to give an order of release. Then said the 
wazir: “That should not be difficult. In the meanwhile, 
go into the harim; I will join you there and we can talk 
about the matter.” “By the life of your head, O master,” 
she answered, “I am very shy and would not dare to go 
into your harim. My own house is better fitted for such a 
conversation. I will await you there an hour after sunset 
this evening.” She told him the place of her house and 
departed for the King’s palace. 

As soon as she entered the presence, the King mar- 
velled at her beauty, and said to himself: “By Allah, here 
is something to be taken hot and hungry!” Then, aloud 
and kindly, he asked: “Who has oppressed you?” “There 
can be no oppression,” she answered, “for our King is 
just.” Then said the King: “Allah alone is just! What can I 
do for you?” “Give me an order of release for my brother,” 
she answered. “He has been unjustly imprisoned.” “That 
is easy,” said the King. “Go and wait in my harim, child. 
Justice shall have its course.” “In that case, O King,” she 
ventured, “I would rather wait in my own house. For 
such a conversation as ours, the King must know that 
there are many preparations necessary, baths and the 
like; those preparations I cannot perfectly make except 
in my own poor house, which, after to-night, will be a 
palace.” “Be it so,” answered the King. When they had 
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agreed about the time of the meeting, the girl left the 
royal presence and went to find a carpenter. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

To THE CARPENTER she said: “I wish you to deliver at 
my house, early this evening, a large cupboard with four 
shelves, one above the other; each ot the shelves must 
have a separate door with strong locks.’ “By Allah, good 
mistress,” answered the carpenter, “it cannot be done by 
this evening.” “But I will pay you anything you like to ask ," 
she said, and he answered: “In that case it shall be ready, 
dear mistress. I ask neither silver nor gold, but only a 
certain favour which you can well imagine. Come into 
the back of the shop, where we can talk at ease about the 
measurements of the cupboard.” But the girl laughed 
and said: “My dear carpenter, you have no tactl Do you 
think that that dirty little place at the back of your shop 
is suitable for a conversation such as ours? Come round 
to my house this evening, after you have sent the cup- 
board, and we will talk about measurements until the 
morning. . . . Only I have just remembered that I 
require five shelves and not four. Yes, I need five shelves 
for all the remarkable merchandise which I wish to lock 
away.” Then she gave the carpenter her address and 
returned home. 

She took five robes of different colour and shape from a 
coffer and carefully set them out; she made ready meat 
and drink, arranged flowers and burnt perfumes. Then 
she sat down to wait the arrival of her guests. 

Towards sunset the carpenter’s porter brought the 
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cupboard and, at the girl’s order, placed it in the recep- 
tion hah. The porter had hardly departed and the girl 
had not had time even to try the locks, before there was a 
knock at the door. The wall entered, and his hostess, 
rising in his honour and kissing the earth between his 
hands, made him be seated and plied him with refresh- 
ments. Then she cast eyes a foot long in his direction, 
together with such burning glances that the wall sat up 
and trembled with a desire to possess her immediately. 
But the girl extricated herself from his embrace, saying: 
“Surely you lack refinement, my master. Will you not 
first undress, so that you may be free in your movements?” 
“There is no difficulty in that,” cried the wall, as he cast 
aside his garments and put on a strangely cut robe of 
yellow silk, and bonnet of the same, which the girl 
handed to him. This, you must know, is the custom at 
licentious feasts. Just as the wall, all muffled in his yellow 
robe and bonnet, prepared to amuse himself, there came 
a violent knocking at the door. “Are you expecting some 
neighbour?” he asked crossly; but she answered in 
terror: “By Allah, I had quite forgotten that my husband 
is coming back this evening! It is he who is knocking at 
the door!” “What will become of me? What must I do?” 
cried the wall, and she breathlessly replied: “You must 
get into this cupboard.” She opened the door of the 
lowest shelf, saying: “Get inside.” “But how?” he asked. 
“Squat down,” she said. So the wall got into the cupboard 
and squatted down, being nearly bent in two. The girl 
locked the door of the shelf and went to open for her 
next guest. 

This proved to be the kadi. She received him in the 
same manner; but just as he was preparing to throw 
himself upon her, strangely dressed in a red robe and 
bonnet, she said: “You have not yet written the order 
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for my brother's liberation.” The kadi wrote an order 
and was handing it to the girl when there came a knocking 
upon the door. “That is my husband!” cried the girl in 
terror, and, after making the kadi climb up into the 
second shelf of the cupboard, she went and opened for 
her third guest. 

This was the wazir. He met the same fate as the others; 
he was swaddled in a green robe and bonnet, and shut 
into the third shelf of the cupboard, just as the King 
arrived. The King, in his turn, was rigged out in a blue 
robe and a blue bonnet, and bundled into the fourth shelf 
of the cupboard by a violent knocking at the door, just 
as he was about to do that for which he had come. He was 
very fat, and to squat in that confined space irked him 
considerably. 

The carpenter entered with famished eyes and would 
have throvm himself upon the girl at once, had she not 
said: “Tell me, carpenter, why you made the fifth shelf so 
small? I can hardly get anything into it.” “That is a 
thoroughly good shelf,” he answered. “It would hold me 
and four like me.” “Try then,” she said, and the carpenter, 
climbing on stools set one upon the other, managed to 
worm his way on to the fifth shelf. At once he was locked 
in. 

The girl then took the kadi's order to the guardians of 
the prison, and they released her lover without question. 
The two hurried back to the house and, to celebrate 
their coming together again, coupled long and violently, 
with plenty of panting and noise. The five in the cup- 
board heard all that was going on, but did not dare to 
move. They squatted one above the other and waited 
eagerly until they should be released. 

When the boy and girl had finished their diversions, 
they got together all the precious things in the house and 
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shut them in portable chests; then they quickly sold the 
rest, and left the city for another kingdom. So much for 
them. 

Two days later the five in the cupboard were all seized 
with a simultaneous desire to piss. The carpenter was the 
first to succumb; and his piss fell upon the King’s head. 
A moment afterwards the King pissed on the wazir's 
head, who in his turn pissed on the kadi’s head, who in 
his turn pissed on the wall. All except the King and the 
carpenter lifted up their voices, and cried: “O filthi” The 
kadi recognised the wazir’s voice and the wazir the voice 
of the kadi. They called out to each other: “We are in a 
nice trap! Happily the King has been spared.” “Be quiet, 
for I am here!” cried the King. “And I have no idea who 
pissed on my head.” Then the carpenter exclaimed: 
“May Allah in every way exalt the King’s majesty! I think 
I must have done it, for I am on the fifth shelf. Also I made 
the cupboard!” 

At this point the girl’s husband returned from his 
journey; the neighbours, who had not noticed the woman 
and the youth eloping, watched him as he knocked fruit- 
lessly upon the door. When he asked them why none 
answered, they could not tell him. With their help he 
burst in the door and the whole crowd of them entered, 
only to find the house empty, save for a large cupboard. 
They heard men’s voices proceeding from this cupboard 
and at once determined that it must be full of the Jinn. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

UHE said: 

Speaking in loud voices, they agreed to set fire to the 
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cupboard and destroy it completely with all which it 
might contain; but, as they were setting about to do this, 
the kadi’s voice called from inside: “Do nothing rash, 
good folk! We are neither Jinn nor burglars, but so-and- 
so and so-and-so.” In a few words he told them of the trick 
which had been played upon them all ; so the neighbours 
at once broke the locks and delivered, from the five 
shelves of the cupboard, five men disguised in fancy 
garments. None of those who beheld the victims come 
forth could refrain from laughing; but the King, in order 
to console the bereaved husband, said to him: “I appoint 
you my second wazir.” Such is the story. But Allah is 
All-knowingl 

When she had made an end, Shahrazad said to King 
Shahryar: “You must not think that this is at all to be 
compared with The Tale of the Sleeper Wakened.” 
Then, as the King raised his eyebrows at this unknown 
title, Shahrazad began without delay; 

THE TALE OF THE SLEEPER WAKENED 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there was a 
young bachelor in Baghdad, during the reign of the 
Khalifah Harun al-RashId, who lived a most strange life 
and whose name was Abu al-Hasan. His neighbours never 
saw him invite a man two days running or , by any chance, 
entertain a citizen of their city. All who came to his house 
were strangers; and therefore the people of that quarter, 
who did not understand this peculiarity, called the young 
man Abu al-Hasan the Eccentric. 

It was his custom to post himself every evening at the 
further end of the city bridge and, when he saw a 
stranger approach, rich or poor, young or old, to accost 
him with an urbane smile and beg him to accept the 



324 Thdusand Nights and One Night 

hospitality of his house for his first night in Baghdad. He 
would lead the stranger home and entertain him royally, 
keeping him company throughout the night in jovial talk. 
But on the morrow, he would say: “Dear guest, I invited 
you when Allah was your sole acquaintance in this city; 

I did so for a reason of my own . But I have sworn never to 
entertain even a stranger for two days running, though 
he were the most charming of the sons of men. Thus I am 
obliged to separate from you and I beg that, if ever you 
meet me in the streets of Baghdad, you will pretend not 
to know me; otherwise I shall be obliged to turn from you 
myself.” After such words as these, Abu al-Hasan would 
conduct his guest to one of the khans and, taking leave of 
him with words of instruction concerning the ways of 
the city, would never see him again. If, by chance, the 
two crossed each other's path in the roads or markets, 
Abu al-Hasan would turn his head, in order that he might 
not be obliged to salute the other. And for a long time 
he behaved in this way, entertaining a fresh guest every 
night. 

One evening at sunset, while Abu al-Hasan waited at 
the end of the bridge, he saw a man coming towards him 
dressed like a rich merchant of Mosul and followed by a 
tall dignified slave. This stranger was the Khallfah Harun 
al-RashId in disguise, who was returning from one of his 
monthly tours of secret examination in and about the city. 
Abu al-Hasan, who had no suspicion of the stranger's 
identity, gave him welcome with a gracious bow, and 
said: “Blessed be your arrival among us, my master! Do 
me pleasure by accepting my hospitality for co-night, 
instead of going to a khan. To-morrow morning you can 
find a lodging at your leisure.” Then, in order to persuade 
an acceptance, he told the Khalifah of his nightly custom, 
adding: “Allah is generous, my master. You will find in my 
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house large hospitality, warm bread, and a clear wine." 
The Khalifah found the adventure so strange and Abu al- 
Hasan so unusual that he made up his mind to know him 
better; after a half-hearted refusal for good form’s sake, 
he accepted the invitation in these words: "Be it upon 
my head and before my eye! May Allah increase His 
benefits about you, good master! I am ready to follow 
you.” So Abu al-Hasan showed the way and led his new 
guest to the house, conversing pleasantly the while. 

Hasan’s mother had made excellent cooking that 
night; first she served the two with fried cakes stuffed 
with mince and pine kernels; then with a fat capon 
islanded among four plump chickens; then with a goose 
having raisin and nut stuffing; and finally with a pigeon 
stew. These things looked almost too good to eat until 
they were tasted. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The TWO ATE greatly of these things and, all the time, 
Abu al-Hasan chose the most delicate portions for his 
guest. After they had washed their hands with basin and 
ewer, Hasan’s mother served dishes with grapes, dates 
and pears, and almond paste, and pots filled with con* 
serve. The two ate of these and then began to drink. 

Abu al-Hasan filled the feast cup with wine and turned 
to his guest, saying; “Dear guest, you know that the cock 
does not drink without calling the hens to drink with 
him by uttering little cries. Were I to drink of this cup 
alone, the wine would stick in my throat and I should die. 
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For this one night, I heg you to leave sobriety to mal- 
contents and hunt with me among the wine for joy. For I 
am glad to-night, since my house has been honoimed by 
such a stranger.” Wishing to make him talk, the Khallfah 
began to drink with him and, when the wine had light- 
ened their souls a little, he said to Abu al-Hasan: “Now 
that there is bread and salt between us, will you tell me 
why you behave thus hospitably to strangers, and relate 
the story of your life; for it must be astonishing?” “Not 
astonishing, but certainly instructive, O guest,” replied 
Abu al-Hasan. “My name is Abu al-Hasan, and I am the 
son of a merchant who, on his death, left me a fair 
inheritance in Baghdad. As I had been brought up very 
severely during my father’s lifetime, I made haste to 
recapture the lost moments of my youth; but, being a 

S man of some reflection, I took the precaution of 
ig my inheritance into two parts, one of which 1 
realised in gold and the other disposed safely in stocks. 
I took the cash and spent generously with lads of my own 
age, whom I entertained as sumptuously as if I had been 
an amir. I spared no expense to make our lives delightful 
and thus at the end of a year, had come down to my last 
dinar. Then I turned to my friends, but they had dis- 
appeared. I sought them out and begged them to help me 
in my penury; but they all made excuse and not one of 
them offered sufficient to keep body and soul together 
for a single day. So I considered within myself how wise 
my father had been to raise me strictly. I returned to my 
own house and there made a resolution which I have kept 
ever since: I swore, before Allah, never to be seen in 
company with my fellow citizens and never to entertain 
any but strangers. Further, since experience had taught 
me that a short warm friendship is better than a long one 
which ends disastrously, 1 swore never to keep company, 
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even with a stranger, for two days running. Even though 
he were the most charming of the sons of men! Well 
I know that the bonds of friendship are cruel bonds, 
destroying the joys ot friendship, so I beg you not to be 
astonished if I say farewell to you to-morrow morning, 
after our one night of perfect amity. Also, do not take it 
ill if I refuse to see you should we ever happen to meet in 
the streets." 

“There is something marvellous to me about such 
conduct,” said the Khalifah. “I have never knovm an 
eccentric who could act so wisely. I admire you very 
much: it was shrewd of you to keep the second part of 
your inheritance. Now you are able to enjoy the conver- 
sation of a fresh man every day, avoiding all chance of 
boredom and disagreement. . . . But what you have said 
concerning our separation on the morrow is very painful 
to me, as I should have liked to return your hospitality in 
some way. I beg you to express some wish to me; for 1 
swear, by the sacred Kaabah, that I will satisfy it. Speak 
freely and do not pitch your demand too low; for Allah 
has been good to me in my trade and there is very little 
which I cannot compass with His help.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Abu al-Hasan answered, without any signs of sur- 
prise: “My eye has already been rejoiced with your 
presence; anything further would be a superfluity. I 
thank you for your intention; but, since I have neither 

desire nor ambition, I find it difficult to prefer any 
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request. My state in life suffices me, I do not need to ask 
help of any.” Then said the Khallfah: “In Allah’s name, 
my master, do not refuse my request. Let your heart 
prompt you to some desire that I may satisfy it. Other- 
wise I shall feel humiliated when I say farewell; for a 
benefit is harder to sustain than an injury, and a man of 
breeding must return in double measure. Speak, I pray 
you!” 

Seeing that the Khallfah would not be put off, Abu al- 
Hasan lowered his head and reflected deeply for a long 
time; then he raised his eyes, and cried: “I have fovmd 
something. But it is the request of a madman; I will not 
tell it to you lest you should have a wrong idea of me.” 
“By the life of my head,” returned the Khallfah, “no one 
can say in advance whether an idea is mad or sane. I am 
only a merchant, but I have more power than you would 
think to look at me. Speak, I beg you!” Then said Abu al- 
Hasan: “I will speak since you insist; but I swear, by the 
virtue of the Prophet (upon whom be prayer and peace!) 
that none but the Khallfah could realise my wish; for I 
ardently desire to change places with our master, Harun 
al-RashId, Commander of the Faithful, if only for one 
day.” “What would you do if you were Khallfah for one 
day?” asked Harun al-Rashid, and Abu al-Hasan, after a 

momentary pause, replied: 

“You must know, O stranger, that the city of Baghdad 
is divided into quarters and that each quarter has a sheikh 
at its head; unfortunately the sheikh of my quarter is a 
creature of such horrible ugliness that I doubt not he was 
bom from the coupling of a hyena and a pig. His approach 
is pestilential; for his mouth is no ordinary mouth, but 
rather a dirty anus like the hole of a privy; his fish- 
coloured eyes pop sideways; his scabby lips are like a 
venereal sore and jet out spittle when he speaks; his ears 
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are sow's ears; his flabby painted cheeks are like an old 
ape's bottom; the teeth have fallen from his jaws through 
eating filth; his body is fretted with every foul disease of 
the earth; as for his anus — ^well, he has not got one: for 
he has so long given himself to be a ditch for the tools of 
donkey-boys, nightmen, and sweepers, that his arsegut 
has rotted away and is now a cave stuffed with cotton 
swabs to prevent his tripes from falling out. 

“This crapulous creature, with two other foul fellows, 
sows all the trouble in our quarter; there is no sin that he 
will not commit, no falsehood that he will not circulate 
and, because he has a shitty soul, he always exercises his 
old-womanish spite on clean and honest men. He could 
not do sufficient harm by the pestilence of his presence 
if he had not two helpers as gross as he. 

“The first is a slave, smooth-faced as a eunuch, with 
yellow eyes and a voice like the farting of donkeys. This 
offspring of a dog and a whore pretends to be of noble 
Arab birth, though he comes, in truth, from the lowest 
Christian stock. His trade is hanging about among the 
cooks and eunuchs of the great to filch the secrets of 
their masters and peddle them through taverns and 
knocking houses. Nothing comes amiss to him, and if 
there were a dinar in a dirty arse, he would lick it gladly. 

“The second is a fat jester with fat eyes whose business 
is to make puns among the markets, where he is well- 
known for a head as bald as an onion and for so terrible a 
stammer that you would think he was going to vomit his 
guts with every word. The merchants do not ask him 
into their shops because he is so fat that, if he sits on a 
chair, it flies to matchwood beneath him. This one is 
more foolish but less disgusting than the other two. 

“If 1 were the Prince of Believers for one day, I would 

not make myself rich, or my folk rich, but 1 would free 

m * 
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our quarter from these dogs and, after suitable punish- 
ment, sweep their bodies into the town ditch. Thus 
would our quarter know tranquillity and my desire be 
satisfied. ” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“In truth, O Abu al -Hasan,” said the Khalifah, “your 
wish is that of an upright and good-hearted man, 
for only one with these qualities would so rail because 
the evil may flourish with impunity. But I do not 
imagine that your wish would be so difficult to realise 
as you think; for the Khalifah loves a strange adventure 
as well as any man, and, if he were told, I am sure he 
would change powers with you for a day and a night.” 
At this Abu al-Hasan laughed, and answered: “By Allah, 
we have not been talking very seriously! If the Khalifah 
were informed, I expect he would shut me up in a mad- 
house. If your trade should make you known to anyone 
in the palace, I beg you not to report my vapourings 
under wine.” “1 take oath not to speak of the matter to a 
soul,” answered the Khalifah; but to himself he swore 
not to let slip this opportunity, which seemed to promise 
a better jest than any which he had before compassed in 
any of his disguises. “It is now my turn to pour the wine, 
dearhost,”he said. “So far, youhave done all the pouring.” 
He took the bottle and, while filling the cup, cleverly 
slipped into it a morsel of pure Cretan banj. Then he 
handed the vessel to Abu al-Hasan, saying: “May it be 
wholesome and delicious!” “Who could refuse the 
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pouring of a guest?” replied Abu al-Hasan .“ButI must warn 
you that I may not be able to rise in the morning to see you 
off- therefore I beg you not to forget to shut the door 
after you.” The Khalifah promised and Abu al-Hasan 
drained the cup with a quiet mind. Immediately he fell 
head over heels so rapidly that the Khalifah burst out 
laughing. When he had recovered from his amusement, 
he called to his slave, saying: “Take this man upon your 
back and follow me.” The slave obeyed and, as they were 
leaving, the Khalifah added: “Mark the place of this 
house so that you can return to it when I bid you.” 
They went out into the street, but forgot to shut the door. 

They entered the palace by the secret wicket and made 
their vvay into the Khallfah’s own bedchamber. “Take off 
this man’s clothes!” said Harun. “Dress him in my night 
garments and put him into my bed.” As soon as this was 
done, the Khalifah sent for all the dignitaries of his 
palace: his wazirs, chamberlains, and his eunuchs, 
together with the women of his harim; when they had 
collected, he said to them: “To-morrow you must all 
come to this room and particularly obey the orders of 
this man who lies in my garments upon the bed. Pay him 
exactly the same respect as you would accord to ine and 
treat him in every way as if he were myself. Give him the 
title of Prince of Believers and do not refuse the least ot 
his desires. If one of you, even were it my own son 
should go against my inclinations in this matter, he would 

be hanged at the palace gate. . j . 

“To hear is to obey!” they answered and retired in 
silence, realising that the Khalifah meant to beguile his 

weariness in some extraordinary fashion. 

Only jafar and Masrur remained; to these al- Kashi 
said: “To-morrow you must be the first awake, and come 
here to take the orders of my substitute. You must not be 
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astonished at anything he may say; and you must pretend 
to take him for the Khalifah, whatever he may tell you 
to the contrary. Give alms to all whom he points out, 
even if you have to spend all the treasures of my kingdom. 
Punish, reward, hang, kill, nominate and deprive, exactly 
as hecommands. Nor need you come to consult me first; 
for I shall be hidden near by to hear and see what passes. 
Above all, you must be very careful not to let him suspect 
for a moment that he is a victim of one of my jokes. . . . 
Let it be as I say. .. . When you wake come and wake 
me also.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Next morning Jafar and Masrur woke the Khalifah, 
who hastened to place himself behind a curtain in the 
room where Abu al-Hasan was sleeping, so that he might 
see and hear without being noticed by any. Then Jafar 
and Masrur entered the chamber, with all the dignitaries 
and women and slaves of the palace. They ranged them- 
selves in their usual places in a grave silence, as if it were 
really the Khalifah who was about to wake. When all 
were placed, a slave, who had been instructed before- 
hand, held a swab of vinegar under Hasan's nose; so that 
he sneezed once, twice, and thrice, expelling from his 
nose long filaments which had been collected there by 
the power of the banj. The slave caught this mucous on a 
gold plate so that it might not mess the bed, and then 
wiped Hasan’s nose and face with rose-water. Abu al- 
Hasan came out of his unconsciousness and opened his 
eyes. 
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He saw a rare bed, covered with a brocade of scarlet 
gold starred with pearls; he lifted his eyes and saw a 
mighty hall with walls and ceiling of satin, with silken 
hangings, and vases of gold and crystal in all the comers. 
Then his look travelled downwards and he saw himself 
surrounded by women and low-bowing slaves of 
ravishing beauty. Behind them he saw a mass of wazlrs, 
amirs, chamberlains, black eunuchs, and musicians; 
these last had their fingers poised to accompany a circle 
of singers raised upon a dais. On a stool by his bedside he 
saw the garments, mantle, and turban of the Khalifah, 
and knew them by their colour. 

He shut his eyes again; but Jafar went up to him and, 
after kissing the earth three times, said most respectfully: 
“O Prince of Believers, allow your slave to waken you, 

since it is the time of the morning prayer." 

Abu al-Hasan first rubbed his eyes, from right to left 
and from left to right; then he pinched his arm, gave a 
yelp of anguish at the pain, and said: “I am not dreaming. 
I am the Khalifah. . . . And yet I think it must be all that 
drink which I had with the Mosul merchant and the silly 
things I said to him,” He turned his face to the wall and 
would have slept again; so Jafar approached a second 
time, saying: “O Commander of the Faithful, allow your 
slave to be surprised at seeing his lord neglect the 
morning prayer.” At the same moment he signed to the 
musicians, who struck up a concert of harp, lute and 
guitar, with the harmonious singing of the singers. Abu 
al-Hasan looked in the direction of the sound, and said 
to himself; “Did you ever hear the like when you were 
asleep, O Abu al-Hasan?" And he sat up, doubting his eyes 
and not knowing what to think. He put his hands where he 
could see if they were really there, and said: Is not this 
strange? Is not this passing strange? Where are you. 0 Abu 
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al-Hasan? Where are you, O son of my mother? 
awake or dreaming? How long have you been Khallfeh? 
How long have you possessed this palace, this bed, these 
nobles, these eunuchs, these delightful girls, these 
musicians, these enchanting singers, and those, and 
these, and those?” At that moment the music ceased and 
Masrur kissed the earth three times before the bed, 
saying: “O Commander of the Faithful, allow the least 
of your slaves to inform you that the hour of morning 
prayer has passed and tliat the time has come to go to the 
dlwan.” Abu al-Hasan was more doubtful than ever, now 
that he had to do something; so he looked Masrur 
between the eyes, and asked angrily: “Who are you, you 
And who am I, I?” “You are our master, the Prince ot 
Believers, the Khalifah Harun al-Rashid, fifth of the line 
of Abbas, descendant of the uncle of the Prophet (upon 
whom be prayer and peace!)” answered Masrur most 
respectfully. “The slave who dares to address you is the 
pitiful and rightly-disdained nothing, named Masr^, 
who is honoured by the august charge of bearing the 

sword of our master’s will.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


but when 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

“Son of a thousand cuckolds, you lie!” cried Hasan; 
and Masrur answered: “Indeed, my lord,^ had another 
than myself been thus addressed by the Khalifah , he would 
have died of grief; but your old slave, burdened with 

years of service and more greatly burdened with your 

manifold kindness, is sure that the Vicar of the Prophet 
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only speaks thus in order to test him. But let not the 
proof be carried any further, dear master; if some evil 
dream has troubled your sleep, let the light of morning 
drive it from you!” 

Abu al-Hasan could contain himself no longer; he fell 
back on the bed with a shout of laughter and began to 
wind himself up in the coverings, kicking his legs in the 
air. Harun al-Rashid, who saw and heard all this from 
behind the curtain, puffed out his cheeks to prevent 
himself from laughing. 

When Abu al-Hasan had laughed in this strange 
position for an hour, he sat up again and signed to a little 
black slave, saying: “Do you know me? Can you tell me 
who I am?” The little black slave modestly lowered his 
eyes, and said: “You are our master, Harun al-RashId, 
Commander of the Faithful, Khalifah of the Prophet 
(upon whom be prayer and peace!). Vicar on earth of 
Him Who reigns in Heaven.” But Hasan cried: “You are 
lying, little pitch-face! Son of a thousand pimps, you are 
not telling the truth!” 

Then he turned to one of the young girl slaves, and 
held out his finger to her, saying: “Bite this!” The child, 
knowing the Khalifah was watching, said to herself: 
“Here is a chance to show the Prince of Believers that I 
can help him in his jests.” Therefore she bit the finger 
to the bone, so that Abu al-Hasan yelled for the pain of it, 
and cried: “Oh, ah, I am not asleep! Ah, oh, I am cer- 
tainly not asleep!” Then to the same girl, he said: “Do 
you know me? Am 1 what they say?” The slave stretched 
out her arms, and said: “The name of Allah be upon the 
Khalifah and about him! My lord, you are the Prince of 
Believers, Harun al-RashId, Vicar of Allah!” 

“You are the Vicar of Allah, Do you hear that, O son 

of my mother?” cried Hasan, and then to the girl; You 
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lie, you drabl Do you think you know who I am better 
than I do?" At that moment the chief eimuch approached 
the bed and kissed the earth three times, saying: “If our 
master will pardon me, this is the hour when our master 
usually goes to satisfy his need in the cabinet.” Passing his 
arm under Abu al-Hasan's armpit, he helped him from 
the bed and, even as the young man’s feet touched the 
floor, the hall and the palace resounded with the usual 
salute: “Allah’s victory to the Khallfah!” 

“Is this not marvellous?” said Hasan to himself. “Yes- 
terday I was Abu al-Hasan and now it seems that I am 
Harun al-RashId. . . . Whoever I am, since this appears 
to be the time for pissing, let us piss. But I wish I knew if 
this is the right hour for doing the other thing as well.” 
He was drawn from these reflections by the chief eunuch 
presenting him with a pair of gold-embroidered slippers, 
high-heeled and enriched with pearls, which were re- 
served specially for the cabinet. Hasan had never seen 
such things in his life, so he slipped them both into one of 
his large beeves, thinking that they were a costly present 
from someone. 

The beholders had so far restrained their mirth but, 
at this, some turned their heads and others, pretending 
to kiss the earth, fell in convulsions of laughter on the 
carpet. Behind his curtain the Khalifah fell over violently 
on his side. 

Sustaining Abu al-Hasan by the shoulder, the chief 
eunuch led him to a privy paved with marble and, like all 
the rest of the palace, richly carpeted. Then he brought 
him back among the women and nobles in the bed- 
chamber and, passing with him between the two files of 
them, gave his master into the care of the slaves of the 
bedchamber. These took off Hasan’s night clothes and 
gave him a basin of rose-water for his ablutions. When he 
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had washed, sniffing eagerly at the perfumed water all 
the while, they clad him in royal robes, set the crown 
upon his head, and placed in his hand the gold sceptre of 
the Khallfah 

“Am I or am I not Abu al-Hasan?” thought Hasan. But, 
after a moment's reflection, he shouted in a loud voice 
so that all might hear him: “I am not Abu al-Hasan! Who 
says I am Abu al-Hasan shall be impaled! I am myself, I 
am Harun al- Rashid!” 

“March!” he cried in a tone of assured command, and 
followed the procession of his subjects to the throne 
room. With Masrur's help he mounted the throne amid 
universal acclamation and, placing the sceptre across 
his knees, looked about him. He saw his people ranged 
in good order in front of the hall's forty doors; he saw 
guards with shining swords, wazTrs, amirs, nobles and 
ambassadors; among the silent surge of faces he recog- 
nised Jafar, Abu Nuwas, al-Ijll, al-RakkashI, Ibdan, al- 
Sakar, Umar al-Tartls, Abu Ishak and Jadlm. 

While his glance swept these faces, Jafar advanced at 
the head of certain splendidly-clad nobles and, taking a 
great sheaf of papers from below his mantle, the day's 
petitions, began to read them aloud. Although Abu al- 
Hasan knew nothing of such things he showed no embar- 
rassment; he gave judgment in every matter with such 
tact and justice that the Khallfah, who was already hidden 
behind another curtain, marvelled to hear him. 

When Jafar had finished his report, Hasan asked for 
his chief of police; and when Ahmad-the-Moth was 
pointed out to him, bade him approach. Ahmad came 
forth from his place with becoming gravity and prostrated 
himself before the throne. But Hasan bade him rise, and 
said to him: “Chief of our police, take ten guards with 
you and go instantly to such a house in such a street in 
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such a quarter! There you will find a detestable swine, 
who is the sheikh of that quarter, and, with him, two 
dogs as evil as himself. Arrest all three and, as a fore- 
taste of what is to come, give them each four hundred 
strokes on the soles of their feet! . . 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“Dress them in rags and set them on a scabby camel, 
their faces to its tail; lead them throughout all the 
quarters of the city and have this cried before them; 
‘Such is the beginning of the punishment for slander, for 
soiling women, for gossip to the hurt of honest men!' 
After that you will impale the sheikh through the mouth, 
as it is by the mouth he sinned and also as he has no anus; 
then throw his rotten body to the dogs. Take the smooth 
man with yellow eyes, the baser of the two companions, 
and drown him in the privy ditch of one Abu al-Hasan, a 
neighbour. Though the second companion is a jester and 
very foolish, you shall only punish him in this way: get a 
skilled carpenter to make a chair which will fly in pieces 
each time the man sits down on it, and then condemn 
the jester to keep on sitting down for the rest of his life.” 

Ahmad-the-Moth, who ' had been warned before- 
hand to carry out any command of Abu al-Hasan, put his 
hand to his head as a sign that that member would 
answer for any disobedience and, kissing the earth a 
second time, left the hall. 

The Khallfah was delighted at seeing Abu al-Hasan 
acquit himself so gravely in the duties of kingship. He 



The Tale oj the Sleeper Wakened 

watched while his substitute judged, appointed, dis- 
missed, and saw to the business of the realm with a pro- 
found discretion. When Ahmad-the-Moth returned, 
Hasan asked if his orders had been carried out, and the 
chief of police, prostrating himself again, gave a paper 
into his hands. This was none other than the legal 
process of execution, signed by lawyers and men well- 
esteemed in the quarter. “I am satisfied,” said Abu al- 
Hasan. “That is the punishment I decree for all slanderers, 
soilers of women, and those who interfere with the 
affairs of others.” 

Then Hasan signed to his chief treasurer, and said to 
him: “Take a bag filled with a thousand golden dinars into 
that quarter from which the chief of police has just 
returned, and find out the house of one Abu al- Hasan. 
You will have no difficulty in arriving at the place, for 
any one will direct you to the house of a man so known 
and loved. You will enter the house and beg to be allowed 
to speak to the venerable mother of that man; when you 
have saluted her with the regard due to her excellence, 
you will say: 'O mother of Abu al-Hasan, our master the 
Khallfah sends you this bag of a thousand golden dinars. 
The sum is unworthy of your acceptance, but, for the 
moment, the treasury is empty and the Khallfah regrets 
that he can do no more for you to-day.’ When you have 
put the bag into her hands, return and bring me an 
account of your mission.” The chief treasurer hastened 
to execute this command. 

Abu al-Hasan signed to Jafar that the dlwan was over, 
and Jafar repeated that sign to the wazirs, amirs, 
chamberlains, and others, who all abased themselves 
before the throne and went out in order. When Jafar 
and Masrur alone remained, they assisted Hasan to rise 
from the throne and, each supporting him by an arm, 
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led him to the harim, where the day's feast had been 
prepared. There women took their places at his side and 
led him into the eating hall. 

Abu al-Hasan heard a ravishing concerted soimd of 
lute and flute, hautbois and clarinet, and the fresh voices 
of girls singing. “I can no longer doubt,” he said to him- 
self. “I am most certainly Harun al- Rashid. I see and hear, 
smell and walk; I hold the process of those three men's 
execution, I find honour and respect at every step; 
therefore I amnotdreaming. Therefore I am the Khalifah.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Looking to right and left, he became even more 
fixed in the certitude of his royalty, for he saw that he 
was in the middle of a gold hall whose carpeting and 
hangings were delightfully picked out in all coloured 
designs. Seven gold lustres, each with seven branches, 
gave light from the azure ceiling; and, in the middle of 
the apartment, seven great trays of solid gold, resting 
upon stools, dulcified the air with the amber and spices 
of their meats. Beside these trays waited seven girls of 
incomparable beauty, dressed in robes of varying tint 
and form, and each held a fan ready to refresh Abu al- 
Hasan. 

Hasan had eaten nothing since the day before; there- 
fore he sat down eagerly before the dishes, while the 
seven girls fanned the air about him. As he was unused to 
so much wind when he was eating, he looked at each 
damsel in turn with a gracious smile, and said: 'T think 
that one fan will be enough. Tell that negress to fan me, 
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and come and sit down beside me.* He ranged them all in 
a half circle so that wherever he cast his eyes he might 
see something delightful, and then began to eat. But soon 
he saw that the girls did not dare to touch the food out of 
respect; therefore he pressed them to help themselves 
without restraint and offered them chosen morsels with 
his own hands. Then he asked them their names, and 
they replied: “We are called Musk, Throat-of-Alabaster, 
Roseleaf, Pomegranate-Heart, Coral-Lips, Clove and 
Sugarcane.* “As Allah lives,* cried Hasan, “the names are 
suitable; nor are musk, alabaster, rose, pomegranate, 
coral, clove or sugarcane, at all diminished by associa- 
tion with your beauties.* In this way he continued to 
speak so exquisitely to them during the repast that the 
Khalifah congratulated himself more and more on having 
foimd this jest. 

When the meats were finished, the girls called 
eunuchs to bring in water, and themselves knelt before 
Hasan, serving him with a gold basin and perfumed 
napkins. Then they helped him to rise and accompanied 
him to a door where the eunuchs pulled aside a large 
curtain, exposing a second chamber furnished with 
fruits upon gold plates. After that they intrusted him to 
the eunuchs and retired. 

Abu al-Hasan found this hall more beautiful than the 
first and, when he sat down, was delighted by a second 
concert of singing and lute playing. On the gold dishes 
were ten alternate levels of rare and exquisite fruits, 
and beside each of the dishes, which were seven, stood a 
girl with a fan, fairer and more richly-habited than those 
who had kept him company at meat. Hasan made them 
sit about him and served them himself with fruit. When 
he had asked and obtained their names, he paid appro- 
priate compliments, handing a fig to one, a grape to 
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another, a slice of melon to a third, a banana to a fourth. 
Thus the KhalTfah rejoiced more and more in his quality. 

When Hasan had tasted all the fruits, he rose and went 
into a third hall, more dream-like in its magnificence 
than either of the other two. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

This was the hall of sweetmeats, where were seven 
great trays, beneath seven lustres and flanked by seven 
girls; on each tray were a multitude of crystal vessels and 
basins of rosy glass, containing every colour and taste 
. of conserve. There were liquid jams and dry, there were 
leaved cakes , there was every pastry known to man . Amid 
a fresh outpouring of music, Abu al-Hasan tasted a little 
of these scented sweets and paid compliments as sweet to 
the names of the girls who bore him company. Then he 
was introduced into the hall of drinks, which was more 
surprising than the other three put together. There 
were seven gold trays lighted by seven lustres of gold and 
heaped with a symmetrical arrangement of flagons and 
rare bottles; hidden musicians played and sang, and the 
girls beside the dishes were not dressed in heavy robes, 
as their sisters had been in the other halls, but were 
simply covered with chemises of light silk. The first girl 
was brown, the second black, the third white; the 
fourth was yellow-haired, the fifth was fat, the sixth was 
lean, and the tresses of the seventh were a bright red. 
Abu al-Hasan gazed upon them with all the more pleasure 
since the texture of their garments hid nothing from 
him; in great delight he bade them sit beside him and 
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pour drink. As each presented the cup he asked her name 
and, as he drained the wine, took from her a kiss, a bite, 
or a wandering of fingers in the thigh. He played in this 
way until the infant began to cry, and then he bade 
anyone of the seven who cared to take charge of the 
inconvenient child. All threw themselves upon the 
nursling at the same time and would have tended it; first 
one got hold of it and then another, with laughter and 
excited cries, until the infant suddenly went to sleep 
again in the bosom of its father. 

The Khallfah silently enjoyed this scene and thanked 
the lucky destiny which had set him upon the way of so 
diverting a fellow. But very soon one of the girls, who 
had received instructions from Jafar, secretly threw a 
pinch of soporific powder into the cup and presented it 
to Hasan, saying: “O Prince of Believers, I pray you 
drink this cup, for perhaps it will wake the child.” 
“Certainly, by Allah,” answered Hasan laughing, and, 
after draining the wine, turned to speak with her who 
had poured it; but his mouth opened in a prodigious yawn 
and he fell head over heels upon the carpets. 

The Khallfah, who had been waiting for this second 
sleep, rolled out from behind the curtain, for he could 
not stand because of his laughter. He ordered slaves to 
Strip Abu al-Hasan of his royal robes and put his own 
garments upon him. Then he called the slave who had 
brought Hasan to the palace and ordered him to carry 
him back to his own house and lay him upon the bed. 
“For,” said the Khallfah to himself, “if this goes on any 
longer, either I will die of laughing, or he, poor fellow, 
will go mad.” The slave took Abu al-Hasan on his back 
and, carrying him out through the secret door, bore him 
to his own house. There he disposed him on his bed and 
departed, taking care, this time, to shut the door. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Abu al-Hasan lay in a deep sleep imtil the noon of 
the following day and did not wake until the effects of 
the banj were entirely worn off. Before he opened his 
eyes, he thought: “On reflection, I prefer Sugarcane, 
then Coral-Lips; and Pearl-Cluster, the blond, only 
third, though she did give me that last cup.” Then aloud, 
he called: “Come, my girls! Sugarcane, Coral-Lips, 
Pearl- Cluster, Dawn, Moming-Star, Musk, Throat-of- 
Alabaster, Pomegranate-Heart, Appleblossom, Rose- 
leaf! Come, my dears, come quickly! Yesterday I was a 
little tired, but to-day the child is very well indeed.” 

He waited for a moment, and then as no one ran to 
answer his calling, became very angry, and sat up with 
open eyes . . . He saw that he was in his own poor 
chamber, and not in that splendid palace from which 
the day before he had governed all the world; therefore 
he thought that he was dreaming, and cried: “Jafar, Jafar, 
you son of a dog! Masrur, you pimp, where are you?” 

His old mother ran in, in answer to these cries, 
asking; “What is the matter, my son? The name of Allah 
upon you and about you! What dream have you had, O 
Abu al-Hasan?” “Who are you, old woman?” cried her 
son. “And who is this Abu al-Hasan?” Then the old woman 
said: “As Allah lives, I am your mother. You are Abu al- 
Hasan, my dear child. What are these strange words? Why 
do you appear not to recognise me?” But Hasan cried: 
“Begone, O woman of ill-omen! You are speaking to the 
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Commander of the Faithful, Hariin al-Rashid! Begone 
from before the face of Allah’s Vicar upon earth!” The 
poor mother began to beat herself in the face, exclaiming: 
“The name of Allah be about you, my child! For pity’s 
sake, do not raise your voice in such foolish and dangerous 
remarks; if the neighbours hear you, we shall be lost. 
Calm yourself, calm yourself!” But Hasan shouted the 
more: “I told you to be gone, execrable old woman! 
You are mad to mistake me for your son. I am Harun al- 
Rashid, Prince ofBelievers, master ofthe East and West!” 

Hasan’s mother redoubled the blows upon herself, 
and moaned: “Allah confound the wiles of the Evil One! 
May His infinite mercy free you from your diabolic 
possession! How can you be so mad? Do you not see that 
you are in your own poor chamber, in the house where 
you have lived from birth with me, your mother? Cast 
out these dangerous dreams, my child, and drink a little 

of the water from this cup.” 

Abu al-Hasan drank a little of the water, saying to 
himself: “It is possible that I am Abu al-Hasan.” He re- 
flected, head in hand, for an hour; and then spoke 
heavily, as one who comes out of a dream: “It is possible 
that l am Abu al-Hasan. I am Abu al-Hasan, this is my 
room, you are my mother, and I am your son. I am Abu 
al-Hasan. What sorcery has been at work upon me.” 

The old woman wept for joy, thinking that her son 
was cured, and, after drying her eyes, was about to 
prepare food for him and question him concerning his 
dream, when Hasan suddenly bounded out of bed and 
began to shake her like a madman, crying: “Vile old 
woman, if you do not wish me to kill you tell me at once 
which of my enemies dethroned me and shut me in this 
miserable kennell When I return to my throne, my 
anger will be terriblel Beware the vengeance of your 
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Kholifah! I, even I, Harun al-RashId, will terribly punish 
those who have done this thing.” He let go of the old 
woman, and she fell in a heap upon the mat, sobbing as if 
her heart would break, while Hasan jumped back into 
bed and held his tumultuous head between his hands. 

In a little while the old woman rose up and, because 
she loved her son, brought him syrup of rose-water and 
persuaded him to drink it. Then, to change the course 
of his thoughts, she said: “I have an interesting thing to 
tell you, my child, one that will pleeise you very much. 
Yesterday the chief of police arrested the sheikh of this 
quarter and his two companions; he gave each four 
hundred strokes on the soles of his feet and led them 
backwards on a scabby camel through the hooting and 
spitting of the whole city. Finally, he impaled the sheikh 
through the mouth, cast his first companion into the 
ditch of our privy, and condemned the third to a very 
complicated punishment, which, I think, consisted in 
sitting down for ever on a chair which always gave under 
him.” 

At this point Shafirazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

This intelligence, instead of calming Abu al-Hasan, 
further persuaded him of his royalty. “Evil hag,” he 
cried to his mother, “you prove me right out of your 
own mouth; for I myself sent Ahmad-the-Moth to punish 
those three rascals. Do not dare to tell me again that I 

have been dreaming or that I am possessed by the breath 
of Satan; rather prostrate yourself before my glory, kiss 
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the earth between my hands, and ask pardon for your 
ill-considered words.” 

His mother no longer doubted that Hasan was mad. 
“May Allah in His pity send down the dew of blessing 
upon your headl” she cried. “May He pardon you and 
give you grace to become a reasonable man once morel 
For my sake, do not speak the word Khalifah again and, 
especially, do not apply it to yourself; for, if the neigh- 
bours carry what you say to the wall, he will hang you 
at the palace gate.” So saying, the woman wept again and 
beat her breast in despair. 

This sight exasperated Abu al-Hasan still further. He 
seized a stick and fell upon his mother, crying furiously: 
“I forbid you to call me Abu al-Hasan! I am Harun al- 
Rashid. If you deny it again, my stick shall prove it to 
you The old woman trembled with fear and indignation , 
but she did not forget that Hasan was her son; she assumed 
her kindest voice, and said to him: “Dear child, I cannot 
think that your soul has been so snatched from the law of 
Allah and His Prophet that you can raise your hand 
against the mother who bore you nine months in her 
bosom and fed you with the milk of her tenderness. You 
are wrong to let your reason confound itself in dreams 
and to claim a title which belongs only to the Commander 
of the Faithful, Harun al-Rashid. It is not only dangerous; 
it is ungrateful. Yesterday the Khalifah sent his chief 
treasurer to our house and gave me a bag containing a 
thousand golden dinars, with an assurance that there 

would be more to come.” 

Abu al-Hasan lost any last doubts which he might have 
entertained, because he remembered that he himself 
had sent his treasurer with the money. He looked at his 
mother with great menacing eyes, and cried: “Will you 

deny that it was I who sent the gold, will you contend 
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that the treasurer was acting under any orders but mine? 
Do you still dare to call me your son and say that I am Abu 
al- Hasan the Eccentric?” Then, as the old woman stopped 
her ears against these words, the distracted Hasan began 
to beat her with the stick. 

There are limits even to a mother's love; the old 
woman yelled indignantly for help: “O neighbours, 
neighbours! O great calamity! Hasten, O Mussulmans!” 
Hasan laid on his stick more furiously, panting: “Am I, 
or am I not, Commander of the Faithful?” But, in spite 
of the blows, the old woman answered: “You are my 
son. You are Abu al-Hasan the Eccentric.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTIETH NIGHT HAD COME 
SHE said: 

As THEY THUS Struggled , the neighbours rushed into the 
room, came between mother and son, snatched the 
stick from Hasan's hand, and indignantly pinioned him. 
“Have you gone mad, Abu al-Hasan, that you dare to lift 
your hand against your poor old mother?” they demanded . 
“Have you forgotten the teaching of the Book?” Hasan’s 
eyes sparkled with fury, as he cried: “Who is Abu al- 
Hasan? Would you apply that name to me?” The neigh- 
bours at once became perplexed, and asked: “What is 
that? Are you not Abu al-Hasan the Eccentric? Is this not 
the mother who brought you up and fed you with the 
milk of her tenderness?” “Dogs and sons of dogs, begone 
from my presence!” answered Hasan. “I am your master, 
the Khalifah Harun al-RashId, the Prince of Believers!” 

Thus the neighbours were assured of Hasan’s madness 
and, not wishing to leave him free in the blindness of his 
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misfortune, they tied him hand and foot, and sent for the 
porter of the madhouse. In less than an hour the porter 
came with two strong guards, carrying a bull’s hide whip 
and a great assortment of chains and manacles, adu 
al-Hasan struggled violently on seeing them; so ^e 
porter gave him two or three cracks over die shoulder 
with his whip and then loaded him with chains. Without 
paving attention to his protestations and the title ot 
tofah which he gave himself, the three men carried 
him to the madhouse, while, all along 
people kicked him and struck him with their fists, 

thinking that he was really mad. -U in 

At the madhouse they shut him, like a mid beast, 
an iron cage and gave him fifty lashes with the bull s hide 
“I first ftep towards his cure. He received the same 
treatment morning and evening; so that after ten days he 
lhanged his skin like a snake. This brought a revolution 
in hi! ideas, and he said to himself: “1 am in sorry easel 
I must be mistaken, since all the world treats me as mad 

s!w him brought so low. In a little she mastered her grief 
saw him br g , ^l-Hasan answered her 

and h'” g y'L’ingand mercy of Allah be upon 

rher ” The old woman rejoiced, and 
you, dear mo ^ childl 

answered: The nam 

Thanks be to Him Whop give ? ; 

and restored your wounded mind! I 
Allah and from you my mo*, d 

«1 do not understand howl came to say 
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things and to behave thus insanely towards you. Satan 
must have possessed me and urged me on; had it been 
other than myself, he might have gone even further. 
But all that is finished and I am cured again .” His mother's 
tears of grief were changed to tears of joy. “My heart is 
as light, dear child,” she said, “as if I had bom you againl 
Blessed be the name of Allah to all eternity!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTV-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“You HAVE NOTHING to reproach yourself with, my 
son,” she added. “The fault was with that merchant whom 
you asked to eat and drink with you and who left the 
next morning without shutting the door behind him. 
Every time a door stands open before sunrise, Satan enters 
that house and takes possession of the minds of those who 
lie within. Let us thank Allah that the result was not a 
great deal worse.” “You are right, mother,” answered 
Hasan. “I was most certainly possessed by Satan. I warned 
the Mosul merchant to shut the door behind him; but ‘he 
forgot to do so, and thus brought all our troubles on us. 
Now that I know the extravagance of my mind has passed, 
I beg you, O tender mother, to speak to the doorkeeper 
of this madhouse, that I may be delivered from my cage 
and daily afflictions.” Hasan's mother went immediately 
and told the porter that her son had recovered his reason. 
The man came and, after he had examined and questioned 
him, receiving sensible answers, knocked off Hasan’s 

fetters and set him free from his cage. Hasan returned 
slowly to his house on legs which might hardly bear him. 
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and stayed in bed for many days until his strength had 
come back and the scars of his blows were a little healed. 
After that he began to weary of his solitude and deter- 
mined to go at sunset, as of old, to sit at the end of the 
bridge and invite any stranger whom Fate might send 
to him. 

The evening on which he put his plan into execution 
was the first of the month, that upon which Harun al- 
Rashld was accustomed to leave his palace in the disguise 
of a merchant and, while searching for adventure in the 
streets of his city, see for himself whether good order 
reigned within it. Thus it was that Harun came to that 
part of the bridge where Abu al-Hasan sat, and the latter, 
looking up, saw the Mosul merchant coming towards 
him, followed as before by a mighty slave. 

Either because he considered the merchant the cause 
of all his troubles or because of his oath never to recognise 
his former guests, he looked out over the river to avoid 
a greeting; but the Khallfah, who had kept himself in- 
formed through spies of all which had happened to 
Hasan, including his sojourn in the madhouse, was by no 
means inclined to let slip this chance of jesting again with 
his strange acquaintance. Also Harun al-Rashid, being 
generous and tender-hearted, was determined to reward 
Abu al-Hasan in some way or another for the pleasure he 
had given him. Therefore he went up to Hasan and 
leaned his head over the other’s shoulder, looking into 
his eyes andsaying: “Greeting, O my friend Abu al-Hasan! 
My soul desires to embrace you.” But Hasan answered, 
with his eyes still fixed upon the river: “I have no greeting 
for you; walk on; I know you not.” “What is this. O 
Hasan,” cried the Khalifah, “do you not recognise your 
guest?” “As Allah lives, I do not recognise you,” replied 

the other, “Begone upon your way." But al-Rashid 
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insisted, saying: “I recognise you very well. I cannot 
believe that you can have utterly forgotten me, when 
only a month has passed since that delightful evening 
which we spent together at your house.” Then, as Hasan 
still did not answer and only signed to him to begone, he 
threw his arm about his neck, and continued: “This is an 
ill jest, my brother. I have made up my mind not to leave 
you until you have taken me a second time to your house 
and told me why you are angry with me. I see that you 
have something with which to reproach me.” Then Abu 
al-Hasan cried indignantly: “O face of ill-omen, do you 
expect me to take you to my house again after all the 
harm which you have done me? Begone, and let me see 
your backl” The Khalifah embraced him again, saying: 
“0 my friend Abu al-Hasan, you are very hard on mel 
If my visit was really a cause of misfortune to you, be very 
sure that the fault was unwitting and that I am ready to 
make all amends. Tell me what happened and I will find 
some remedy.” So saying, he squatted down beside the 
unwilling Hasan on the bridge and, hanging his arm 
brotherly about the otlier’s neck, waited for an answer. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY -THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Abu al-Hasan was a little won over by these caresses, 
and said: “I am willing enough to tell you the strange 
things which happened after that evening of ours and all 
the misfortunes which followed your failure to shut the 
door.” Then he told the Khalifah of those adventures in 

the palace which he had at first thought real and later 

considered as an illusion of the devil; he made him 
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acquainted with all his sufferings at the madhouse and 
with the scandalous reputation which he had now gained 
among his neighbours. He left out no single detail and put 
such vehemence and credulity into the recital of his 
supposed possession by the Evil One, that the Khalifah 
could not help laughing aloud. Abu al-Hasan could not 
understand this laugh, and asked: “Are you so wanting in 
sympathy for my misfortunes that you find them amusing, 
or do you imagine that I am fooling you with some fiction? 
If you do not believe me, I can settle your doubts with 
instant proof.” So saying, he drew up his sleeves and 
bared his shoulders, back and bottom, to show the scars 
and discolorations left by the bull’s hide on his body. 

At this sight the Khalifah became truly sorry for the 
unfortunate Hasan and, putting aside all thought of 
raillery, embraced him with real affection, saying: “My 
brother, I beg you, in Allah’s name, to take me to your 
house again, for I am greatly desirous of tasting your de- 
lightful hospitality once more. You will see that He will 
j-etum your generosity a thousandfold to-morrow. He 
went on talking so pleasantly and embraced Hasan so 
affectionately that at last he broke down the latter’s 
resolution never to entertain the same guest twice. But 
as they went along, Abu al-Hasan said: “Though I give 
way to your importunities, it is with considerable regret. 
I ask you in return to do me one favour: to remember the 
door when you go out to-morrow morning.” Stifling a 
laugh internally, the Khalifah swore that he would shut 
the door, and kept up a pleasant conversation until they 
reached the house. 

When they had entered and were a little rested, the 
slave served them with food and afterwards with drink. 
With their cups in their hands they chatted on of one 

thing and another, until the drink had begun to move 
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within their reasons. Then the Khallfah adroitly steered 
the talk towards love, and asked his host whether he had 
ever been violently drawn towards women, whether he 
was married, or whether he had always remained chaste. 
“Until recently, my master,” answered Hasan, “I only 
loved gay companions, fine meat, old wine, and suave 
perfumes, and knew nothing in life better than to talk, 
cup in hand, with my dear friends. But this does not 
mean that I could not appreciate a woman, especially 
if she were like one of those extraordinary girls whom 
Satan showed me during that fantastic dream which made 
me mad; one of those ever laughing girls, a singer and 
musician, one skilled in dancing and calming the little 
child of our inheritance; one who would study our 
pleasure and consecrate her life to pleasing. If ever I were 
to meet such a girl again, I would buy her from her father 
and marry her and love her dearly. But her kind only 
exists in the Khallfah 's palace or possibly in the abode of 
his wazir, Jafar. That is why I prefer the society of passing 
friends and these old bottles to risking the savour of my 
whole life on the bad humour and imperfection of some 
ordinary woman. My present life is calm and, if ever I 
become poor, I shall at least have the consolation of eating 
that black bread alone.” 

So saying, Abu al-Hasan drained the cup which the 
Khallfah handed to him and fell head over heels upon the 
carpet; for Harun al-RashId had again mingled powdered 
Cretan banj with his host’s wine. At a sign from his 
master, the tall slave took Abu al-Hasan upon his back 
and left the house. The Khallfah followed him, and shut 
the door carefully this time, as he had no intention of 
sending Hasan back to his house. They came to the palace 
and passed silently in by the secret door which led them 
to the private apartments of the Khallfah. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and d iscreetly fell silent. ^ 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The Khaufah had Abu al-Hasan dressed in his own 
night clothes and placed upon the royal bed as before; 
he gave the same orders and bade Masrur wake him early, 
before the hour of prayer. Then he lay down and slept 
in a neighbouring room. 

Next morning at the given hour Masrur woke the 
Khalifah who made his way to the room where Abu al- 
Hasan lay drugged, and called in to him all the girls whom 
Hasan had found in the different chambers where he 
feasted on that other occasion. Also he summoned his 
musicians and singers and, arranging all in good order, 
gave them their instructions. Then, while vinegar was 
being applied to the sleeper’s nostrils (a remedy which 
again brought forth the snot from his nose in a great 
sneeze) he hid behind his curtain and gave an agreed 
signal. 

At once the singers mingled their delightful voices 
with the notes of harps and flutes, as sweetly as the angels 
sing in Paradise. Abu al-Hasan, coming out of his swoon, 
at first listened a little to the music with closed eyes and 
then, staring about him, recognised in a flash the bed, 
the room, the curtains and ornaments, and, above all, 
the twenty-eight girls whom he had seen, seven by seven, 
in the delightful halls of his dream. He sat up with 
starting eyes and rubbed his face with his hands to be sure 
that he was awake. 

At this the concert ceased, even as the Khalifah bad 
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commanded, and a great silence reigned in the chamber. 
All the women modestly lowered their eyes before the 
august glances of Abu al-Hasan, who bit his fingers and 
cried: “Woe upon you, O Hasan, O son of my mother! 
To-day the illusion; but to-morrow the bull’s hide and 
the chains, the madhouse and the cage. O infamous 
merchant of Mosul, may you stifle in the arms of your 
Master in the deeps of Hell! You have left the door open 
again. The Evil One has turned my brain over upon itself 
making me see the same extravagant things. Allah con- 
foimd you, O Satan, and all the tools of Satan, and espe- 
cially all merchants from Mosul! May the city of Mosul 
fall entirely upon its inhabitants and crush them for 
ever beneath its ruins!” Then he shut his eyes and opened 
them again, and shut them and opened them, and 
cried: “O unfortunate Hasan, you had better go quietly 
to sleep again and not wake until the Evil One has left 
your body. You know what will happen to-morrow if 
you take any notice of these girls.” So saying, he cast 
himself back upon the bed and wound the coverlet about 
his head; to give himself the illusion that he slept he began 
to snore like a rutting camel or a herd of drinking 
buffaloes. 

The Khalifah almost stifled behind his curtain to see 
and hear these things. 

Poor Abu al-Hasan could not sleep; for young Sugar- 
cane, who had been his favourite, sat down on the side 
of the bed in which he lay grunting, and said gently; “O 
Commander of the Faithful, I have to inform your 
Highness that it is time for the morningprayer.” An angry 
voice cried in answer, from below the coverlet: “Allah's 
curse upon the Evil One! Satan, begone!” But Sugarcane 
calmly continued: “Doubtless the Prince of Believers is 
suffering from some unpleasant dream. I am not Satan, 
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my lord; I am little Sugarcane. May the Evil One indeed 
be far from you! I am little Sugarcane, O Commander of 
the Faithful.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Abu aL'Hasan opened his eyes and threw back the 
coverlet; he saw little Sugarcane sitting on the side of the 
bed and the other girls whom he knew standing in three 
ranks before him: Roseleaf, Throat-of-Alabaster, Pearl- 
Cluster, Morning-Star, Dawn, Musk, Pomegranate- 
Heart, Coral-Lips, Clove, and the rest. He rubbed his 
eyes as if he would drive them into his head, and cried: 
“Who are you? Who am I?” They answered in chorus on 
different notes: “Glory to our master the Khalifah Harun 
al-RashId, Prince of Believers and King of the whole 
world!” “I am not Abu al-Hasan the Eccentric?” demanded 
the astonished Hasan, and they replied in chorus, as 
before: “May the Evil One be far from you! You are not 
Abu al-Hasan, but the very Father of Beauty! You are our 
lord and the crown upon our heads!” “This time I must 
make certain,” said Hasan; and he bade Sugarcane draw 
near him. “Bite my ear, little one,” he said, and Sugarcane 
sank her white teeth so cruelly into his car that he yelle 
terribly: “1 am the Commander of the Faithful! I am 

Harun al- Rashid!” , 

At once the instruments struck up a dance tune and 

the singers broke into a lively song; the gicls too an s 
and lifted quick feet about the bed, singing the song s 
chorus with such maddening grace that Abu al-Hasan 
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threw the bed coverings one way and the cushions 
another, cast his nightcap into the air, leaped from the 
bed, tore olF all his clothes and threw himself among the 
girls, his zabb well forward and his bottom bare; jumping, 
twisting, contorting and shaking his belly, zabb and 
bottom, all in a storm of growing laughter. He played 
the fool so exquisitely that the Khallfah could no longer 
contain himself and sent out peal after peal of laughter 
from behind the curtain, so loud that they subdued the 
singing and the dancing, and the mirth and the drums, 
the stringed instruments, the wind instruments, and all 
the tumult of the dance. Then he was taken with 
hiccoughs and, falling over on his backside, well-nigh 
lost consciousness. When he could struggle to his feet, 
he thrust his head round the curtain, crying: “Abu al- 
Hasan, O Abu al-Hasan, have you sworn to kill me?" 

The dance stopped suddenly, the girls were frozen 
in their places, and so great a silence fell that the drop- 
ping of a needle would have echoed like thunder, Abu al- 
Hasan stopped as the others had done and turned his head 
towards the voice. As soon as his eyes fell upon the 
Khalifah, he recognised him as the Mosul merchant 
and a realisation of the whole truth flashed across his 
mind like lightning. Though he guessed the riddle of the 
jest which had been played upon him, he was in no wise 
abashed; instead, he pretended not to know the Khalifah 
and walked towards him, crying: “So there you are, O 
merchant of my buml I will teach you to leave doors 
open!” The Khalifah roared with laughter and answered: 
“By my sacred ancestors, O Abu al-Hasan, my brother, I 
swear that I will grant the whole wish of your soul to pay 
you for your pains! Henceforth you shall be a kinsman to 
me in my palace.” He clasped Hasan to his breast and 
embraced him with great delight. 
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Then the Khallfah bade the girls clothe Abu al-Hasan 
in garments from his special wardrobe, choosing the 
richest and rarest of all. When Hasan was dressed, 
Harun al-Rashid said to him: “Now speak: for all that 
you require shall be given to you.” Abu al-Hasan kissed 
the earth between the Khalifa’s hands, and answered: 
“I beg my generous master to allow me to live ever in the 
shadow of his majesty.” Harun was deeply moved by the 
delicacy of this request. “Such disinterested friendship 
is very dear to me, Hasan,” he replied. “Not only do 1 
choose you from this moment to be my cup-companion 
and my brother, but I allow you free entrance and 
departure about the palace at any hour of the day or night. 
You need never ask an audience or leave to go. I proclaim 
also that the apartment of Zubaidah, daughter of my uncle, 
shall not be forbidden to you as it is to others. When I 
enter there, you may come to me at any hour. 

At the same time, the Khalifah assigned to Abu al- 
Hasan a splendid lodging in the palace and gave him ten 
thousand golden dinars as the first instalment of a pension. 
Promising to see that he never lacked for anything, he 
left him and proceeded to the diwan. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: ,11 .. u- 

Abu al-Hasan ran without a moment s delay to his 

mother and told her all that had happened, explaining 
that it was the Khalifah himself who had played 
tricks upon him as a jest. “Allah be thanked, said he, 
“for all has turned to our advantage.” Promising to come 
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and visit her every day, he returned to the palace, while 
the noise of his adventure and new position quickly went 
throughout the city and reached the furthest provinces 
of the kingdom. 

The favour which he enjoyed from the Khalifah only 
increased the gaiety and jovial humour of Abual-Hasan; 
it did not make him arrogant and unaccommodating. Each 
day he diverted the Khalifah and all who were about the 
palace with the sallies of his wit and the perfection of his 
pleasantry. Harun al-RashId could not be parted from 
him and therefore took him into his own private apart- 
ments and into those of Zubaidah: a favour which was 
not even accorded to Jafar. Zubaidah soon noticed that, 
on every occasion when Abu al-Hasan accompanied the 
Khalifah into her presence, he fixed his eyes steadfastly 
on one of her women, a girl called Sugarcane, and that 
the little girl reddened with pleasure beneath these 
glances. One day she said to her husband: “O Com- 
mander of the Faithful, doubtless you have seen, as I have 
seen, signs of love between Abu al-Hasan and little Sugar- 
cane. What do you think of a marriage for the two?” “The 
thing is possible,” he answered. “I see nothing against it. I 
have indeed thought of it for some time; but lately the 
affairs of my kingdom drove the idea from my head. I am 
all the more annoyed, as I promised to find Hasan a wife 
during my second evening at his house. I think Sugarcane 
willdo very well. Now it only remains to question them.” 

They called Abu al-Hasan and Sugarcane, and asked 
them if they wished to be married. Sugarcane contented 
herself with blushing violently and throwing herself at 
Zubaidah 's feet to kiss her robe as a sign of thanks. But 
Abu al-Hasan answered; “O Commander of the Faithful, 
your slave is drowned deep in the sea of your generosity; 
but, before he takes into his house this delightful girl 
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with the promising name, he would wish our mis'.ress 
Zubaidah to ask her one question . . “What question 
is that?” demanded Zubaidah smiling, and he replied: 
“Dear mistress, I would like to know if her tastes are the 
same as mine. I confess that I only care for gaiety after 
wine, pleasure in meat, the joy of singing, and the 
delight of poetry. If Sugarcane loves these things also, 
if she is sensitive and will never say no to you know what, 
dear mistress, I will consent to love her with a mighty 
love. If not, by Allah, I will remain a bachelorl” Zubaidah 
turned laughing to Sugarcane and said: “You have heard 
all that. What is your reply?” And Sugarcane nodded her 


head. 

The Khalifah sent at once for the kadi and witnesses, 
and these wrote out the marriage contract. Feasts of 
rejoicing were given at the palace for thirty days and 
nights, and, after that, husband and wife were able to 
take joy of each other in all tranquillity. They passed 
their time in eating, drinking and laughter, spending 
uncounted gold. Dishes for meats and fruits, dishes for 
pastries and wine-cups , were never empty in their house; 
each moment of their lives bore the clear imprint of joy 
Thus it was that a time came when they had spent all 
their money on pleasure; and, as the Khalifah, owing to 
the weighty affairs of his kingdom, had forgotten to fix 
a regular pension for Hasan, they woke one morning 
without enough money to pay their bilU They were 
very unhappy, especially as discretion forbade *em to 
ask^hing from the Khalifah or of Zubaidah They 
reflected with lowered heads and at last Abu al-Ha«n 
said: ‘We have been very wastefull I do not wish to risk 
the shame of asking for money, nor do I 
should ask it. I have decided on another course, O Sug t 
cane.* His wife sighed, saying: ‘What is your plan! I am 


III 
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ready to help you, for we cannot beg and we cannot 
change our mode of life.” Then said Abu al-Hasan: “I 
knew that you would always help me, dear Sugarcane . . . 
There is only one way out of our difficulty.” “Tell me 
quickly what it is,” said she, and he replied: “We must 
die.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Sugarcane cried out in a fright: “As Allah lives, I do 
not want to die! You will have to carry out that plan 
without my help.” Abu al-Hasan did not grow angry. 
“Daughter of a woman,” he said, “when 1 was a bachelor 
I knew that to live alone was the only life; your lack of 
sense confirms me in that opinion. If, instead of answer- 
ing up so quickly, you had taken the trouble to ask for 
particulars, you would have been highly delighted with 
the form of death which I propose and still propose. Can 
you not understand that it is a feigned death and not a 
real death which will get us gold?” “How?” asked Sugar- 
cane with a laugh, and he went on: “Listen carefully to 
what I say: as soon as I am dead you will wrap me in a 
winding-sheet and lay me in the prescribed position in 
the middle of this room, with my turban over my face 
and my feet turned towards the holy Kaabah in Mecca. 
Then you will utter piercing screams, howl lustily, shed 
tears ordinary and tears extraordinary, tear your clothes 
and pretend to tear your hair. When you are properly 
tear-swept and dishevelled you will run to Zubaidah and 
tell her, between sobbings and faintings of every suitable 
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kind, that I am dead; then you will fall to the ground and 
stay there for an hour, not coming to yourself until they 
have drowned you with rose-water. I promise that you 
will see a golden river beginning to flow towards our 
house.” “A death like that is very possible,” said Sugar- 
cane. “I will help you. But how shall I die?” “Allah will 
provide for that,” said he. “First do exactly as I have told 
you. Behold, I am dead!” With that he stretched himself 
out in the middle of the room and died. 

Sugarcane undressed him, wound him in a shroud, 
turned his feet towards Mecca, and put his turban over 
his face. Then, as she had been bidden, she uttered 
piercing cries and shed tears ordinary and extraordinary. 
She tore her clothes, pulled at her hair, and scratched 
her cheeks. When her locks were all scattered and her 
face as yellow as saffron, she presented herself before 
Zubaidah and fell at full length in front of her, with a 
groan which would have broken the heart of a rock. 

Zubaidah, who had already heard the screams and 
cries of grief from far off, guessed at once that death 
had had his will of her favourite’s husband. Compas- 
sionately she cared for the young girl, taking her upon 
her knees and recalling her to life; but Sugarcane went 
on groaning and weeping, tearing her hair and beating 
her breast as she murmured the name of Abu al-Hasan 
over and over again. At last she was able to tell the 
Queen in broken words that he had died during the 
night of indigestion. “Nothing remains but death for me,” 
she sobbed, with a final blow upon her breast, “but may 
Allah by so much the more prolong the days of our dear 
mistresL” Then she fell back again and fainted for very 


^ All the women began to lament about her and to 
mourn for Abu al-Hasan, who in his life had so pleasantly 
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diverted them. They assured Sugarcane, as she lay there 
drowned in rose-water even as her husband had pro- 
phesied, how greatly they sympathised with her in her 
dire loss. 

Zubaidah wept also for Abu al-Hasan and, after 
speaking in the usual forms of condolence, called the 
keeper of her purse and said to her: “Take ten thousand 
golden dinars from my private chest and carry them to 
the house of poor Sugarcane, that she may worthily 
perform her husband’s funeral.” The treasurer loaded a 
bag upon the back of a eunuch and accompanied him to 
the door of Abu al-Hasan’s dwelling. 

Zubaidah embraced her favourite with many a sweet 
word of commiseration and herself led her to the door, 
saying: “May Allah soften the memory of your affliction, 
O Sugarcane! May He assuage your wounds and lengthen 
your life by all the lost years of the poor departed!” 
Sugarcane wetted the hand of her mistress with tears and 
took her lonely way home. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

She entered the room where Abu al-Hasan waited 
for her, still stretched out stiffly in his winding-sheet, and, 
after shutting the door, burst into a pleasant peal of lucky 
laughter. “Rise up now from among the dead, O fathei 
of jest!” she said. “Come and help me drag in the gold. 
We shall not starve to-day.” Abu al-Hasan shook off his 
shroud and, dragging the bag of gold into the middle of 
the room, began to dance round it on one leg. 
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Then he congratulated his wife, and added: “But that 
is not all. It is your turn now to die and mine to get the 
gold. We will see if I am as clever with the Khallfah as 
you were with Zubaidah. It will be as well for Harun al- 
Rashid to know that he is not the only one who can play 
tricks. But I must not stand here chatting. You are dead!” 

Abu al-Hasan wrapped his wife in the same shroud and 
arranged her in the middle of the room, with her feet 
turned towards Mecca. Bidding her not give a sign of life 
whatever happened, he set his features in grief, half 
unrolled his turban, rubbed his eyes with onion until 
great tears started, and ran with torn clothes and dis- 
ordered beard into the presence of the Khalifah. Harun 
al-RashId held his diwan, surrounded by Jafar, Masrur, 
and other dignitaries. When he saw Abu al-Hasan so 
changed by affliction from his jovial careless self, he rose 
from his place in sorry astonishment and ran to him, 
bidding him tell the reason of his tears. But Abu al- 
Hasan only redoubled his sobbing and stood swaying upon 
his feet, exclaiming from behind his handkerchief: “O 
Sugarcane, Sugarcane! O evil day! What am I now?” 

The Khalifah understood that Hasan would tell of the 
death of his wife, and was moved in the extreme. Tears 
came to his eyes and he laid his arm about the eccentric’s 
shoulder, saying: “Allah have you in His pity, my brother! 
May He add to your life those days which He has taken 
from our sweet and charming slave. We gave her to ;OU 
that she might be a cause of rejoicing and behold, she has 
led you into the house of grief! Poor Sugarcane!” Harun 
al-RashId wept warm tears and wiped his eyes with his 
handkerchief. Jafar and the other wazirs wept warm 
tears and wiped their eyes with their handkerchiefs. 

Then the Khalifah called his treasurer and said to him: 
“Pay over ten thousand dinars to Abu al-Hasan that he 
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may fitly make the funeral of his wife. Have them carried 
to his dwelling at once.” While the treasurer obeyed, 
Abu al-Hasan kissed his master’s hand in an ecstasy of 
grief and took leave iii a storm of sobs. 

But, when he came to the room where Sugarcane lay 
in her winding-sheet, he cried: “Did you think that you 
were the only one who could get a dinar for every tear? 
Look at my bagl” He dragged the gold into the middle of 
the room and, after helping his wife out of her shroud, 
exclaimed: “That is not all, my dear. Now we must see 
to it that our trick does not bring down the wrath of the 
Khalifah and Zubaidah upon us. This is what we must 
do . . .” We will leave him explaining his plan to 
Sugarcane. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

The Khalifah shortened the time of the dlwan and 
took Masrur with him to Zubaidah ’s palace, that they 
might condole with the Queen on the loss of her 
favourite. Opening the door of her private apartment, 
he saw his wife stretched upon her bed surrounded by 
women who dried her eyes and consoled her. He went 
up to her, saying: “O daughter of my uncle, may the 
years which poor Sugarcane has lost be added to you.” 
Zubaidah, who had only waited for the coming of the 
Khalifah in order to commiserate with him on the death 
of Abu al-Hasan, was astonished by this remark, and 
said: “May the life of Sugarcane be long, O Commander 
of the Faithful! It would be fitter for me to join in your 
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grief. May you live as much longer than your span as the 
days of Abu al-Hasan have been shortened. It is true that 
you see me sorrowing; but it is for the death of your 
friend and not for the death of my favourite, who, thanks 
be to Allah, is in excellent health.” 

The Khalifah , who had the best of reasons for supposing 
that he knew the truth, could not help smiling. “By 
Allah, O Masrur,” he said to the chief eunuch, “what do 
you think of this? Do you imagine that your mistress, 
who is usually so wise, has become absent-minded like 
other women? I suppose that they are all the same. I come 
to console her and she tries to sadden me by telling me 
bad news which she knows to be false. Speak to her 
yourself and tell her what you have seen and heard. Per- 
haps she will change her tune and not try to fool us any 
longer.” Said Masrur to Zubaidah: “Dear mistress, the 
Commander of the Faithful is right. Abu al-Hasan has 
all his health and strength, though he weeps most 
bitterly for the loss of his wife who died last night from 
indigestion. I must tell you that Abu al-Hasan has but 
just now left the diwan, where he himself announced the 
death of Sugarcane. He has returned to his own dwelling, 
enriched by the generosity of our master with ten thou- 
sand dinars for funeral expenses.” Instead of convincing 
Zubaidah, these words persuaded her that the Khahfah 
was jesting, and she cried: “This is hardly a day for jokes, 
O Commander of the Faithful! I know what I am talking 
about; the keeper of my purse will tell you how much 
Abu al-Hasan 's funeral is costing me. It would be more 
seemly if we, joined in mourning for your friend than 
made heartless jokes.” The Khalifah's anger began 
and he exclaimed; “What are you saying? By Allah I 
think you must be mad! I tell you that Sugarcane is dead; 
there is no need to argue about it. I will give you proof. 
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He sat down on the dlwan and said to Masrur: “Go to 
Abu al-Hasan’s dwelling and see for yourself (though 
there is really no need for proof) which of the two is dead. 
Then return quickly with the news.” While Masrur was 
gone, the KhalTfah said to Zubaidah: “We will soon see 
which of us is right; but, as you insist on being obstinate 
when you are obviously wrong, I am willing to have a 
bet with you.” “I accept the bet,” she answered. “I will 
wager the dearest thing I have in the world, my Picture 
Gallery, against anything you like.” “Then I will bet my 
Palace of Delights, which is the dearest thing I have,” 
said Harun, “and allow me to tell you that my Palace of 
Delights is infinitely more valuable than your Picture 
Gallery .”“Weneednot quarrel about that ,” said Zubaidah 
in a huff. “If you want to know which is the more valuable 
you have only to listen to what people say behind your 
back. Let us bind our wager with the Fatihah.” “Yes, let 
the Koran be between us,” agreed the Khalifah. So 
they recited the first chapter of the Book together, 
and then sat in sulky silence, waiting for the return of 
Masrur. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

Abu aL'Hasan, who had been on the look out, saw 
Masrur from afar off and understood the reason of his 
visit. Therefore he said to Sugarcane: “Dear wife, 
Masrur is coming straight for our house. He must have 
been sent on account of an argument which I knew would 
arise between the 'Khalifah and his Queen. Let us first 
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give Harun the advantage. Go dead again, my dear, that I 
may wrap you up.” Sugarcane stretched herself out once 
more and Hasan arranged her in her former position. 
Then he sat down beside her with his turban loose and a 
handkerchief to his eyes. Masrur entered at that moment 
and, seeing Sugarcane shrouded in the middle of the 
room and Hasan plunged in despair beside her, could not 
contain his emotion, but exclaimed: “There is no other 
god than Allah! I have great grief for you, poor Sugarcane, 
our sister, O erewhile gentle and delightful! Your 
Destiny weighs heavy on us all. Swift was your summons 
of return to Him Who made you! May He take you into 
the excellence of His compassion!” He embraced Abu 
al-Hasan and sadly took leave, to return with his news 
to the Khallfah; nor was he sorry to prove to Zubaidah 
that she had been both wrong and opinionated when she 
contradicted her lord. 

He came into the chamber where Zubaidah waited and 
kissed the earth between her hands, saying: “Allah pro- 
long the life of our mistress! The dead woman lies 
shrouded in the middle of the room, her body is already 
swollen beneath the winding sheet and smells un- 
pleasantly. And 1 do not think that poor Abu al-Hasan 
will long survive his wife . ” 

The Khallfah exulted cheerfully at this news; he 
turned to Zubaidah, who had become yellow in the face, 
and said: “O daughter of my uncle, why do you delay to 
send for a scribe to write the gift of your Picture Gallery 
in my name?” But Zubaidah began to scold Masrur and 
said indignantly to the Khallfah: “How can you put faith 
in the words of this liar and son of a liar? Have not seen, 
have not my slaves seen, poor Sugarcane weeping tor the 
death of her husband?” Then she threw her slipper at 
Masrur’s head, and cried: “Begone, you son of a dog! 
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The eunuch, fearing to irritate her further, fled from the 
presence, bent double and shaking his head. 

In anger Zubaidah said to the Khalifah: “O Commander 
of the Faithful, I never thought that you would league 
with a eunuch to give me pain and make me believe that 
which is not; yet there can be no doubt that you con- 
certed this report of Masrur’s beforehand. Now, to 
prove to you that I am right, I will also send someone to 
see who has lost the bet. If you are right, I will admit that 
I am mad and that all my women are as mad as I. If, on the 
other hand, I am proved to be right I demand, over and 
above our gage, the head of that impertinent black 
eunuch.” The Khalifah, who knew by experience the 
lengths to which his Queen’s temper might carry her, 
gave immediate consent; so Zubaidah called her old con- 
fidential nurse to her, and said: “O nurse, go without 
delay to the house of Abu al-Hasan, the friend of our 
master the Khalifah, and see whether it be himself or his 


wife who is dead. Then return speedily and report what 
you have seen.” In spite of her tottering legs, the old 
nurse set out immediately and hastened towards Hasan's 
dwelling. 

Abu al-Hasan, who was carefully watching the 
approaches to his house, saw the old woman far off and 
understood the motive of her coming. “O Sugarcane,” 
cried he with a laugh, “O Sugarcane, I am dead!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-SECOND NIGHT 


SHE said: 


HAD COME 


As THERE WAS no time to lose, he hurried into his 
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shroud and lay down on the ground with his feet pointing 
towards Mecca. Sugarcane placed his turban over his face 
and began, with disordered hair, to beat her breasts and 
utter cries of grief. The old nurse entered and saw these 
things; sadly she went up to Sugarcane and said: “May 
Allah grant you the years which your man has lost! Alas, 
alas, O Sugarcane my daughter! Behold you are a widow 
and a young girl also! What will become of you without 
Abu al-Hasan, O Sugarcane?” She wept for a space, and 
then continued: “Alas, my daughter, I must leave you. 
It pains me to do so, but 1 have to hasten to my mistress, 
Zubaidah, and relieve her anxiety. For that shameless 
liar, Masrur, affirmed that you were dead.” “Would to 
Allii that the eunuch had said truth, my mother!” 
answered Sugarcane with a deep groan. “I should not be 
weeping here! Yet it will not be long; for to-morrow 
morning at latest I also shall be dead from grieving.” She 
redoubled her tears and lamentations, so that the old 
nurse embraced her again and was soft and silent in her 
departure, fearing to disturb the mourner. She hastened 
to her mistress with news of what she had seen and heard , 
and, when she had Enished speaking, sat down suddenly 
because she was breathless owing to her great age. 

Zubaidah turned haughtily to the Khallfah and said^ 
“In the first place we will hang that impertinent eunuch.” 
In the height of perplexity, Harun al-Rashid sent for 
Masrur and would have angrily reproached him for his 
lies, had Zubaidah given him time. But the Queen, more 
than ever angered by his presence, cried out to t e o 
nurse: “Tell this son of a dog what you have just told us I 
Though ffie had not yet recovered her breath, po^*" 
old woman was obliged to repeat her news and this so 
angered Masrur that he cried, unmindful of the presence 
of the Khalifah and Zubaidah: “Toothless old fool, hou 



371 Thi Thousand blights and One blight 

dare you lie and smirch the whiteness of your hair? Do 
you think you will make me believe that I did not see 
poor Sugarcane, dead and wrapped in her winding sheet?* 
The nurse poked forth her head in suffocated fury, as she 
answered: “There is no liar here but you, O black black- 
manl Yet it is unwise to say that you should be hanged,, 
when you ought to be cut gradually in pieces and made 
to eat yourself.” “Be silent, you senile chatterbox!” 
replied Masrur. “Go and tell your story to the girls!” 
But Zubaidah, outraged by his insolence, burst into a 
storm of sobs, threw cushions, vases, ewers and stools 
at his head, spat in his face, and finally cast herself upon 
the bed, dissolved in bitter tears. 

The Khalifah beat his hands together in great per- 
plexity, and cried: “As Allah lives, Masrur is not the only 
liar. I am a liar, your nurse is a liar, and you also are a liar!” 
After an hour's reflection he lifted up his head again, 
and said: “We must know the truth; we must go our- 
selves to the house of Abu al-Hasan . He begged Zubaidah 
to accompany him, and set out, followed by Masrur, the 
nurse, and a crowd of women, in the direction of Hasan's 
dwelling. 

Although Abu al-Hasan had warned her that such a 
thing was likely to happen. Sugarcane was afraid when 
she saw the advance of this host, and said to her husband: 
“As Allah lives, not every time you drop a cup will it be 
worth the taking up!” But her husband laughed and 
answered: “Let us both die, O Sugarcane!” He stretched 
his wife on the floor, wrapped her in the shroud, wound 
himself in an odd sheet of silk, and lay down beside her, 
being careful to place his turban over his face according 
to the rite. Hardly had his preparations been made when 
the company entered the chamber. 

When the Khalifah and Zubaidah saw the sad spectacle, 
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they stayed motionless and dumb, until suddenly the 
Queen, who had been much upset by so many emotions 
in so short a time, turned pale and fell fainting into the 
arms of her women. As soon as she came to herself, she 
shed rivers of tears, crying: “Alas, alas, for Sugarcane! 
You could not live after your husband was dead! You have 
died of grieving!” But the Khalifah, who was weeping for 
the death of his friend, exclaimed petulantly: “It was not 
Sugarcane who died of grief; it was this poor Abu al- 
Hasan who was not able to live after his wife was dead. 
That is self-evident. You think you are right because you 
can weep and faint.” “You think you are right because 
you have a lying slave,” answered Zubaidah. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 1 1 1 

“But where are Abu al-Hasan's servants? added the 

Queen. “Let them be fetched; for they can tell us which 
died first and which of grieving, seeing they h^® 
shrouded them.” “You are right,” answered the Khalitah, 
“and, for my part, I promise ten thousand dinars to the 

one who tells me.” 1 j r 

Hardly had he spoken when a voice was heard trom 

below the extemporised shroud, saying: “Give me the 
ten thousand dinars. I assure our master the Khalifah that 
it was I, Abu al-Hasan, who died second and from griet. 

At this speech from the dead, Zubaidah and her women 
fled towards the door with cries of fear; but » 

who imderstood in a flash the trie w ic ^ 
played upon him, fell over on his backside in the middU 
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of the room, crying: “No, no, Abu al-Hasan, it is I who 
die of laughter I* 

When the Khallfah had finished his guffaw and 
Zubaidah recovered from her terror, Abu al-Hasan and 
Sugarcane came out of their shrouds and nerved them- 
selves to tell the whole truth. Hasan threw himself at the 
Khallfah 's feet and Sugarcane embraced the feet of her 
mistress. Both humbly asked pardon, and Hasan added: 
“When I was a bachelor I despised money, O Com- 
mander of the Faithful; but this Sugarcane, whom you so 
generously gave me, has such an appetite for it that she 
eats it, sacks and all. She could devour the treasure of 
our master and the treasurer as well.” Zubaidah and the 
Khallfah laughed anew and pardoned the two offenders. 
Also they counted out the ten thousand dinars which 
Abu al-Hasan had earned by his announcement and a 
further ten thousand to celebrate that rising from the 
dead. 

This little jest taught the Khalifah something of his 
friend’s needs; later he ordered his treasurer to pay him a 
monthly wage equal to that of his wazir Jafar. More than 
ever he kept Abu al-Hasan by him as cup-companion 
and intimate friend. All concerned in this tale lived 
delightfully until the coming of the Separator, the Des- 
troyer of palaces, the Builder of tombs, the Inexorable, 
the Inevitable. 

When she had made an end of this tale, Shahrazad said 
to King Shahryar: “That is all I know about the Sleeper 
Wakened; but, if you will allow me, 1 have a tale which 
infinitely surpasses this one.” “Before 1 give you leave,” 
aiiswered King Shahryar, “tell me the title of your story. 
“It is the tale of the Loves of Zain al-Mawasif,” said 
Shahrazad, and when Shahryar asked: “What is the tale? 
she smiled and said: 
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THE LOVES OF ZAIN AL-MAWASIF 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there was once, 
in years and ages long ago, a handsome youth whose name 
was Anis. He was by far the richest, most generous, most 
delicate, and most delightful young man of his time; 
and, as he loved all things in the world worthy of love, 
women, friends, good cheer, poetry, music, perfumes, 
grass, sparkling water, and walking, he lived ever in the 
height of happiness. 

One afternoon, as he was agreeably sleeping, accord- 
ing to his custom, beneath a locust-tree in his garden, he 
dreamt that he was playing with four fair birds and a 
shining white dove. He was taking great joy in smoothing 
their feathers and embracing them, when a dismal black 
crow, with menacing beak, pounced on the dove and 
carried her away, scattering her four gentle companions 
in confusion. AnIs woke much affected by this dream, 
and went out in search of someone who might explainit 
to him- but for long he walked without finding such. He 
was thinking of returning to his house, when he came to 
a handsome building near which a woinan s voice was 
singing this song, in accents of most charming melan- 
choly: 

/ hear the hearts of lovers sing 
Free in the scents of dawn 
Like birds. 

But my heart does not sing 
Because of a yoUng thing 
Lighter than fawn 
Or branch of birds 
Or scent of dawn. 
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Anls felt his soul pierced by the tones of this singing; 
urged by a desire to know the singer, he went up to the 
half-opened door and looked inside. He saw a magni- 
ficent garden filled as far as the eye could reach with 
harmonious terraces, flowered arbours and thickets of 
roses; jasmine, violet and narcissus smiled under the 
clear sky of Allah and were sung among by a multitude of 
birds. 

Unable to resist this fair sight, Anls went through the 
door and began to walk down the garden, until he saw a 
white band of playing girls upon a lawn, separated from 
him by an alley spanned by three arches. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIPTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

Coming to the first arch, he saw these words painted 
upon it in letters of vermillion: 


Our house shall have a narrow door 
That griej and time may not come in, 

Butjriends and laughter, who were thin. 

Shall enter ,Jatten , leave no more. 

On the second arch these words were graved in gold 
characters: 


May this house rise in air 

di long as birds chant in its garden blooms ^ 

Andjriendship scent its rooms 

As long asjlowers die c^ being Jair. 
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As long as new stars come in spring to browse 
The meadows oJ the slgr^ 

As long asjruits on trees are born and die, 

Live all who use this house. 

When he came to the third arch, he found that it bore 
these lines in azure lettering: 

Time and the sun shall more 
Above each gentle chamber 
And luxurious place 
Of this our house; 

But if the shadow of love 
Clamber 

And nibble like a mouse. 

Then time and sun shall leave no trace. 

Beyond the third arch he came to the end of the alley 
and, at the foot of washed marble stairs which led up to 
the house, he saw a girl of between fourteen and fifteen, 
leaning among cushions on a velvet carpet, with four 
damsels to surround and tend her. She was as white as the 
moon and had slim brows whose curve seemed to have 
been painted in black musk, her great dark eyes were 
full of massacre, her coral mouth was as small as a clove, 
and her chin said perfectly: “Behold mel” She could have 
fired hearts of the coldest stone. 

Anis bowed to the earth before her, carried his hand to 
his heart, his lips, and his forehead, and then murmured: 
“Greeting, O queen of purity!” But the girl exclaimed: 
“How dared you come into this forbidden place, O most 
impertinent young man!” “Dear mistress, the fault 
was not mine,” he replied. “The blame is with you and 
with the garden. Through the half-opened door I saw 
terraces of jasmine, myrtle and violet, and the garden 

III AA 



37^ The Thousand flights and One flight 

bowing down with all its flowers before a moon of 
beauty. My soul could not resist the temptation to 
^oin its homage to that of the flowers and the birds." The 
girl laughed and asked: “What is your name?” “Anis, 
your slave,” he answered, and she exclaimed: “You 
please me very much, AnIs. Come and sit beside me.” 

He sat down and she said: “I wish for some distraction, 
Anis. "Can you play chess?” When he answered that he 
could, she signed to one of her girls, who brought a 
board of ivory and ebony with gold comers and a set of 
red and white pieces, the red being carved from rubies 
and the white from rock crystal. “Would you like red or 
white?” she asked, and he replied: “As Allah lives, I will 
take white: for red is the colour of many things and 
belongs of right to you.” “That may well be,” she said, 
as she arranged the men. 

The game began; but Anis paid more attention to his 
opponent’s charms than to the pieces, being ravished by 
the beauty of hands which seemed paste of almonds and 
slight fingers as of white camphor. “How can I play against 
such fingers?” he cried, but she answered: “Check to 
your king, check to your king, Anis! You will lose!” 
Then, seeing that he paid little attention to the game, 
she added: “Let us have a bet of a hundred dinars; that will 
make you play more seriously.” “Willingly,” he answered, 
as he rearranged the men. ^in al-Mawasif, for such was 
the child’s name, chose that moment to lift the silk veil 
which covered her hair, so that she shone forth like a 
column of light. Anis did not know what he was doing; 
sometimes he played with the red pieces, sometimes 
with the white; he moved wrong continuously and, in 
the end, lost five games with a hundred dinars upon each. 
“You are not playing any more carefully,” said Zain 
al-Mawasif. “Let us bet a thousand dinirs.” But, in spite of 
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this heavier stake, Anis did not behave any better and 
lost again. Then said the girl: “Let us play for all your 
money against all mine.” Anis accepted and lost. Finally 
he played away his shops, houses, gardens and slaves, 
until nothing remained to him at all. 

Zain al-Mawasif turned to him, saying: “Anis, you are a 
fooll I do not want you to regret having come into my 
garden and made my acquaintance, therefore I give you 
back all you have lost. Rise up now, and return upon 
your way in peace.” But Anis answered: “As Allah lives, 
my queen, 1 do not regret having lost. If you asked my 
life you might have it. But do not for pity's sake make me 
leave you.” Then said the girl: “Since you will not take 
back what you have lost, find the kadi and witnesses and 
bring them here, so that you make over your possessions 
to me in due form.” Anis did as he was bidden; and the 
kad!, though the pen nearly fell from his old fingers when 
he saw the beauty of Zain al-Mawasif, made out the deed 
of gift and had two witnesses set their seal to it. Then 
he departed. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-SIXTH NIGHTJ 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Zain al-Mawasif turned to Anis with a laugh, saying; 
“Now you may go; for we do not know you.” “O queen, 
said he, “will you let me go without the satisfaction of 
desire?” And she answered: “I am very willing for that 
satisfaction, Anis; but I must ask you for something else 
first. You must bring me four bladders of pure » 
four ounces of grey amber, four thousand pieces of go 
brocade, and four harnessed mules.” “You shall have 
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them,* said he. “But how?” she asked. “You have nothing 
left with which to buy them.” “Allah will provide,” said 
he. “I have friends who will lend me the money.” “Then 
go and get those things,” said she, and Anis went out to 
find the friends in whom he trusted. 

As soon as he had gone, Zain al-Mawasif said to 
Hubub, one of her maidens: “Follow him and see what he 
does. When all his friends have refused to help him and 
have dismissed him on one pretext or another, go up to 
him and say: 'Good master AnIs, my mistress wishes to 
see you instantly. ’ Bring him with you and show him into 
the reception hall. After that, what is fated to happen will 
happen.” Hubub bowed low before her mistress and 
hastened out after Anis. 

Zain al-Mawasif went indoors and bathed in the 
hammam. Her girls tended her as for an extraordinary 
occasion; they depilated what there was to depilate, 
they rubbed what there was to rub, they perfumed what 
there was to perfume, they made long what there was to 
make long, and they made short what there was to make 
short. Then they put a robe worked in fine gold upon her 
and set a silver fillet about her head to hold a circle o\ 
rich pearls, a circle which fastened at the back and 
dropped two knots of rubies upon the virgin silver ol 
her shoulders. They tressed her heavy black hair, per- 
fumed with musk and amber, into twenty-four braids 
which fell to her heels; and when she stood before them 
like a new made bride they fell at her feet, trembling with 
admiration and crying: “Allah preserve our mistress in 
her splendour! Allah guard our mistress from the glance 
of envy and from the evil-eye!” While she practised steps 
of pretty walking, up and down the chamber, they made 
a thousand and then a thousand compliments to her in 
the sincerity of their souls. 
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In the meanwhile young Hubub, who had given her 
message to Anis as soon as she had seen him spurned by 
all his friends, led him into the hall where Zain al- 
Mawasif waited. 

When AnIs saw her in all the brilliance of her fresh 
beauty, he stopped as if thunderstruck, and exclaimed: 
"Is it she or a bride from Paradise?” Satisfied with the 
effect she had produced, Zain al-Mawasif went up to him 
with a smile and led him by the hand to a large low diwan, 
upon which she seated herself. After pulling him down 
beside her, she signed to her women, who brought in a 
low wide table carved from a single mass of silver, on 
which these gastronomic verses were engraved: 

Cast down four eyes, liji up your souls , 

Dig spoons into the great sauce bowls. 

Eat roast and fried and boiled and grilled, 

Eat jams and jellies, warmed and chilled. 

Eat quails cooked golden to the minute, 

Eat nutfed lamb with raisins in it. 

Who would the warm stout capon blame. 

Date-coloured with judicious fame. 

Because he could not sing or fy? 

(He eats the better.) Nor can /. , , 

The golds of man are manifold 
But Allah made this kabdb^s gold; 

He made this purslane salad sup 
The souls of olives from a cup; 

He set these twin and ponderous fsh 
To lie on mint leaves in a dish. . • 

I will be silent now and eat 
A meal which poets shall repeat 
In songs of cooking, sound and sage, 

Down all the hungry roads of age. 
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The women brought perfumed meats; the two young 
people ate, and drank wines out of the same cup, sweet- 
ening their mouths with pastries. Then Zain al-Mawasif 
leaned over Anis, saying: “Since we have eaten bread and 
salt together and you have become my guest, I cannot 
keep the littlest thing of yours. Whether you like it or 
not, I give you back all that I have won from you.” Anls 
threw himself in gratitude at the girl’s feet; but she 
raised him, saying: “If you really wish to thank me come 
with me into my bed. I want to know if you are really a 
master of chess, when you set your mind to it.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“I WILL SHOW you that the white king can beat all the 
knights,” answered Anis, as he took that fair moon in his 
arms and carried her to the bedchamber, whose door the 
girl Hubub had silently opened for them. He played a 
game of chess with the girl, following all the rules with 
taste and skill; he played a second and a third and even a 
fifteenth game, moving the king so valiantly, never on the 
defensive, that the girl owned herself beaten, crying in 
breathless surprise: “You have won, O father of lances! 
Tell your king to rest a little.” She rose with a smile and 
hid away the chessmen . 

Swimming soul and body in a pleasant sea, they rested 
for a little in each other’s arms; and then Zain al-Mawasif 
said: “Though you have valiantly earned this rest, O 
invincible Anis, I must confess that I would like to know 
if you can make verses as well as you can play chess. Do 
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you think that you could invent a rhythmic disposition 
of our meeting and our game, so that we may never 
forget either?” “That is easy,” answered Anis and, sitting 
upon the scented couch with the girl’s little arms about 
his neck, he improvised this sublime apostrophe: 

The tale of a girl ojjourteen 
Met in Paradise: 

Allah has blown a million white moons 
Into blue infni^, 

But none of them were you. 

Light you stood in the garden. 

The slim trees bowed to you, 

The birds would change their note. 

“Your name, 0 silk?” 

“IVhat would my name be 
Save Zain al-Mawasf, 

Gilding perfection?” 

“Here is musk 
And pearls lying in gold 
For a girl of fourteen 
Met in Paradise.” 

“And here am /.” 

0 belt released, 

0 cornflower bright chemise. 

Body of white and diamonds, 

Scent of kisses, 

0 thousand scents 
In the corners of my lore. 
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I will tell my drunkenness: 

You would say her hair 
Had brought eternal night. 

But for thejire oj roses. 

I had gone by the swords. 

But her mouth wasyoung wine 

And there bubbled a fountain between her lips. 

Allah set down His two rose cups 
On the marble table ojber breast, 

And in the dimples of her belly 
Sprinkled the scents of every dale. 

The sweet fort of folly 

Lies between two laughing columns 

Bearded and yet a rose. . . 

This was the girl of fourteen 
I met in Paradise. 

Hearing these lines made in her honour, Zain al- 
Mawasif laughed and exulted. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said; 

She kissed AnIs, saying: “0 Anis, you have delighted 
me! As Allah lives, I can no longer exist without you!” 
They passed the rest of that night together, in assaults of 
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kissing and coupling until the morning. And the next day 
they stayed by each other, resting, eating and drinking 
in joy, and such was their life for a whole month , a month 
of transport. At the end of that time young Zain al- 
Mawasif, who was married, received a letter from her 
husband announcing his immediate return. “May he snap 
his old bones!” she cried when she read it. “May such 
ugliness never return to me! His ill-omened face will 
break in upon our fair life! What must we do, O Anis?” 
“I am in your hands, O Zain,” he answered. “Fine trickery 
is rather the woman’s part than the man’s.” “But my 
husband is a very jealous and violent man,” she retorted. 
“It will not be easy to allay his suspicions.” She reflected 
for an hour, and then said: “I see no other way, save to 
introduce you into the house as a perfume-seller and 
spice-merchant. Therefore study that trade and, above 
all, be very careful when you are dealing with my 
husband not to put him out in any way.” Thus they 
planned together how they should deceive the husband. 

When the good man returned from his journey, he 
saw to his grieved surprise tliat his wife was cjuite yellow 
from head to foot. Not knowing that the child had rubbed 
herself with saffron, he asked if she were ill, and she 
replied: “If I am yellow it is not because I am ill, but 
because I have been sad and fearful during your absence. 
For pity’s sake do not go away again without taking a 
companion to defend and care for you; that will ease my 
mind.” “I will do so gladly,” he answered. “By the life of 
my head, your idea is a good one! Calm yourself now and 
try to bring back that fine complexion of youis. Witli 
that he kissed her and went down to his shop , for he was a 
great merchant and a Jew. The girl was a Jewess. 

AnIs who had carefully studied his new trade, was 
waiting for the husband at the door of his shop ; in order 
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to become quickly acquainted with him he oEFered him 
perfumes and spices at greatly below the market price. 
The husband, who had the hardened soul of all Jews, was 
so satisfied with his bargain and with the young man's 
delightful manners that he became a regular customer. 
Indeed, after a few days, he offered him a partnership in 
his own business, if he should bring sufficient capital. 
Anis at once accepted this offer, hoping that it might 
carry him nearer his beloved , and the two drew up a deed 
of partnership without delay, sealing it in the presence 
of two worthy merchants. 

The girl’s husband invited his partner to eat at his 
house that night, in order to celebrate their association; 
he conducted him to his home and, since he was a Jew 
and Jews are shameless and do not keep their women 
hidden, made preparation to introduce his wife to Anis. 
“He is a rich and well-bred youth,” he said to her. “I wish 
you to come and see him.” But Zain al-Mawasif who 
wished to hide her joy, pretended to be indignant. 
“Father of Beards,” she cried, “how dare you introduce 
strangers to the inmost places of your house? How can 
you have the effrontery to show me to him? The name of 
Allah be upon me and about me! Must I forget a woman’s 
modesty because you have found a partner? I would 
rather cut myself in pieces!” “These are ill-considered 
words,” grumbled the Jew. “Since when have we been 
Mussulmans, to hide our women? This delicacy is out of 
place and out of season. We are children of Moses; what 
have we to do with delicacy?” He spoke thus aloud, but in 
his soul he said: “Surely the blessing of Allah is upon my 
house, seeing my wife to be so chaste and moderate and 
wise!” Then he persuaded her to come and entertain his 
partner. 

Anis and Zain al-Mawasif were very careful not to show 



77ie Loves of Zain al-MawasiJ 

that they knew each other; during the meal the young 
man kept his eyes modestly lowered, glancing only at the 
husband and feigning an absolute discretion, “An ex* 
cellent young man!” thought the Jew, and he asked Anis 
to come again on the next day. AnTs came again and yet 
again; and each time he behaved himself with tact in 
everything. 

Yet the Jew had already been struck by a strange 
coincidence. He had a tame bird in the house which he 
had trained himself; and this bird loved him very dearly. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

But, during the Jew’s absence this bird had trans- 
ferred his affection to AnIs and become accustomed to 
perch on his head and shoulders with a thousand pretty 
caresses; so, when his master returned, he considered 
him as a stranger and did not wish to recognise him. He 
kept all his cries of joy and kisses of his beak for young 
Anis. “By Moses and Aaron, the bird has forgotten me!” 
cried the Jew. “Such ingratitude makes the illness and 
sensibility of my wife all the more commendable.” Thus 
he persuaded himself; but there was another matter 
which forced itself upon his notice and tortured him with 
dismal thoughts. 

Though his wife was extremely reserved and modes! 
in the presence of his partner, he noticed that she had 
very extraordinary dreams when she was asleep. She 
would stretch out her arms, panting for breath; she 
would sigh and twist herself about, as she called on the 
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name of Anis and spoke to him as only a passionate lover 
speaks. The Jew was astonished to behold these things 
night after night. “By the Pentateuch,” he cried in his 
own ear, “this shows that all women are alike. Even 
when they are virtuous and continent, like my wife, they 
must satisfy their evil desires in some way! Far be the 
Evil One! It is a curse on the world that these creatures 
should be kneaded from the flames of hell ... I must put 
this matter to the proof. If my wife withstands the 
temptation, then her dreams and the conduct of the bird 
are accidental and of no account.” 

Therefore, when it was time for the evening meal the 
Jew told his wife and partner that he had been invited to 
the house of the wall on important business, and begged 
them to wait his return before eating. Then he left them 
and went out into the garden; but, instead of proceeding 
to the wall’s house, he returned on his tracks and 
climbed up secretly to the higher storey, whence he 
could watch the hall from the window of a little room. 

He had not long to wait for proofs, kisses and caresses 
of unbelievable fire; but, as he did not wish to betray 
his presence, he was forced to witness the lovers' 
dalliance for a whole hour. After this trying ordeal, he 
went down into the hall, smiling as if he knew nothing; 
and, during the meal, he paid more kindly regard than 
ever to young Anis, who, for his part, took pains to 
appear more bashful even than before. 

But when the feast was finished and the young man 
gone, the Jew exclaimed: “By the horns of Moses, I will 
burn their hearts with separation!” Then, taking a letter 
from his bosom, he said aloud: “I shall have to go on 
another long joui'ney. This letter comes from my agents 
in a far country, who require my presence for an impor- 
tant deal.” Zain al-Mawasif hid her great joy, and said: 
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“Would you leave me to die in loneliness, dear husband? 
Tell me at least how long you will be away.” “Not less 
than three years and not more than four,” lie answered, 
and she cried in desolation: “O poor Zain al-Mawasif! O 
despair! Can I never keep my husband with me?” Then 
said the Jew: “Do not let that distress you; for I have 
determined to take you with me this time and not expose 
you to the torment of my absence. Rise up now and call 
Hubub, Khutub, Sukub, and Rukub to make your 
luggage.” 

Poor Zain al-Mawasif became yellow indeed; her eyes 
filled with tears and she could not speak. Exulting within 
himself, her husband said to her most kindly: “What is 
the matter, Zain?” “Nothing, my dear,” she answered. 
“I am only a little upset by the joyful news.” 

Under her husband’s eye, she directed the prepara- 
tions of her women, cudgelling her brains the while for a 
means of breaking the sad tidings to Anis. At length she 
found a moment to trace these lines on the entrance 
door: 

You are ajar from me 

And yet 1 see the red wound of your heart. 

Jealousy parted us and smiled to see 
Me smile above my smart . . . 

I swear by Allah it shall not be he, 

Though we must lie apart. 

Then she mounted the camel which had been prepared 
for her and hid herself in the litter, making verses ol 
farewell to the house and garden. The caravan started, 
with the Jew at its head, Zain al-Mawasif in the middle, 
and her women bringing up the rear. So much for them. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Next morning young Anis was surprised not to see 
his partner come to the market. He waited for him until 
the evening and then decided to go to the house for news. 
When he came to the door, he saw the lines his mistress 
had written there, and was crushed to earth by the 
blackness of his grief. As soon as he could do so, he asked 
tidings of his beloved from the neighbours and learnt 
that the Jew had taken her away, with her women and 
much baggage, upon ten camels provisioned for a very 
long journey. 

Anis began to wander through the solitude of the 
garden like a man distracted. He improvised these lines; 

This line of trees 
Is the end ojher garden ^ 

Therefore pause and weep; 

Therefore call on the south wind 
That it maj^ blow above this house. 

My soul would stay the camel goads. 

Come, 0 cool night, 

Come hither breeze from the desert, 

I know the scent of you now. 

Jut has she bidden you carry back nothing. 

Nothing for my tears? 

They roused the camels in the night 
Bfore the little wind of dawn; 

The camels kneeled, 

They rose, they did not feel you. 
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Yet I have watered the sand 
Before their feet. 

While he was thus reflecting he heard a crow croaking 
from its nest in a palm tree, and he said again: 

What do you in her garden, crow? 

I can make all the harsh cries for this woe, 

I would have you know. 

After this Anis lay down upon the ground and was 
overcome by the sleep of sorrow. But his beloved 
appeared to him in a dream and he was happy with her; 
they lay in each other’s arms. Suddenly he woke and the 
illusion departed, so that he could only console himself 
with these lines: 

As bright, 

As soon departed 

As a yellow spark of light 

In the black of night. 

She came in dreams ; 

To sleep, to know, to kiss, to love the thing which seems 
Is to wake broken-hearted. 

Thus AnIs lamented, living in the shadow of the 
desolate house, never departing to take food at his own 
place. So much for him. 

When the caravan was a month out from that city, the 
Jew halted it and had his tents pitched near a town upon 
the seaside. He stripped his wife of her rich garments 
and took a long flexible whip to her, saying; “Vile wanton, 
this will^assoil your filthy flesh. Oh that that ybung 
bugger, Anis, were between my hands!” Then, in spite 
of her cries and protestations, he lashed her with the 
full strength of his arm, put an old mantle of pricking 
hair upon her, and went into the town to find a smith. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDKED-AND-SIXTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When he had fetched the smith, he said to him: “I 
wish you to shoe this slave’s feet and then her hands; she 
will make a good mount.” The smith looked at the old 
man in astonishment, and said: “As Allah lives, this is the 
first time I have ever been called upon to shoe a human! 
What has she done to deserve such a punishment?” Then 
said the Jew: “By the Pentateuch, this is a usual punish- 
ment among us Jews when our slaves misbehave them- 
selves!” But the smith, who was quite captivated by Zain 
al-Mawasif’s beauty, looked at the Jew in disgust and 
spat in his face; then, instead of touching the girl, he 
improvised these lines: 

Ojthhj mule, Vd hammer in 
A thousand nails beneath your skin 
Rather than torture these fair feet 
For which gold anklets were more meet; 

If a poor smith can judge of things. 

You should have nails, and she have wings. 

Then the smith ran to the wall of the town and told 
him what he had seen, dwelling on the marvellous beauty 
of Zain al-Mawasif and the horrible cruelty of the Jew. 
The wall ordered his guards to go to the camp at once 
and bring the fair slave, the Jew, and the other women 
into his presence. 

At the end of an hour the guards introduced the old 
Jew, Zain al-Mawasif, Hubub, Khutub, Sukub and 
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Rukub, into the audience hall where the wall, dazzled by 
Zain's beauty, said to her: “What is your name, my child?” 
“Your slave’s name is Zain al-Mawasif, O master,” she 
answered, moving her hips. “And who is this very ugly 
man?” demanded the wall. “It is a Jew,” she answered 
again. “He took me away from my father and mother, 
violated me, and has tried, by continuous ill-treatment, 
to make me abjure Islam, the sacred Faith of my fathers. 
He tortures me every day to break down my resistance; 
see, here are evidences of his continual beating.” She 
modestly uncovered her upper arms and showed her 
stripes to the wall, adding: “Dear meister, the honourable 
smith will testify to the barbaric treatment which this 
Jew intended for me. My women will confirm his words. 
As for me, I am a Mussulman, a Believer, and I bear 
witness that there is no God but Allah, and that Muham- 
mad is the Prophet of Allah I” 

The wall turned toHubub, Sukub, Khutuband Rukub, 
saying: “Is this true?” and they answered: “It is true.” 
Then the wall flashed his eyes upon the Jew, and cried: 
“Woe, woe upon you, enemy of Allah! Why did you 
take this child from her father and mother, her house 
and land? Why did you torture her? Why did you try to 
make her renounce our holy Faith? Why did you try to 
lead her into the horrible errors of your vile belief?” 
“Dear master, I swear by the lives of Jacob, Moses and 
Aaron, that this girl is my wedded wife,” replied the 
Jew; but the wall cried: “Beat him with sticks!” The 
guards threw the old man to earth and gave him a hun- 
dred blows on the soles of his feet, a hundred upon his 
back, and a hundred over his buttocks. As he still con- 
tinued to affirm that Zain al-Mawasif was his wife, the 
wall cried again: “Cut off his hands and feet, since he will 
not confessl” 


III 
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Hearing this terrible sentence, the Jew exclaimed: 
“By the holy horns of Moses, since I can save myself in no 
other way, I confess that this woman is not my wife and 
that I stole her from her father’s house.” “He confesses,” 
cried the wall. “Let him be thrown into prison and stay 
there all his lifel Thus shall all misbelieving Jews be 
punished!” The guards dragged the Jew to prison, and 
doubtless he died there, alone with his ugliness and 
unbelief. May Allah have no mercy upon him! May He 
cast that recreant soul into the lowest fires of hell! We 
are Believers! We testify that there is no God but Allah, 
and that Muhammad is the Prophet of Allah! 

Zain al-Mawasif kissed the wall’s hand and, returning 
to the camp with her four women, ordered the camel- 
boys to strike the tents and start the caravan for the land 
of her beloved. 

They travelled without incident and, on the evening 
of the third day, came to a Christian monastery, holding 
forty monks and a patriarch. This patriarch, whose 
name was Danis, sat taking the air outside the door and 
saw the beautiful girl pass upon her camel; he felt his 
old dead flesh become alive; his feet shivered, his back 
shivered, his heart shivered, and his head shivered. He 
rose from his seat and, bowing to the earth before Zain 
al-Mawasif ’s litter, invited her to dismount and rest her 
company. He strongly urged her to stop that night at the 
monastery, alleging, as an excuse, that the roads were 
infested at night by brigands. Not wishing to refuse any 
offer of hospitality, even though it were from a Christian 
and a monk, Zain al-Mawasif came down from her camel 
and entered the monastery with her companions. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The patriarch DanIs had been put on fire by love for 
the delights of Zain al-Mawasif, therefore he set himself 
to resolve the hard question of how he should declare 
his passion. At length it occurred to him to send the most 
eloquent of the forty monks to plead his cause; hut, when 
the monk found himself in the presence of this moon of 
beauty, he felt his tongue tie itself into a thousand knots, 
while his belly finger spoke eloquently beneath his robe 
and, surged up like the trunk of an elephant. Zain al- 
Mawasif laughed with all her heart at this, and so did 
Hubub, Khutub, Sukub and Rukub ; but when the monk 
continued to stand there speechless, with his affair so 
high, the girl signed to her followers, who rose and 
pushed him out of the room. 

When Danis saw his monk return with a woebegone 
expression, he said to himself: “Doubtless he was not 
eloquent enough,” So he sent a second monk. But, when 
the second monk stood before Zain al-Mawasif, the same 
things, happened to him as to the first. He was dismissed 
and returned, with hanging head, to the patriarch, who 
sent a third monk, a fourth, a fifth, and finally all the 
forty, one after another. Each time, however, the 
ambassador returned with no good news, having been 
unable to speak his message except by signs from his 
inheritance. Then Danis remembered the proverb: “A 
man should scratch with his own nails and walk on his 
own feet,” and determined to see to the matter himself. 

With grave and measured steps he entered Zain al- 
Mawasif 's apartment; but her delightful presence reduced 
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him also to a swollen silence. Amid a storm of mocking 
laughter, he left the room, with his nose hanging to his 
feet. 

When he had gone, Zain al-Mawasif rose and said to 
her women: “We must slip away from this monastery as 
quickly as possible, lest these horrible monks and their 
stinking elder should violently soil us in the night." 
Favoured by the darkness, the five glided out from the 
building and urged their camels upon the road to their 
own country. So much for them. 

When the patriarch and his forty monks rose in the 
moming and found that Zain al-Mawasif had disappeared , 
their tripes twisted in great despair. They met together 
in the church where it was their custom to bray like .asses 
together; but, instead of singing their usual anthems and 
saying their ordinary prayers, they improvised in this 
way: 

The first monk sang: 

0 Lord, who made the passion ojherjtre 
And tipped her arrows with a sharp desire, 

Cive her sweet body back to us, 0 Lord, 

0 Lord, who tipped her arrows with desire. 

The second monk answered: 

0 Lord, who gave her eyes to take me whole 
And with her beauty wearied out my soul. 

Give me to tire her body out, 0 Lord, 

0 Lord, who let her weary out my soul. 

Then the third monk sang: 

0 Lord, who made her bps as honey sweet 
Yet sharper than the sickle in the wheat. 
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Grant me to be the honey to her steel, 

0 Lord, who made her to mow down the wheat; 

0 Lord, make me the carpet ojher heel, 

IVho made the dream above her visiting Jeet. 

The fourth monk replied: 

0 Lord, who let the silver c^her star 
Come down upon the dark in which we are. 

Grant us a quiet tongue concerning this, 

0 Lord, who silvered over her cymar. 

The fifth monk sobbed and sang: 

0 Lord, who cast thejullness ojher hips 
And made her spittle more than raisin drips, 

Favour the onyx tears / weep Jor her, 

0 Lord, who made her as the raisin drips. 

The sixth monk continued : 

0 Lord, who made her roses on a stem 
With golden starlight shining on to them. 

Grant that those roses pierce me to the heart, 

0 Lord, who made the starlight smile on them. 

Then the seventh monk intoned: 

0 Lord, who let her madden in our ways 
And lost her there, my kneeling spirit prays 
That she come back to madden us again, 

0 Lord, to dance and madden in our ways. 

The rest of the monks sang also in the same vein and 
then the patriarch controlled the sobbing tremors of his 
voice and also sang: 



398 


The Thousand Nights and One Night 

0 Lord, w/ soul in foil ojheaviness, 

Because she paused and stabbed our happiness, 

Grant that she heal the wounds she made in joy, 

0 Lord, who stabbed the heart of happiness. 

0 Lord, who sent her as a silver mole 
To fret my heart and tear into my soul, 

May she return to ravage them again, 

0 Lord, who made the body and the soul. 

When they had finished these songs, they threw them- 
selves face down upon the flagstpnes of their church and 
wept. They determined to make an image of the fugitive 
and set it upon the altar of their unbelief; but death 
surprised them before they could accomplish this, 
making a term to their torment and sending them down 
into the graves which they had digged for themselves 
inside the monastery. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDREd’-AND-SIXTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The vigilance of Allah had decreed a safe passage for 
the caravan. And when Zain al-Mawasif had entered her 
dwelling in her native land, had put all in order, and had 
perfumed her bed with precious amber, she sent Hubub 
to tell Anis of her return. 

Anis, who had passed all his days and nights in weeping, 
was stretched out in sad sleep upon his couch, dreaming 
that his loved one had returned. As he had faith in the 
truth of dreams, he rose and went towards her house; 
he passed through the garden door and at once felt all 
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the air scented with the musk of her near presence. As 
if his feet were winged, he flew to the chamber where 
Zain al-Mawasif waited for him, and the two fell into 
each other’s arms. For a long time they stayed thus, 
showering upon each other passionate tokens of their 
love, and then, that they might not swoon for happiness, 
they drank from a cup of refreshing drink made with 
lemon, sugar, and water of flowers. After this they 
regaled each other with the stories of their absence, 
breaking off every now and then to kiss. Allah alone 
knows the number and violence of their loves that night. 
Next morning they sent young Hubub for the kadi and 
witnesses, who wrote out their marriage contract. They 
lived together in perfect joy until the Reaper of lads and 
girls came to them. But glory be to Him Who scatters 
beauty and pleasure according to His justicel And 
prayer and peace be upon Muhammad, Lord of Mes- 
sengers, who has made a Paradise for his Believersl 
When Shahrazad had made an end of this story, little 
Dunyazad cried: “Dear sister, your words are full of 
savour and sweetness, of purity and excellence!” Then 
said Shahrazad: “All that is nothing to what I would tell 
the King, if he would let me, concerning the Lazy 
Youth'.” “I give you permission to speak,” said King 
Shahryar. “Your words have satisfied me, and also I do 
not know the Tale of the Lazy Youth.” So Shahrazad said: 


THE TALE OF THE LAZY YOUTH 

It is related, among many other matters, that one 
day, while Harun al-Rashid sat upon his throne, a young 
eunuch entered, holding in his hands a red gold crown , en- 
crusted with pearls, rubies, and inestimable jewels. The 
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child kissed the earth between the hands of the Khalifah, 
saying: “0 Commander of the Faithful, our mistress 
Zubaidah sends me with greetings to tell you that this 
marvellous crown, which is well-known to you, still lacks 
a large gem for its top, and that no one has been able to 
find a jewel sufficiently beautiful to fill the empty place. 
She has had search made among the merchants and has 
gone through her own treasures, but the crown still 
lacks its chief ornament. She therefore begs you to insti- 
tute an enquiry yourself, that her desire may be satisfied.” 

The Khalifah turned towards his wazirs, amirs, 
chamberlains and lieutenants, saying: “I command you all 
to find a stone large enough and fair enough to satisfy 
my Queen.” 

They went carefully through the stores of jewels be- 
longing to their wives and found nothing suitable; there- 
fore they reported their unsuccess to the Khalifah. Harun 
al-Rashid became sad and said to them: “How is it that I, 
who am King of the kings of earth, cannot obtain so much 
as a wretched stone when I desire it? Woe upon you alll 
Go and enquire among the merchants.” They enquired 
among the merchants, and these answered with one 
voice: “Hunt no further, for our lord the Khalifah will 
only find that jewel in the hands of a certain young man 
of Basrah, whose name is Abu Muhammad Lazybones.” 
So they informed the Khalifah, saying: “Our lord the 
Khalifah will only find that jewel in the hands of a certain 
young man of Basrah, whose name is Abu Muhammad 
Lazybones.” 

The Khalifah ordered his wazir Jafar to command the 
amir of Basrah that Abu Muhammad Lazybones be sent 
to him in Baghdad without delay. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Jafar THEREFORE WROTE a letter and bade Masrur, the 
sword-bearer, carry it to the amir al-Zubaidi, governor 
of Basrah. 

As soon as the amir al-Zubaidi received these orders 
from the Khallfah, he gave all honourable welcome to the 
envoy and provided him with guards to conduct him to 
the palace of Abu Muhammad. When Masrur arrived at 
that place, and was received at the door by a troop of 
richly apparelled slaves, he said to them: “Tell your 
master that the Commander of the Faithful requires his 
presence in Baghdad.” 

The slaves retired, and in a few moments young Abu 
Muhammad himself appeared upon the threshold and 
bowed even to the earth. “Obedience to the Prince of 
Believers!” he said. “1 beg my honourable guests to enter 
my house for a moment.” “We cannot delay here,” 
answered -Masrur. “The Commander of the Faithful 
eagerly waits your coming,” Then said Abu Muhammad. 
“Yet it is necessary to give me time to prepare for the 
journey. Come in and rest.” Masrur and his companions 
made a few difficulties for form’s sake and then followed 
the young man. 

From the vestibule inwards, they saw magnihcent 
blue velvet curtains wrought with fine gold, precious 
marbles, and carved woods; they saw astonishing 
jeweller’s work upon the walls and ceilings, and on 
every tapestry. Their host led them to ahammam , shining 
with cleanness and scented like the heart of a rosetree, 
a bath more splendid than any in the Khallfah s palace. 
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After they had bathed, slaves clad them in sumptuous 
robes of green brocade, sewed with subjects in pearl 
and gold, and, after wishing them the wishes of the bath, 
handed them sherberts and sweet cakes. Then five lads 
entered, each as fair as the angel Harut, and presented 
the guests with purses of five thousand dinars, as a gift of 
welcome. The first slaves then led Masrur and his 
following into the guest hall, where Abu Muhammad 
awaited them on a silk dlwan, leaning his arms upon 
cushions heavy with pearls. He rose in their honour 
and made them sit beside him, pressing such admirable 
meat and drink upon them as has not been found upon 
the cloths of emperors. 

At length the young man rose, saying: “I am the slave 
of the Commander of the Faithful I My preparations are 
complete and we may depart for Baghdad.” He went 
forth with his guests and, while they were mounting 
their horses, the slaves helped him into the saddle of a 
white mule like virgin silver, whose harness shone with 
the fires of gold and winked with precious stones. 
Masrur and young Abu Muhammad rode at the head of 
the escort and, coming after a pleasant journey into the 
City of Peace, entered the Khalifah’s palace. 

When he was introduced into the presence, the youth 
most modestly kissed the earth three times before the 
throne and, when Harun invited him to be seated, sat 
most respectfully. “0 Commander of the Faithful,” he 
said, “though your slave has not been told, he knows 
very well why you require his presence. Therefore, 
instead of bringing a single jewel, he has thought it his 
humble duty to carry a large assortment with him. If our 
master, the Khallfah, will allow it, I shall open the coffers 
of my loyal present.” “I see nothing against that,” said the 
Khalifah. 



The Tale of the Lazy Youth 403 

Abu Muhammad had two chests brought into the hall 
and drew from the first, among other marvels ravishing 
to the eye, three gold trees with gold branches, whose 
leaves were emerald and aquamarine, whose fruits were 
rubies for pomegranates, pearls for apples, and topaz in 
place of oranges. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

While the KhalTfah marvelled at the beauty of these 
trees, Abu Muhammad took from the second coffer a 
pavilion of silk and gold, encrusted with hyacinths and 
emeralds, rubies and sapphires. The central pole was of 
Indian aloe wood and all the outside folds of the pavilion 
were picked out in coloured jewels; the inside was 
ornamented in marvellous dexterity with the graceful 
leaping of beasts and the flight of birds; and these beasts 
and birds were of gold, of chrysolite and garnet, of 
emerald and fabulous metals. 

When young Abu Muhammad had taken these various 
parts of the pavilion from the coffer, he set them down 
at haphazard upon the carpet and, standing motionless 
before them, lifted and lowered his eyebrows. At once 
the pavilion rose of itself in the middle of the hall, as 
prompt and orderly as if twenty expert slaves had had 
the raising of it. The three trees came and planted them- 
selves at its entrance, protecting it with their brilliant 
shade. 

Abu Muhammad looked a second time at the pavilion 
and gave a whistle that was almost a sigh; immediately 



404 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

the jewelled birds began to sing and the gold beasts 
answered them with sweet harmony .‘Then Abu Muham- 
mad whistled again and all was silence. 

The Khalifah and those who were with him did not 
know whether they slept or waked; but Abu Muhammad 
kissed the earth again between Harun's hands, saying: 
“O Prince of Believers, do not think that I have brought 
these little gifts, which seem not displeasing to you, with 
any interested motive; they are simply part of the 
homage which we all owe to our master. They are 
nothing in. comparison to those which I would bring 
later, if I were allowed.” 

When the Khalifah had a little recovered from his 
astonishment, he said: “Young man, can you tell me how 
these things have come to you, a simple subject among 
my subjects? You are known as Abu Muhammad Lazy- 
bones, and I am aware that your father was but a common 
cupper at the hammam, who left you no inheritance. 
How then, in so short a time and while you are still so 
young, have you reached to this eminence of riches and 
distinction?” “I will tell you my tale, O Commander of 
the Faithful,” answered Abu Muhammad, “for it is so 
strange and filled with such marvellous prodigies that, 
were it written with needles in the corner of an eye, 
yet would it serve as a rich lesson to the circumspect.” 
Al-Rashid’s imagination was fired by this preliminary 
and he begged the young man to speak. So Abu Muham- 
mad Lazybones began: 

Know then, O Commander of the Faithful (whom 
may Allah bless I) that lam, as you say, Abu Muhammad 
Lazybones, the son of a poor bath cupper, who died 
witlxout leaving anything to my mother and myself. 
Those who told you this of me spoke the truth; but they 
did not tell you how I earned my name . . . From infancy 



The Tale of the La^ Youth 405 

I was the slackest and laziest boy on the earth. Indeed, so 
great was my laziness that, if I was lying on the ground and 
the sun beat with all his fires on my bare head at noon, I 
had not the energy to move into the shade and would 
rather let myself be roasted like a colocasia than move 
an arm or leg. Thus my skull became proof against any 
sort of blow, and, if you were now to command Masrur 
to split my head, you would see his blade fly to pieces 
in the attempt. 

I was fifteen when my father died (Allah have him in 
mercyl)but I was little better than two years old, for I 
would neither work nor move, and my poor mother 
had to go out to service in order to feed me. I passed my 
days lying on my side, without the strength to drive away 
the flies which made their homes upon my face. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

One day, by a rare chance, when my mother had 
finished a month’s work with those for whom she 
laboured, she came to me with five pieces of silver in 
her hand. “My child,” she said, “I have just heard that our 
neighbour Muzaffar is setting out for China. Now you 
know, my son, that this good old man does not disdain 
the poor or drive them away; therefore take these five 
dirhams and come with me to him. You must give him 
the money and beg him to buy you goods in China, which, 
under Allah, may give you a great profit in Basrah. Here 
is a chance for us to become rich, and he who refuses the 
bread of Allah is an Unbeliever.” When I heard my 
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mother speak in this way, I became lazier than ever and 
lay back upon myself as if I were dead. In vain my mother 
begged me, conjured me, in the name of Allah and by 
the tomb of my father. I pretended to snore. “By your 
poor father’s excellence,” she said at last, “I swear that, if 
you will not obey me and come with me to the sheikh, 
I shall no longer give you food or drink but let you die of 
want.” I understood from her tone that she would be as 
good as her word, therefore I let out a sulky grunt 
which signified: “Help me to sit up.” She took me by the 
arm and helped me to sit up; then I began to cry for very 
weariness ' and sighed: “Give me my slippers.” She 
brought them, and I said: “Put them on for me.” She put 
them on my feet, and I said: “Help me to get up.” She 
lifted me and I exclaimed with a groan: “Hold me up 
while I walk.” She came behind and supported me, 
pushing me gently forward, and I began to walk very 
slowly, pausing at each step to get my breath and lolling 
my head upon my shoulders. At last I came like this to the 
sea shore and found old Muzaffar making ready to sail. 
He was surrounded by friends, who hailed my arrival 
with stupefaction, crying: “This is the first time we have 
ever seen Abu Muhammad Lazybones walking abroad. 
This is the first time he has come out of his house.” 

I went up to the sheikh, saying: “O uncle, are you not 
the sheikh Muzaffar?” “At your service, O Abu Muham- 
mad,” he replied, “O son of my old friend, the dead 
cupper, whom may Allah ever harbour in his pity!” I 
held out the five silver pieces and said: “O sheikh, 1 pray 
you take these five dirhams and buy goods for me in 
China. Perhaps thus, through your great kindness, we 
may make a profit.” The sheikh Muzaffar took the money 
and knotted it under his belt in the name of Allah. Then 
he took leave of mjy mother and me. and went on board 
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with other merchants who were accompanying him to 
that far land. 

Allah had willed that the shiekh MuzalFar should arrive 
safely at the port of his desire. He and his friends bought, 
sold, and trafficked according to their will, and then 
re-embarked on the same ship which they had chartered 
at Basrah. 

When they had sailed ten days, Muzaffar rose suddenly 
from his place and beat his hands together in despair, 
crying: “About ship ! We must return to China!” “But why, 
O Muzaffar?” asked his astonished friends, and he 
answered: “Because I have forgotten to spend the five 
dirhams of Abu Muhammad Lazybones.” “But, by Allah, 
dear master,” objected the other merchants, “surely you 
would not condemn us to infinite danger and loss of time 
for so small a matter?” “We must return to China,” he 
said. “His father was my friend and I gave my word.” 
“Let not that trouble you,” said they, “for rather than 
put the ship about, we will each give you five gold dinars 
as interest upon the five dirhams. You can present the 
boy with all that gold when we arrive.” Muzaffar accepted 
this offer, and each of the merchants straightway handed 
him five dinars to be kept for me. 

The ship went on her way and put in to provision at a 
certain isle, where Muzaffar and his friends disembarked 
to take the air and walk upon the shore. As the old man 
‘i'as returning to the ship, he saw an ape-seller with a 
string of twenty apes. Among these beasts there was one 
which looked very miserable, a small, bald, shivering, 
tear-stained object- And, whenever their master was not 
looking, the other apes would leap upon the wretched 
one, biting and scratching him, and pissing on his head. 
Muzaffar’s kindly heart had pity on the unfortunate 
creature and he asked its price. “I will sell it for five 
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dirhams, to get rid of it,” answered the owner, and the 
sheikh exclaimed; “That is just the sum which Abu 
Muhammad gave me. I will buy the ape for him and he 
can earn his bread by showing it in the markets.” He paid 
my five dirhams to the ape-seller and had the wretched 
monkey taken on board by one of the sailors. Then he 
re-embarked and waited to set sail. 

As he and his companions were making their final 
preparations, they saw the fishers of that island diving 
to the bottom of the sea and bringing up shells filled 
with pearls. The monkey saw this also. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He LEAPT OVER the ship's side into the water and 
came up, after a certain time, holding in his hands, and 
even in his mouth, shells filled with pearls of marvellous 
size and beauty. He climbed on board and laid his spoil 
at Muzaffar's feet. Then he went on signing with his paw, 
as if to say: “Fasten something round my neck.” The 
sheikh tied a bag round his neck and the ape dived again 
into the water. Soon he emerged with the sack full of 
shells containing finer and richer pearls than before. He 
plunged many times and on each occasion brought 
remarkable riches to the merchant. 

Muzaffar and his friends cried out in stupefaction: 
“There is no power or might save in Allah! This ape 
knows secret things which are hidden from us! And all 
this is for Muhammad Lazybones, son of the cupper!” 
Soon after, they left the island of pearls and came before 
favouring winds to Basrah. 
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As soon as he disembarked, the sheikh Muzaffar came 
to knock at our door and, when my mother asked who 
was there, begged her to open, saying that he had re- 
turned from China. “Rise up, Lazybonesl” cried my 
mother, “Muzaffar has returned from China. Open the 
door and welcome him. Ask him what he has brought 
you, for perhaps Allah means to satisfy our necessity 
through him.” “Help me to get up,” I said, and she did so. 
I shuffled myself somehow to the door, catching my feet 
in the skirts of my robe at each step. 

When I opened the door, Muzaffar entered, followed 
by his slaves. “Greeting and benediction upon him whose 
five dirhams brought luck to our voyage I” he cried. 
“Behold your profit, my son!” The slaves set down the 
sacks of pearls in our hall, while the old man gave over 
the gold to me and put the ape’s cord in my hand. “This 
has all come from your five dirhams,” he said. “Do not 
ill-treat the ape, my son, for he is an ape of benediction." 
So saying, the good old man departed. 

As soon as we were alone, O Commander of the 
Faithful, I turned to my mother, saying: “This proves 
which of us two was right, my mother. You used to make 
my life a burden every day by bidding me rise up and 
work; and I would always answer that He Who created 
me would feed me.” “You were right, dear child,” my 
mother answered. “Each man carries his Destiny about 
his neck and may in no wise escape it.” Then she helped 
me to count the pearls and to sort them according to 
their size and excellence. . . . After that, I put aside 
my laziness and went every day to the jewellers’ market 
to sell my pearls. So great was my profit that I was able 
to buy land and houses, shops and gardens, palaces and 
slaves, women and boys. 

The ape followed me everywhere, eating of my food, 

lu cr; 
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drinking of my cup, and never taking his eyes from me. 
One day, as we sat in my palace, he signed to me that he 
wished writing materials. I brought him pen, ink and 
paper; he placed the paper on his left hand in the manner 
of scribes, plunged the pen into the ink, and wrote: 
“O Abu Muhammad, find a white cock and bring it to 
me in the garden.” I at once procured a white cock and, 
running with it into the garden, saw the ape waiting for 
me, with a snake between his paws. He took the cock 
and set it on the snake, so that the two fought together, 
and the cock conquered the snake and killed it. Then, 
as is not the manner of cocks, it ate the snake. 

The ape took hold of the cock, tore out all its feathers 
and planted them one after another in the garden. Then 
he killed the bird and watered the feathers with its blood. 
Finally he cleaned the cock's gizzard and set it in the 
middle of the garden. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

Little Dunyazad said: “For pity’s sake, dear sister, 
tell us what Abu Muhammad’s ape did when he had 
planted the feathers in the garden and watered them with 
the cock's blood?” “Certainly,” answered Shahrazad, and 
continued: 

Then the ape stood before each of the feathers in 
turn, clicking his jaws and making little cries which I 
could not understand. Finally he squatted before me, 
gathering himself for a spring, and then leapt so high into 
the air that he disappeared for ever from my sight. At 
that moment all the cock feathers in my garden grew 
into gold trees with leaves of emerald and aquamarine. 
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and bearing rubies and pearls and topaz in place of fruit. 
Also the cock's gizzard became this marvellous pavilion, 
which I make so bold as to offer to the Khalifah, together 
with three of the trees. 

As each stone of my new treasure was worth a ransom, 
I asked the sheriff of Basrah, the descendant of our 
Prophet, for the hand of his daughter in marriage; and he 
granted my request, after he had seen my palace and 
garden. I live with my wife now in all health and happi- 
ness. I attribute my good fortune to my youthful con- 
fidence in the boundless generosity of Allah; for those 
who believe in Him shall lack nothing. 

When the Khalifah Harun al-RashId had heard this 
tale, he marvelled and cried; “The favours of Allah are 
infinite, my son.” He kept Abu Muhammad with him to 
dictate his story to the palace scribes, and only allowed 
him to leave Baghdad when he had loaded him with gifts 
and honours, whose magnificence fully equalled those 
which he had himself received. And yet Allah is more 
generous and more powerfull 

When Shahrazad paused, King Shahryar said to her: 
“The moral of your story is an excellent one.” “It is, O 
auspicious King,” answered Shahrazad. “Yet the tale is 
not to be compared with one which I have in reserve to 
tell you.” And she said . . . 

THE TALE OF YOUNG NQR AND 
THE WARRIOR GIRL 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there was once, 
in the antiquity of time and the passage of the age and of 
the moment, an Egyptian merchant adventurer, whose 
name was Crown. He had passed his early life in voyaging 
on land and sea, among isles and through deserts, by 
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shores known and unknown; and, in so doing, had 
affronted dangers and fatigues whose recital would have 
blanched the hair of little children. But, at the time of 
this tale, he had done with travel and lived happy and 
respected in his palace, seated upon his dlwan, his brow 
girt with a turban of immaculate white muslin. He 
lacked nothing; for the rooms of his palace, his harim, 
his chests and presses were filled with sumptuous gar- 
ments, with silks of Hims and Baalbakk stuff’s, with 
Damascene swords and with Baghdad brocades, Mosul 
gauze and Moorish mantles, and all the embroideries of 
India, in such profusion that no king of earth has known 
the like. Also he had many black and white slaves, 
Turkish mamluks, concubines, eunuchs, blood horses 
and mules, Bactrian camels and racing dromedaries, 
Greek and Syrian boys, small Circassian girls, little 
Abyssinian eunuchs, and women from all lands. There 
is no doubt that he was the most honoured merchant of 
his time. 

' But incomparably his richest and fairest possession 
was his fourteen-year-old son, who far surpassed the 
beauty of the moon upon her fourteenth night. Neither 
the cool of springtime, the dancing branches of the ban, 
the rose in her bud, nor light shining through alabaster, 
could equal this boy, or his walking, or the tints upon hi.« 
cheeks, or the stainless white of his body. Inspired by the 
child’s beauty, a poet sang; 

Bo/s' crimson lips: 

“But all jour singing is insane. 

You must not sing of us again,” 

So I obey and sit and sing 
OJ trees, of girls, oj everything, 

Inanely and in rain: 
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Till beauty takes me by the throat, 

Lifting the theme, changing the note. 

And 1 make maddest music for 
Your fash of eyes declaring war, 

The black musk spirt on white by your 
Boy^s crimson lips. 

Another sang of him: 

I came to a battle, a torment of red. 

And asked of the dying: 

‘‘Ah, what is the prize?” 

Then one died sighing: 

“A fair boy's eyes,” 

And “Eyes” the smile of a dead man said. 

A third sang: 

When he came to see me and found me ill 

“Oh, when did this happen?” the sweet boy cried, 
“About the time when 1 heard on the sill 
Your footstep,” I replied. 

Another said: 

Moons with their pale fame. 

And gazelles came. 

“Bow down, gazelles, before this fawn, 

And moons, before this dawnl” 

Yet another said: 

Save by his forehead and his hair 
We tell not day and night apart; 

Who then of his dark mole would dare 
To say it mars the rose's art? 
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Or could the red anemone be fair 
Without her heart? 

Another wrote of him also: 

Beauty's waters were made clear 
When his eyes lay mirrored there; 

So, fierce archers everywhere, 

Let us sing, let us be glad 
For eyes and arrows ofi my lad. 

His dim white lawns and tissues hide 
The silver dawn ofi his backside, 

As mists befiore a moon may ride; 

Let us sing, let us be glad 
For lawns and silvers ofi my lad. 

All swifit, all black his eyes' attack, 

The mole upon bis cheek is black, 

But blacker still my tears ofi lack; 

Let us sing, let us be glad 

For this thrice darkness ofi my lad. 

Young moon and silver rush's limb. 

His fiace and brow are bright and slim. 

My body, too, is thinfior him; 

Let us sing, let us be glad 
For the white slightness ofi my lad. 

His eyes drank blood and were not red, 

The smile upon his lips wus bread. 

He looked away and I lay dead. . , 

Let us sing, let us be glad 

For the turned ^ye smile ofi my lad. 



The Tale oj Young Nur and the Warrior Girl 41 j 

And out of a thousand poets who sang of him, tliere 
was one who made this song: 

Bjr arched bows that guard his eyes, 

By their dark sweet treacheries. 

By the white sword of hisjorm 
And his black hair's scented storm. 

By the laughing eyes which keep 
Fires to burn the rose oJ sleep, 

By curled scorpions oJ small hair 
With bright stings to stab despair, 

By the lily and the vine, 

By the honey and the wine. 

Buttocks of this boy of mine; 

By the skin of apricot, 

Silver feet which he has got; 

By the sun which rises pale. 

By the moon, his fnger-nail. 

By star and spring, for he is both, 

I swear that I have loved this oath! 

One day, while this admirable youth was sitting in 
his father’s shop, some boy friends came to talk to him 
and proposed that he should visit with them a garden 
which belonged to one of their number. “You shall see 
for yourself how beautiful it is, O Nur,” they said. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“I SHALL BE very glad to come,” answered Nur, “but 
first I must get leave from my father.” He went to ask 
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permission, and the merchant not only accorded it but 
gave his son a purse full of gold that he might not be a 
charge on his companions. 

Nur and the other boys mounted their mules and their 
donkeys, and came at length to a garden which held all 
things to sweeten the mouth and delight the eye. They 
entered by a vaulted gate which might have been the 
gate of Paradise; for it was made with marble of alternate 
colour and shaded by climbing vines heavy with clusters 
of red and black grapes, and white and gold grapes. A 
poet has said: 

Grapes hig with wine, arejrou more sweet 
Black-coated like the crow 
Yet twinkling in the sombre vine 
As henna-painted Jingers shine 
When China queens sit all a-row 
With folded saffron feet. 

Or pressed to drunken honey in the vats? 

As they entered they saw these lines written in fair 
azure lettering above the gate; 

Would you have gardens, come to me , 

The breeze, the perfumed vagabond. 

False to all else, is true to me 
And he shall heal your misery. 

Thefowers give coloured robes to me 
And laugh with all their petalled sleeves. 

And they shall heal your misery. 

The wet sky gives an alms to me, 

Gaudily bending down my trees; 

My fruit shall heal your misery. 

The Seven Stars drop gifts to me 
Of watered gold and cloudy pearl. 
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And Zephyr Jans the goldjor me; 

My night shall heal your misery. 

The loves oJ dawn are swiji with me 
To lie upon my eager streams 
And kiss the sleeping JlowersJhr me. . , 

Shall I not heal your misery? 

They saw the keeper of the garden sitting in the shade 
beneath a trellis of climbing grapes, and he was as fair 
as Ridwan who guards the treasures of Paradise. He rose 
in their honour with cordial greeting and, after helping 
them to alight, offered himself to be their guide to the 
beauties of the garden . Following him, they could admire 
the watercourses moving like snakes among the flowers 
and quitting them only with regret. They could admire 
the plants heavy with their scents, the trees weary be- 
neath their fruit, the singing birds, the spice shrubs and 
the flower thickets of that enchanted place. Above all 
things and beyond all words, the rare fruit trees rejoiced 
them. These have been sung by every poet; here are a 
few out of a thousand of their songs: 

POMEGRANATES 

Polished delicates are we. 

Ruby mines in silver earth. 

Maidens’ blood ojhigh degree 
Curdled into drops oJ worth. 

Breasts oJ women when they see 

Man is near, and stand them forth. 

APPLES 

Musky-sweet apples smile yellow and red. 

One cheek for living lore, one cheek for dead. 
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One fellow and dead. 

One living and red; 

Musky-sweet apples smile yellow and red, 

APRICOTS 

Who doubts you sweet 
With savoury almond-stones. 

Apricots? 

When you were young 
You had star-Jlowers, 

Now you are little suns 
Ripe in the leaves. 

FIGS 

Figs white, 0 black, 0 welcome to my plate, 

White girls oj Greece, hot Ethiopian girls. 

Though pampered feeders not appreciate , 

So sure of my desire, experienced fgs. . . 

Wrinkled and young and knowing on high boughs. 

Balanced in every wind and yet rose soft, 

More than the blown fower camomile allows 
You wear a wavering scent, honey and sun, 

PEARS 

Half acid to a lover's taste, 

Flirting hips on a black waist. 

Little Ionian, 

Little Aleppo, 

Little yellow and green girls, 

PEACHES 

We think we fell in a proud virgin's blood, 

Therefore we fend our velvet with a mesh 
Against the airs: 
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Eat through our scarlet skin to soft wetfesh. 
To sweet gold flesh, but guard lest in full food 
You meet the heart of poison unawares, 

ALMONDS 

“As in their sea green shell the pearls, 

In triple green we hide, shj girls; 

We care to pass the green of youth 
In hauberks bitter and uncouth. 

Until the waking comes and we 
Wanton white hearts from out our tree* 

Small white ones, many in a hand. 

Your green down, as I understand , 

Is the smooth boyhood of my friend. 

And your long halves from end to end 
His pretty eyes, 0 pearls in jade. 

Sweet, white, unfaithful, unafraid. 

JUJUBE-PLUMS 

They hang in showers 
From ropes of fowers. 

They're gold bells in a tone. 

They make the spice 
Of Paradise 

And stand beside the throne; 

The law was written in their wood 
And from the roots of their abode 
The four great streams are sown. 

ORANGES 

The breeze on the hill 
Laughs with the orange trees. 

Smiling in fower-mist. 
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Oranges, 

Women who deck young bodies 
With gold robes 
For holiday; 

Fire-balls holding snow. 

Red snow which cannot melt. 

May 1 not think of my dear lad. 

His golden granulated moon? 

CITRONS 

Heavy with perjume braziers oj green gold 
Hung in their leaves. 

The branches oJ the citron bend. 

Wavering to end 
The pain which grieves. 

Or eddying to invoke 

Joy with their fold andjbld 

OJ" spiced green golden smoke. 

LEMONS 

Snow that takes on saffron. 

Silver turning gold 
Are lemons. 

Moons which waver into suns, 
Chrysolite bells and manifold 
Are lemons, lemons. 

Camphor ripening to corn light. 
Breasts that else could not be told 
Are lemons, lemons, lemons. 

BANANAS 

Heavy bars oJ gold, or swaying 
Or slow ripened in our presses. 
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Flasks of scent, with widows prajing, 

Widows dreaming of caresses; 

Buttered fesh like paste of cooking, 

Yellows of so bold a shape 
Little girls cannot help looking. 

Hardly help surmise a rape. 

DATES 

We grow to the sound of the wind 
Playing his flutes in our hair. 

Palm tree daughters, 

Brown flesh Baddwl, 

Fed with light 
By our gold father; 

We are loved of the free-tented , 

The sons of space, the hall-forgetters , 

The wide-handed, the bright-sworded 
Masters of horses. 

Who has rested in the shade of our palms 
Shall hear us murmur ever above bis sleep. 

These are some out of countless poems which have 
been made about fruits. But it would take more than a 
lifetime to say all the songs which have been made about 
the flowers of that garden, the jasmine and the jacinth, 
the waterlily and the myrtle, the carnation, the narcissus, 
and every red and white of roses. 

Soon the keeper of the garden led the boys along 
alleys to a pavilion which sat throned among green grass. 
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He invited them to enter for rest and made them sit on 
brocaded cushions about a basin of water, praying young 
Nur to take the middle place. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He offered the boy a fan of ostrich feathers upon 
which these lines were painted: 

My white untiring wing 
fans scented air 
For a young thing, 

To make his sighs 

Surmise 

Of Paradise, 

Before he's thcie. 

When the lads had taken off their mantles and turbans, 
they began to chat together and could not keep their eyes 
off their fair comrade. The keeper of the garden served 
them himself with a luxurious repast of chicken, goose, 
quails, pigeons, partridges, stuffed lamb, and baskets of 
fruit from the branches. As they were washing their 
hands with a musk soap and drying them on napkins of 
gold-embroidered silk, the keeper entered with a great 
handful of roses and said to his guests: “Before you touch 
the drinks, I wish you to dispose your souls to pleasure 
with the colour and scent of these flowers. But, dear 
friends, I will not give you roses save for a song about 
roses.” 

The boy who OAVned the garden took the flowers and, 
plunging his head among them, breathed there for a 
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long while; then he signed for silence and improvised 
these lines: 

You hide your crimson blushets in green sleeves, 

Balmed hearts of all slight crystal, riders in rose 
Who lead the coloured armies of the flowers; 

Sweeter you open shameless to the breeze 
Than kissed wine on child mouths. 


Your rainbow blood 
Riotously compares you with gold dawn, 

With cups of purple wine, with garnet fruit 
On emerald branches, 0 silver-quivered 
Desirous roses; and you chain your loves 
With different-tinted coquetry of robes 
So that they do not tire. . . . 

When they heard this admirable praise of the rose, the 
boys could not contain their enthusiasm, but repeated, 
swaying their heads in chorus: With different tinted 
coquetry of robes. He who had sung opened the basket of 
roses and covered his guests with them; then he filled a 
great cup with wine and sent it about. At his turn, young 
Nur felt a certain embarrassment, because he had never 
drunken wine; his palate was as virgin to fermented 
drink as was his body to the touch of women. He was still 
a maiden and his parents had not yet given him a con- 
cubine, as is the custom of nobles with pubic sons, to 
give them knowledge and experience. His comrades 
knew of Nur’s virginity and had not overlooked it when 
they arranged the pleasure party. 

Seeing that he hesitated before the cup as before a 
forbidden thing, his friends so laughed that Nur, in pique, 
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raised the vessel to his lips and drained it to the last drop. 
The other boys gave a cry of triumph and the garden’s 
owner approached Nur with another cup, saying: “You 
are very right not to abstain longer from the precious 
drops of drunkenness. They are the mothers of virtue, 
the balms of misery, the sovereign cure of body and soul 
alike. Charming friend, all here are your servants and 
slaves; therefore I pray you take this cup and drink this 
wine which is only less exciting than your eyes.” Nur 
could not refuse and emptied the second cup. 

Soon the grape ran hot in young Nur’s mind and at 
once one of his fellows cried to their host: “All this is 
good, O generous friend, but our joy will not be com- 
plete without singing and the sound of women's lips. 
The poet has said: 

Let the small cup and the deep cup go round; 

Old friends, begin! 

Take little cups from little hands 
Whose camphor tips are fair/lands. 

But wait to suck the mighty in. 

For the lute's sound." 

Tlie young host answered with a smile and, leaving 
the hall for a moment, returned leading in by the hand a 
girl dressed all in blue silk. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

She was a slight Egyptian admirably waisted, straight 
as the letter alif and with Babylonian eyes; her hair was 
darkness^ but her white was the white of silver in the 
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mine or of a peeled almond. She shone so in her sombre 
robe that you would have taken her for a Summer moon 
on a Winter night. How then would she not have breasts 
of white ivory, a harmonious belly, a glory of thighs, and 
buttocks like cushions? Would there not be a thing rose- 
balmed in front of them, like a small scent bag folded in a 
larger? Surely it was of her the poet sang: 

You are that hind which led the lions in 
Made tame hy your black bow, 

Egyptian girl. 

Your tented dim silk hair has fallen low 
And you are couched therein, 

Egyptian girl. 

Crystal grows g^^ey , and the blue airs begin 
To hide their shame in snow, 

Egyptian girl; 

You hide your roses with your hand, but, lol 
We see the hand, we sin, 

Egyptian girl. 

Then the young master of the garden said to the girl: 
“Pleasant queen of stars, we caused you to come into our 
garden solely to please young Nur, our guest and friend, 
who honours us with his visit for the first time.” 

The young Egyptian sat down by Nur’s side with a 
strange glance of the eyes; then she drew a bag of green 
satin from beneath her veil and took out of it thirty-two 
little pieces of wood. These she joined together, two 
and two, as man to woman and as woman to man, until 
she had formed an Indian lute of exquisite design. She 
raised her sleeves, uncovering her wrists and arms, 
pressed the lute like a baby to her breast, and touched it 
with her finger-nails. At this touch the lute shivered 

Ul DD 
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and moaned, suddenly remembering its life and destiny: 
it recalled the earth of its planting, the waters of its 
refreshment, the places where its stem had silently grown, 
the birds of its hospitality, the woodcutters, the clever 
craftsman, the varnisher, the ship which had carried 
it, and all the fair hands between which it had passed. 
These memories made it sing and it seemed to answer 
thus to the questioning fingers: 

/ was a green branch of nightingales, 

And, while they taught me music in gold nights, 

I dared not stir my leaves. 

Now, a fragile lute which grieves 
Beneath the touch of tiny nails. 

Now, clasped by slim delights 
And lying on young breasts. 

Remembering my nightingales, 

I bring a woodland bliss 
To lovers' feasts 

And spill wine’s ecstasy where no wine is. 

After his prelude of the lute speaking by itself to the 
soul, the pretty Egyptian ceased playing for a moment; 
then, fixing her eyes upon young Nur, she touched the 
strings again and sang. . . 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

SHE said: 


The night is witch-blown glass of blue. 
Out cf a green mystery the nightingale 
Invites us: 
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The breathing oJ the naked night 
Into the silver horn of the moon 
Invites us; 

Suspicious age is sleeping; 

Here are myrtles and gold Jlowers, 

The rose's jars are spilled 
And wine and stars; 

The cup is full to-night. 

Drunken with these lines and wine and love, young 
Nur threw hot glances on the slave, who answered with a 
smile. He leaned over her desirously and she pressed the 
points of her breasts against him, kissing him between 
the eyes, and leaving all to his hands. Giving way to his 
trouble, Nur crushed his lips to her mouth and breathed 
her like a rose; but she, warned by the glances of the 
other boys, slipped from his grasp, took up her lute 
again, and sang: 

I, who so often sang of wine and rose, 

Suddenly found them when I kissed your mouth, 

O light, 0 fair repose, 

0 balm, 0 SouthI 

When he heard this burning declaration, Nur was 
lifted up by love and improvised in his turn; 

You walk as proudly as a pirate ship 
Walks on the sea ,you have a falcon’s eyes. 

Your hair is a blackyouth sold with white girls. 

Your words are scarlet dyes. 
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You wearyouT silver beau^ as a belt 
Which will not slip 
For any speech, 

You will not melt 
For gold 
Or for my soul 
Or for my sleep 
Or for my eyes, 

0 roses set too high for man to reach. 

When the young man who was their host saw Nur’s 
state, he judged the time had come for the delightful 
Egyptian to initiate him into the joys of love; so he signed 
to the other boys and they retired from the hall one by 
one. 

As soon as the girl saw that she was alone with the 
handsome Nur, she rose up and stripped off her orna- 
ments and her clothes until she was naked except for her 
hair. Then she sat on the boy's knees and kissed his eyes, 
saying: “Eye of my soul, a gift is ever proportioned to 
the generosity of the giver. For your beauty and because 
you please me, I give you all I have. Take my lips, take 
my tongue, take my breasts, take my belly, and all else.” 
Nur accepted this miraculous present and gave a still 
more marvellous one in return; so that, when tliey had 
finished, the girl, who was both charmed and surprised 
by his skilful generosity, asked him why his comrades 
had told her that he was a virgin . “But I was,” he answered. 
Then said she; “It is astonishing that you should be so 
expert at the first attempt!” And he retorted, laughing: 
“There is fire in the youngest flint.” 

Thus, among roses and laughter and multiple delights, 
young Nur learnt love, in the arms of an Egyptian as 
Wight as a bird's eye and whiter than an almond. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of monhng 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Surely such initiation was written in his Destiny; 
for, without it, how could we understand certain more 
marvellous matters which he was to meet on the road of 
his happy life? 

When their loving was over, Nur perceived that the 
stars were beginning to shine and that the breath of God 
was bringing up the evening breeze; therefore he said: 
“By your leave” to the girl, and left her in spite of her 
supplications. He mounted his mule and returned as 
quickly as he might to the house where his father and 
mother were anxiously waiting him. 

As soon as he had crossed the threshold his mother 
ran to take him in her arms, and said: “Why have you 
been so long away from home, my dear?” Then, as Nur 
opened his mouth to answer and she smelt the wine upon 
his breath, she exclaimed: “Unhappy Nurl What have 
you done? If your father smells this, there will be great 
trouble.” Now Nur had held up against his drink while 
he was in the Egyptian’s arms, but the cold night air had 
unmanned him, so that he staggered from left to right 
like a drunken man. When his mother saw this, she 
hastened him to bed and covered him up warmly. Soon 
the merchant Crown entered the bed-chamber. He was a 
faithful observer of Allah’s law, which forbids fermented 
drink to His Believers. Seeing his son worn and pale, he 
asked his wife wha( the matter was, and she replied :“The 
fresh air gave him a violent headache when he was walking 
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in the garden with his friends at your suggestion Annoyed 
by this reproach and uneasy concerning his son, the 
merchant leaned over Nur to find out how he did; but, 
when he smelt the boy’s breath, he shook him roughly 
by the arm, and cried: “You have broken the law of 
Allah and His Prophet, vile boyl And now you dare 
to enter your father’s house without purifying your 
mouth I" 

As he went on harshly scolding him, young Nur raised 
his hand, without knowing what he did, and hit his 
father so violently in the right eye that the old man fell 
to the ground. The merchant got to his feet and solemnly 
swore by the third divorce that he would banish his son 
on the morrow, after having cut off his right hand. 

As soon as her husband left the room, Nur’s mother 
tore her garments in despair, for she knew that there 
was no retreat from such an oath. She stayed all night 
weeping by the bedside of her drunken son and suc- 
ceeded, at length, in dissipating the fumes of wine by 
making him sweat and piss excessively. He came to him- 
self with no memory of what had passed; so the poor 
woman told him of his terrible action and his father’s 
more terrible oath. “Alas, regrets are useless now,” she 
said. “There is only one thing for you to do until the 
alFair has blown over: you must flee from the house 
before dawn. Take this purse of eleven hundred dinars 
and depart for the city of Alexandria. When the money 
is spent, send for more and give me news of yourself.” 
With that she wept again and kissed her son. 

At first Nur also wept for shame; then he fastened 
the purse to his belt, took leave of his mother, and crept 
unnoticed from the house. He found a boat, which took 
him down the Nile and landed him safely at Alexandria. 

Nflr foimd Alexandria a marvel among cities: a place 



The Tale oj Young Nur and the Warrior Girl 431 

of sweet climate and delightful inhabitants, with fruit 
and flower gardens, broad streets and magnificent 
markets. He took pleasure in wandering through the 
various quarters of the city and visiting the markets one 
by one. While he passed among the sellers of flowers 
and fruit, he saw a Persian riding upon a mule, with a girl 
seated behind him who was all fruits and flowers together, 
and had a waist of five hands’ span. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

She was as white as a nut, as a bleak in the fountain, 
as a jerboa in the desert. Her face shone like the sun, and 
her great dark Babylonian eyes looked out from below 
the guard of stretched bows. The light tissue which 
covered her hinted at unimagined splendours: at checks 
smoother than satin and planted with roses, at teeth 
which were ranges of pearl, at straight forthcoming 
breasts, at thighs like the tail of a fat-tailed Syrian sheep, 
holding a treasure in their topmost snows and carrying a 
backside moulded from paste of pearl, roses and jasmine. 
Glory be to Him Who made herl 

When Nur saw this child, who so surpassed his brown 
Egyptian garden girl, he followed the fortunate mule 
which carried her and walked behind until the rider 
dismounted in the slave market. 

The Persian helped the girl to the ground, and led her 
by the hand to the public crier, that she might be put 
up for sale. The crier made way for her through the 
crowd and set her upon an ivory seat inlaid with gold. 
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Then he. let his eye travel over the purchasers, and thus 
addressed them: “Merchants, buyers, masters of money, 
citizens and men of the desert, O generous bidders near 
and far, I pray you open the auction! No blame to the 
first bidder! Examine and then speak, for Allah alone 
knows all! Bid, gentlemen, bid, I pray you!” 

At this invitation the spdic of all the merchants of 
that city, 'an old man against whom none dared bid, 
walked slowly round the seat and, having minutely 
examined the slave, exclaimed; “Nine hvmdred and 
twenty-five dinars!” 

“Nine hundred and twenty-five dinars I am bid!” cried 
the auctioneer. “This generous gentleman has bid nine 
hundred and twenty-five dinars for a pearl of price!” 
Then, as none dared raise the bid, he turned to the girl, 
saying: “O queen of moons, are you willing to belong to 
this venerable syndic?” From beneath her veils the girl 
answered: “Are you mad or has something gone wrong 
with your tongue that you make me such an offer?” 
“Why do you say that, O queen of all fair girls?” asked the 
astonished crier; and the child, showing the little pearls 
of her mouth in a smile, went on: “Are you not ashamed, 
before Allah and upon your beard, to sell maidens of my 
quality to sapless and decrepit old men? I dare swear this 
dotard’s unfortunate wife has used much language in her 
day about his impotence. Why, it was of this very syndic 
that the poet wrote; 

Such a zabb as I have for my owni 
It must have been made out of wax. 

For the more it is fingered, the smaller it's grown. 

Yes, excitement’s the way to relax 
Such a zabb. 

The best way to make it relax. 
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When there's no one to see or to heed 
He ramps and is wanting to fight, 

But he Jails fast asleep in the moment of need 
Is there nothing on earth to set right 
' Such a zabb. 

Is there nothing to make him go right? 

He spends when Vm wanting to keep. 

When I'm wanton he closes his hand, 

He sleeps when / wake, and he wakes when I sleep. 

Is there anywhere else in the land 
Such a zabb. 

In the length and the breadth of the land? 

When the crowd heard the maiden’s disrespectful 
quotation, they were extremely shocked, and the crier 
said: “You have blackened my face before these mer- 
chants, my mistress! How can you say such things of our 
syndic, a man most wise and respectable, a sage even?” 
“If he is a sage, so much the better,” she answered. “The 
lesson may not be lost on him. Anyway, sages without 
zabbs are no use; they ought to run away and hide.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

In order that the girl should not say anything more 
about the old syndic, the crier called out again at the 
top of his voice: “Gentlemen and generous merchants, 
the auction is open! I otfer this daughter of kings to 
the highest bidder!” Another merchant who had not 
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witnessed the syndic’s discomforture, was charmed by the 
slave’s beauty, and cried: “I bid nine hundred and fifty 
dinars!” But the girl burst out laughing and said to the 
man, who had come near to examine her: “O sheikh, 
have you a good strong chopper at home?” “I have, dear 
mistress,” he replied, “but what of it?” Then said she: 
“Because, before there is anything further between us, 
you should cut off the greater part of that artichoke which 
you call a nose. Here is a little poem which you ought to 
know, as it applies to you especially: 

His nose, a tower of ruddled skin. 

Has two great doorways fringed with hair. 

By which the race of man might enter in 
And all the world be bare.” 

When the large-nosed merchant heard this, he was 
so angry that he gave a terrific sneeze and, seizing the 
crier by the collar, began to pummel him in the neck, 
saying: “Vile fellow, have you brought this impudent 
chit to curse at us and laugh at us?” The crier turned in 
his grief to the girl, and exclaimed: “As Allah lives, I 
have never had such a day as this in all the time of my 
profession! Can you not hold your tongue and let me earn 
my money?” Then, to cover the difficulty again, he con- 
tinued with the auction. 

Thus it happened that a third merchant with a very 
long beard wished to buy the slave; but, when he would 
have opened his mouth, she broke into a laugh, “O crier, 
look,” she said, “the order of nature is changed in this 
man; for, although he is a fat-tailed sheep, he carries his 
tail on the end of his chin! You must not dream of selling 
me to a man with so long a beard; for intelligence goes 
in inverse ratio to the length of hair upon the face.” 
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The crier despaired at this and would no longer carry 
on the sale. He took the girl by the hand and gave her 
back to the Persian, saying: “She is unsaleable. May 
Allah open another door of purchase to you.” “Allah is 
the most generous!” said the Persian to the girl, without 
showing any sign of annoyance. “Come, my child, we 
will find a suitable purchaser somewhere else.” He led 
her away with one hand and the mule with the other, 
and, as they went along, the girl shot the black steel- 
tipped arrows of her eyes among the crowd. 

Then for the first time, O marvellous child, you saw 
young Nur, and felt the teeth of love biting your heart. 
You stopped suddenly and said to your master: “Sell me 
to him. He is the one I wish.” The Persian turned and 
saw a youth decked with the beauty of boyhood and 
elegantly clothed in a plum-coloured mantle. Then he 
said to the girl: “This young man was among the crowd 
and he did not bid . How can I offer you to him against his 
will? Such conduct would lower your price.” “I see 
no difficulty,” she answered. “I do not wish to belong 
to anybody except this youth; no other shall possess 
me.” With that she walked boldly up to Nur and, 
giving him a glance charged with temptation, said: 
“Why did you not bid? Am I not beautiful?” “O queen,” 
Nur replied, “is there beauty like yours in the whole 
world?” “Why did you not want me, then, when I was 
put up for sale?” she asked. “I do not think you like me. 
“Allah bless you, dear mistress!” cried Nur. “If I had been 
in my own country 1 would have bought you with all my 
riches, but here I am a stranger and have nothing save a 
thousand dinars.” “Offer that and you shall never regret 
it,” answered the girl. So Nur undid his belt and weighed 
over a thousand dinars to the Persian in the presence of 
the kadi and witnesses. To confirm the act of sale, the 
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girl declared: “I consent to be sold to this delightful 
youth for a thousand dinars.” “As Allah lives, they were 
made for each other!” cried the crowd, and the Persian 
said: “May she be a cause of blessing to you, my son! 
Rejoice together in your youth, for you both deserve 
this happiness.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SIX-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Young Nur went to the great khan of the city, 
followed by the girl with swaying hips, and hastened to 
hire a room. He excused its meanness to the slave, 
saying: “If I were in Cairo I would lodge you in a worthy 
palace; but I am a stranger here and have nothing for our 
needs save the trifle which I have paid for this room.” 
“Do not be uneasy on that account,” she answered with a 
smile. “Take this ring and sell it in the market. Then buy 
all that is necessary for a feast, with the best food and 
drink, with fruits and flowers and perfumes.” She handed 
him a ruby ring of great value and Nur hurried forth, to 
return in a short time with the necessary provisions. 
Kilting his robe, he spread the cloth and carefully pre- 
pared the meal. Then he sat down beside the smiling girl, 
and the two ate and drank without stint. When they 
were satisfied and the wine had begun its charming 
business, young Nur, who was a little intimidated by the 
bright eyes of his slave and wished to find out more about 
her before giving way to the tumult of his desires, kissed 
her hand and said: “Sweetheart, will you not tell me your 
name and (he country of your birth?” “I was about to tell 



The Tale oj Young Nur and the Warrior Girl 437 

you of my own accord, dear Nur,” she said, and after a 
moment's pause continued: 

“My name is Miriam and I am the only daughter of a 
powerful Christian King who reigns in Constantine. 
When I was little, I received the best possible education 
from skilful masters. I learnt to ply the needle and the 
bobbin, to embroider silks, to weave carpets and girdles, 
to work in gold upon stuffs of silver, and in silver upon 
stuffs of gold. All that might polish the wit or enhance 
the beauty of woman I learnt speedily, and grew up in 
my father’s palace hidden from the eyes of men. The 
women, who looked at me with tender eyes, said that I 
was the marvel of time. Many kings and princes asked 
for my hand in marriage; but my father rejected all their 
suits, as he could not bear to be separated from his only 
daughter, whom he preferred to his life and to all his sons. 

“A time came when I fell ill and vowed that, if I re- 
covered, I would go on pilgrimage to a very holy monas- 
tery. I was cured, and, in accordance with my vow, set 
sail with one of my maids of honour. Hardly had we lost 
sight of land when our ship was atttacked and taken by 
Mussulman pirates. I was led a slave into Egypt and sold 
to that Persian merchant whom you saw to-day. Happily 
he was impotent. Happily also my master suffered a long 
and dangerous illness while I was in his house and I nursed 
him with great care and attention. When he recovered, 
he wished to repay my kindness and begged me to make 
some request. I at once asked him to sell me, but only to 
.such purchaser as I should choose myself. The generous 
Persian promised, and took me to the market, where 
eve of mv heart, Fate so fixed my choice on you that I 
could not even see the decrepit oldsters who desired 

When she had told him this, the young Christian 
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looked at Nur out of eyes flaming with the gold of 
temptation, and said: “How could I have belonged to 
another?” With rapid movements she cast aside her gar- 
ments and came out naked from them. Blessed be the 
womb that bore herl Then might Nur understand the 
gift which had been made to him: a princess soft and white 
like lawn, distilling a faint amber from every part, as 
rose distils rose from its sweet nature. He pressed her 
in his arms and found, in her secret deep, an untouched 
pearl, rejoicing and inflaming him. He passed his hand 
over her legs and over her neck and set it to wander 
through the ways of her hair, while he dropped kisses 
on her cheek, as many as there are pebbles in the sound- 
ing sea. He sweetened his lips with her lips and made his 
palms resound on the tender resilience of her backside. 
She let him see an aptitude and amplitude of gifts more 
than human; for, in her own person, she combined 
Greek lust with the amorous science of the Egyptian girl, 
the movements of Araby with the heat of Ethiopia, the 
shocked candour of Christian women with the deep 
knowledge of Indian girls, the experience of Circassians 
with the passion of Nubians, the coquetry of Yaman 
with the muscular violence of a High Egyptian wench, 
the narrowness of China with the ardour of Hijaz, and 
the vigour of Irak with a more than Persian delicacy. 
Foldings gave place only to refoldings, kisses to further 
kisses, and couplings to recouplings, until they fell asleep 
in each other’s arms, a little overcome by the wine of 
joy. Glory be to Allah, Who has made the fairest sight 
in all His world of two lovers lying in bed after delight, 
hands holding hands, and hearts beating togetlier! 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 
THE SEVEN-HUNDREDTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When they woke next morning, they began their 
game again with greater intensity, fuller heat and multi- 
plicity, longer repetitions, wider variations, deeper 
experience, and riper strength; so that the Christian 
princess marvelled to see such virtues as the Faithful 
have, and cried aloud: “Indeed, my dear, a religion which 
inspires its holders to such valiance and virtue must be 
the best, the most human, and the only true of all 
religions.” She wished to ennoble herself in Islam at once 
and therefore asked her lover: “Eye of my heart, what 
must I do to be ennobled in the Faith? I would become a 
Mussulman even as you are; for the peace of my soul is 
not among the Christians, who make a virtue of horrible 
continence and honour the emasculate priesthood. They 
are perverts who know not life, and are unhappy because 
they are never warmed by any sun. My soul would stay 
here, where it can flower with all its roses and sing with 
all its birds. Tell me how I can become a Mussulman.” 
Delighted ' that his great virtue should have converted 
the princess, Nur answered her: “Dear mistress, our 
religion is simple and has no exterior complications. 
Sooner or later all infidels will see the excellence of our 
belief and flock to us of themselves as from darkness to 
light, as from the incomprehensible to the easy, as from 
the impossible to the natural. If you wish to wash away 
the filth of your Christianity, O princess of benediction, 
you have but to pronounce these few words: ‘There is 
no God but Allah and Muhammad is the Prophet of 
Allah P Even as you make that confession you will 
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become a Believer and a Mussulman.” Immediately 
Princess Miriam, daughter of the Christian King, raised 
her finger and said in a loud voice: “I pronounce and bear 
witness that there is no God but Allah and that Muham- 
mad is the Prophet of Allah.” Even as she spoke she 
became ennobled in Islam. Glory be to Him, Who, by 
such simple means, opens the eyes of the blind and the 
ears of the deaf, loosens the tongue of the dumb, and 
lightens the perverted heart! Glory be to the Master of 
Virtue, the Giver, the sole Good! Amen. 

As soon as this important act had been accomplished 
by the grace of Allah, the two rose from the bed of their 
delight, and, after going to the privy, made their 
ablutions and prayed their prayers. Then they ate, drank, 
and talked pleasantly with each other, so that Nur 
marvelled more and more at the wisdom and knowledge 
of the princess. 

When the time of prayer came in the afternoon, Nur 
betook himself to the mosque and Miriam went to walk 
by Pompey’s Pillar. So much for them. 

When the Christian King of Constantine learnt that 
his daughter had been captured by Mussulman pirates, 
he despaired well-nigh to the grave and sent noble riders 
in every direction to buy or take her back, by will or 
force. But all his messengers returned after a certain 
time and brought him no news. Tlierefore the King 
summoned his chief of police, a little old man, blind of the 
right eye and lame of the left leg. This official was a vSry 
devil among spies; he could unravel a spider's web with- 
out breaking the threads, steal a sleeper’s teeth without 
waking him, coax the mouthful from a famished Badawl, 
and bugger a negro three separate times before the man 
could turn round. The King ordered this invaluable 
servant to go through every Mussulman country, and not 
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to return without the princess. In case of success, he 
oIFered him honours and prerogatives without number, 
and, in case of unsuccess, the impaling stake. The blind 
and lame old man set out instantly in disguise, and 
fruitlessly visited the cities of friend, and foe until he 
came to Alexandria. 

On the day of which we tell, he had gone with his 
slaves for a pleasure party to Pompey's Pillar, and Fate 
led him to meet Princess Miriam as she was taking the 
air. He trembled with joy and, kneeling before her, 
would have kissed her hand; but she, who had now 
learnt the decent virtues of Islam, slapped his ugly face, 
crying: “Evil dog, what are you doing upon faithful 
ground? Do you think that you have any power over me?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“I AM NOT to blame in this matter, O princess,” 
answered the man. “1 must take you with me to your 
father, for otherwise the impaling stake awaits me. Your 
father is dying of despair and your mother never leaves 
weeping and imagining what may have come to you 
among these piercers.” “I have found the peace of my soul 
here, and only here,” replied the princess. “I will never 
leave this blessed land, and, if you do not return at once 
to my father, I myself will have you impaled on Pompey’s 
Pillar.” 

The lame Christian understood that he would never 
get the princess to follow him of her own free will, so, 
with a polite “Excuse me, dear mistress, he signed to 

III ee 
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his slaves to seize her. The men bound and gagged her, 
in spite of the fierce resistance of her nails, and under 
cover of night carried her on board a ship which was 
about to set sail for Constantine. So much for the one- 
eyed wazir and the Princess Miriam. 

Young Nur could not understand his slave’s delay in 
returning, so he left the khan and wandered among 
deserted streets to find her. When he came at last to 
the port, certain watermen told him that a ship had just 
set sail, cari*ying a girl who answered in every respect to 
the description which he gave of Miriam. 

Nur wept aloud, crying: “Miriam, Miriam, MiriamI” 
imtil an old man, touched by his beauty and despair, 
benevolently asked him the reason of his grief. When 
Nur had told him his misfortune, the old man said: “Do 
not abandon hope, my child. The ship which has just 
left is bound for Constantine and we also are bound for 
that port to-night, my crew of a hundred Mussulmans and 
I, their captain. If you sail with me you may recapture the 
object of your desire.” Nur kissed the sailor’s hand and 
followed him on board the ship, which inrunediately set 
her sails and made for the open sea. 

All^ had written a safe voyage for them and, after 
fifty-one days, they reached Constantine; but no sooner 
had they set foot ashore than they were all seized by 
Christian soldiers and cast into prison by order of the 
King who wished to avenge his daughter’s abduction on 
all foreign merchants and sailors. 

For you must know that princess Miriam had been 
returned to Constantine early on that same morning, 
that the streets had been decorated in honour of her 
coming, and that all the people had gone forth to meet 
her. The King and Queen had ridden to the port, 
followed by all the nobles and dignitaries of the palace; 
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and the Queen, after tenderly embracing her daughter, 
had anxiously asked her, before all else, whether she 
was still a vii^in or whether, to the misfortune and 
shame of her house, she had lost that seal which there is 
no replacing. The princess burst out laughing before all 
that noble company, and cried: “That is a silly question, 
dear mother! Do you think that one can remain a virgin 
among the Mussulmans? Do you not know that the Book 
of our Faith has set it down that no woman shall grow 
old a maid in Islam?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The Queen had only asked this question publicly 
in order that the news that her daughter was still a maid 
might spread quickly and authoritatively among the 
people; therefore, when she heard Miriam's loud and 
unexpected answer, she turned bright yellow and fell 
fainting into the arms of her women, who were all 
extremely moved by the magnitude of this scandal. 
Furious at what had happened and raging especially at 
the freedom with which his daughter had spoken of it, 
the King felt his gall bladder like to burst in the deeps 
of his liver, so he hastened the princess to the palace 
amid general consternation, amid abashed nobles, and 
amid ancient matrons fuming sourly at the news. He 
convened a council of state and asked his wazTrs and the 
patriarchs of the church for their advice. These con- 
sidered together, and then answered: “O King, there is 
only one way to wash the princess from the stain of 
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Islam, and that is to bathe her in the blood of Mussul- 
mSns. You must take a hundred infidels out of the prisons, 
neither more nor less, and cut off their heads. The blood 
which flows from their necks must be collected and the 
princess must bathe in it, as in a second baptism.” 

The King ordered the hundred Mussulmans who had 
been cast into prison to be brought before him; and 
among their number came young Nur. The captain’s 
head was cut off first, and the heads of his crew followed 
the same way: each time the blood jetting from their 
trunks was caught in a large basin. Nur’s turn came at 
last; his eyes were blindfolded, he was placed on the 
bloody carpet, and the executioner was actually brand- 
ishing his sword above the boy’s head when an old woman 
approached the King, saying: “O King of time, the 
hundred heads are cut and the basin is full of blood. It 
were better to spare this young Mussulman and give him 
to the service of the church.” “By Jesus, you are rightl” 
cried the King. “The hundred heads are there and the 
basin is full. Take this one and use him for the service of 
the church.” The old woman, who was the church’s 
chief guardian, thanked the King and, while he and his 
wazirs went to see about the strange baptism of the 
princess, led young Nur with all speed to the church. 

Delighting in the boy’s beauty, the old woman made 
him undress and, giving him a long black robe, a priest’s 
tall bonnet, a large black veil to go over the bonnet^ a 
stole and a broad belt, dressed him in these herself, so 
that he might know the proper way to wear them. Then 
she gave him careful instructions in his duty and, for 
seven days, supervised and encouraged his toil, while he 
lamented with all his faithful heart the low necessity of 
such a service. 

On the evening of the seventh day, the old woman 
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said to him; “My son, soon princess Miriam, who has 
been purified by a baptism of blood, will come to church 
to pass all night in praying God for forgiveness. I tell you 
this in order that you will be able to do her bidding when 
1 am asleep or call me in case she faints in the excess of her 
contrition. Do you understand?” And Nur answered, 
with shining eyes: “I understand.” 

A short while afterwards, princess Miriam came to the 
door of the church, dressed in black from head to feet 
and having her face covered with a black veil. She bowed 
low before Nur, thinking him a priest, and then, walking 
slowly up the aisle, went into a gloomy oratory. Not 
wishing to disturb the royal devotion, the old woman 
retired to her bedchamber, leaving Nur to watch the 
door. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED'AND-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

As SOON AS Nur heard the old woman snoring like an 
ogress, he slipped into the church and made his way 
towards the oratory, which was lit by a little lamp 
burning before the images. (May the fire of hell destroy 
theml) He went quietly into the oratory and said in a 
trembling voice; “Miriam, I am Nur.” At first the 
princess thought she was dreaming, but, after a moment s 
hesitation, threw herself into her lover's arms. They 
stayed kissing and not speaking for a long while; then 
they told each other what had happened since they 
separated, and gave thanks to Allah because they had 
been reunited. 

To celebrate that moment, the princess threw oflF all 
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the mourning garments which her mother had made her 
wear in memory of her lost virginity. Nur also cast aside 
his priestly raiment and, naked, took the naked girl upon 
his knees. They began a series of extraordinary loves, 
such as that place of lost souls had never witnessed. All 
night they gave themselves to every diverse passion, 
proving their violent love again and yet again. Nur felt 
his strength come back to him and, in that moment, 
could have butchered a thousand priests and patriarchs, 
one after the other. May Allah exterminate the Inhdel 
and give strength to His true Believers. 

Towards dawn the bells of the church began to call the 
wicked to prayer; so Miriam put on her sorry garments 
again, with many regretful tears, and Nur redressed 
himself in the robes of impiety. (May Allah, Who sees all, 
excuse that necessary act!) When they had kissed a last 
time, the princess said; “I suppose, dear Nur, that you have 
leamt the places and surroundings of this church during 
the last seven days?” “I have, dear mistress,” answered 
Nur, and she continued: “Listen carefully, for I have 
made a plan which will enable us to flee for ever from 
this land. To-morrow, at the setting in of night, open 
that door of the church which overlooks the sea, and 
make your way down to the shore. There you will find a 
little ship with a crew of ten, and a captain who will take 
your hand as soon as he sees you. Be very careful to wait 
until he names your name; above all, do nothing pre- 
cipitate. Have no fear for me, for I shall find a way to 
join you, and Allah will deliver us both out of this cruel 
people's hands. One other thing, dear Nur: you can play 
an excellent trick on the patriarchs by stealing all which 
is of great account and little weight in the church's 
treasure, and emptying the chest where they keep the 
gold which rewards their imposture.” Having repeated 
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her instructions word for word, Miriam left the church 
and with downcast eyes re-entered the palace, where 
her mother was waiting to preach to her concerning 
repentance and chastity. May the Faithful be for ever 
preserved from chastity, that impure thing; may they 
never have to repent for ought save harm done to a fellow 
creature 1 Amen. 

When night began to fall and the old woman to snore, 
Nur laid hands on all the precious treasures of that church 
and stored in his priest’s belt all the gold and silver which 
he found in the patriarchs’ coffer. Laden with these 
righteous spoils, he hastened to the little harbour by the 
sea, where he found a small vessel whose captain took his 
hand and spoke to him by name. The man gladly helped 
him on board with his precious burden, and then gave 
the signal for departure. 

But instead of obeying their captain’s order to cast off 
the ropes from the stakes on shore, the sailors began to 
murmur. One of them lifted his voice, and said: “O 
captain, you know very well that we have received quite 
different orders from the King. He intends to send his 
wazir aboard to-morrow to go on a scouting cruise after 
certain Mussulman pirates, who are said to have threatened 
to captui-e the princess Miriam.” Furious at this resis- 
tance, the captain cried: “Do you dare to disobey me?” 
and with one blow of his sword cut off the speaker’s 
head. The blood-red sabre shone in the night like a torch; 
but this prompt action did not cow the rest of the men, 
who continued to murmur. Then, in a flash, they met 
the same fate as their comrade, dropping their heads one 
after another upon the deck. The captain pushed their 
bodies overboard with his foot. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 



44 « 


The Thousand Nights and One Night 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The captain turned to Nur, and cried in a voice 
ivhich brooked no gainsaying: “Let us be ofFl Cast off the 
ropes and set the sails, while I mind the tiller.” As Nur had 
no arms with which to defend himself or cut his way to 
shore, he obeyed as well as his lack of experience per- 
mitted; soon the little ship, guided by the captain’s firm 
hand upon the bar, made for the open sea with all sails 
set and ran before a favourable wind for Alexandria. 

As they went, poor Nur lamented secretly, not daring 
to complain openly before the sparkling eyes and 
enormous beard of the captain. “Alas, alas, that this 
should have fallen upon my head when I thought that I 
had finished with my troubles! Each thing is worse than 
that which went before,” he said to himself. “If only I 
imderstood all this! What will come to me with this 
bloodthirsty man? Surely I shall not escape alive!” All 
through the night, as he looked after the sails and tackle, 
he gave himself up to these desolating thoughts; but at 
morning, when they were in sight of a town where they 
might take on new hands, the captain rose of a sudden, as 
if in great agitation, and cast his turban at his feet. Then, 
before Nur’s incredulous eyes, he burst out laughing 
and snatched away his beard and moustaches. In his place 
on deck there stood a girl as fair as the moon rising over 
the sea. 

Nur recognised princess Miriam and cast himself at 
her feet in admiration and great joy; he confessed how 
terribly he had feared the captain for his beheading 
capacity, and Miriam laughed consumedly at his terror. 
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When they had kissed, they returned to their duty of 
working the ship into harbour. They engaged a sufficiency 
of sailors and put out to sea again, but the princess, owing 
to her marvellous knowledge of navigation and ocean 
ways, continued to give orders during every day. She 
lay with her beloved each night beneath the naked sky 
and tasted all delights of him in the sea-fresh air. May 
Allah guard them and increase His favour towards theml 

Their voyage was favourable and they sighted Pompey 's 
Pillar without mishap. When the ship had come into 
port and the crew had disembarked, Nur said to Miriam: 
“Now we have come to safety, to a Mussulman land. 
Wait here for me a moment while I buy you those things 
necessary for a decent entry into the city. You have no 
robe or veil or slippers.” “Do not be long,” cried Miriam 
as Nur disembarked. So much for them. 

On the morning after their departure, the Christian 
King was informed that Miriam had disappeared after 
her midnight vigil in the church of the patriarchs, that 
the new worker at the church was also not to be found, 
that a little ship had put off from the shore, and that the 
headless bodies of ten sailors had been found on the sand. 
The King reflected for an hour, with a boiling rage in his 
belly, andthen said: “If my ship has gone and my daughter 
has gone, doubtless they have gone together.” He called 
to him the captain of the port and the one-eyed chief of 
police. “You have heard the news,” said he. “My daughter 
has returned to the land of the Mussulmans to find her 
piercers. If you do not bring her back alive or dead, 
nothing will save you from the impaling stake. Get you 

lame old one-eyed wazir and the captain of the 
port armed a vessel in all haste and set immediate sail for 
Alexandria, where they arrived at the same moment as 
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the fugitives. They recognised the little ship lying at 
anchor and princess Miriam seated on a pile of cordage 
upon the bridge. At once they sent a boatload of armed 
men over the side, who took possession of the princess’s 
boat and, after setting fire to it, gagged the girl and 
carried her back to their own vessel . Without a moment’s 
delay, they put out again to open sea and, arriving at 
Constantine, handed the princess back to the King her 
father. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When the King met his daughter’s eyes, he leaned 
furiously forward on his throne, shaking his fist at her and 
crying: “Woe, woe upon you, you wanton harlot! Surely 
you have abjured the faith of your fathers and set your 
heart upon those who took away your seal! Hardly will 
your death wash out this taint upon our faith and on our 
name! Make ready to be hanged at the church door.” 
“You know my frankness, father,” answered the princess 
calmly. “Tell me, then, what crime I have committed in 
returning to a land where the sun heats all things with his 
rays and the men are solid men and virtuous? Would it 
not rather have been a crime if I had stayed here among 
the priests and eunuchs?” The King answered her not 
at all, but cried to the executioners: “Take this vile 
daughter from before my face and see that she is very 
long in dying.” 

As the executioners were laying hold on the girl, the 
one-eyed wazir limped up to the throne and. after 
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kissing the earth between the King’s hands, said to iiim: 
“O King of time, allow your slave to make one prayer to 
you before the princess dies.” “Speak, faithful old wazir! 
Speak, old prop of Christ!” answered the King, and the 
wazir continued:, “For a long time your most unworthy 
slave has felt himself moved towards the charms of our 
princess. Therefore he begs you not to put her to death 
but to reward him with her hand in marriage for all his 
accumulated proofs of devotion to the throne and to the 
Cross. He is so ugly that the marriage will be sufficient 
punishment for any faults which the princess has com- 
mitted. Also, he takes it upon himself to keep her 
closely guarded in his palace, safe from all possibility of 

Bight.” 

“I see no objection,” said the King, “but, poor old 
friend, what will you do with this hell-brand? Are you 
not afraid of homy consequences? By Christ, I would 
put my finger in my mouth and reflect a long time before 
doing anything so rash.” “I have no illusions, sire,” replied 
the wazir. “I know the difficulty of the situation, but I 
also know very well how to keep my wife away from her 
excesses.” The King laughed so heartily at this that he 
shook the throne. “O halting father,” he cried, “I can 
only say that 1 hope you will soon have two great elephant 
tusks upon your brow. . . . But remember this: if you 
allow my daughter to escape and add but one more to her 
heinous catalogue of offences, your head shall answer 
for it. Only on that condition do I give my consent.” 
But the old wazir accepted the condition and kissed the 
King’s feet. 

Then the priests, the monks, and the partriarchs, 
with all the dignitaries of Christendom, were informed 
of the marriage; and great feasts were given in the palace. 
When the ceremonies were over, the disgusting old 
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man made his way into the princess’s bedchamber. 
Surely Allah will not allow ugliness to touch such 
splendour! May that stinking pig breathe out his soul 
before he soils such purity! We will find these two 
again. 

When Nur returned with a veil, a robe and a pair of 
citron-yellow leather slippers, he saw a great crowd 
coming and going about the harbour, and, learning from 
them that a Christian ship had carried off a girl and set fire 
to a little vessel lying by the quay, changed colour and 
fell into a swoon. When he came to himself, he told his 
sad adventure to the bystanders, who all reproached his 
conduct bitterly, saying: “You have got what you de- 
served! Why did you leave her alone? What need was 
there to buy a veil or new citron-yellow leather slippers? 
Could she not have come ashore as she was? Could she not 
have covered her face with a bit of sail-cloth? As Allah 
lives, you have got what you deserved!” While they were 
thus speaking, the old man who ovmed the khan where 
Nur and the princess had lodged, came up to the group 
and recognised his young friend. When he had asked and 
been told the cause of Nur ’s grief, he said: “The veil was 
superfluous, the new robe was superfluous, and the 
yellow slippers were superfluous; but to talk about them 
now smacks infinitely more of superfluity. Come with 
me, my son. You are young and should be enjoying your- 
self instead of weeping and despairing for a woman. 
The race of pretty girls has not yet quite died out in our 
country; we will be able to find you some expert and 
desirable Egyptian who will make you forget all about 
your Christian princess.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 
THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

SHE said: 

“Nothing will make me forget my loss, good uncle,” 
answered Nur sadly. “Nothing will console my grief.” 
“Then what will you do?” asked the sheikh. “The ship has 
gone and your tears avail you nothing.” “I will return to 
the city of the Christian King and bear away my mistress 
by force,” replied the youth. Then said the old man: 
“My child, do not listen to these rash suggestions of your 
soul. Though you succeeded in bringing her away once, 
avoid a second attempt, and do not forget the proverb: 
Not every time you drop a cup will it be worth the taking up.” 
“I thank you for your prudent counsels, my uncle,” 
answered Nur, “but nothing can frighten me; I will get 
back my love even at the price of dear life itself.” Then, 
as Fate provided him with a ship ready to set sail for 
Christian lands, young Nur embarked in haste. 

The old owner of the khan had good reason for his 
warnings, because the Christian King had sworn, by 
Jesus and the impious books, to exterminate the race of 
Mussulmans on land and sea and, for that purpose, had 
armed a hundred warships to scour the waters, ravage 
the coasts, and carry ruin, bloodshed and death into all 
parts. As soon, therefore, as Nur's ship came into the 
sea of the isles, it was taken by one of these warships 
and towed into Constantine harbour. This happened on 
the first day of the feast given for the marriage of the 
one-eyed wazir with the princess Miriam. The better to 
celebrate the wedding and to glut his vengeance, the 
King ordered all the Mussulman prisoners to be impaled 
immediately. 
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This cruel order was carried out, and, one By one, 
the Believers were impaled in front of the palace where 
the marriage was in progress. When none remained to 
suffer save Nur, the King looked at him carefully, and 
said: “I do not know how it is, but, by Christ, I think 
this is the same young man whom I spared before to 
work in the church I He escaped once; how, then, has 
he returned? . . . Ho, hoi Let him be impaled twicel” 
At that moment the lame wazir prostrated himself be- 
fore the King, saying: “Sovereign of time, I have sworn 
an oath to immolate three young Mussulmans before the 
door of my house to bring good fortune to my marriage. 
I pray you let me choose three out of the last shipload.” 
“I did not know that you had sworn that oath,” answered 
the King. “You might have had thirty instead of three. 
But now only this one remains; take him in the mean- 
while.” The wazir led Nur away, meaning to water the 
threshold of his palace with his blood, but, when«iie 
came to reflect that his vow would not be accomplished 
unless he immolated three youths together, he had him 
thrown, fasting and in chains, into the stable of his palace 
until such time as he should procure two more victims. 

Now there were, in the wazir's stable, twin horses of 
surpassing beauty and noblest Arab breed, whose 
pedigrees were fastened in little bags roimd their necks 
by chains of turquoise and gold. One, called Sabik, was 
white as a dove; the other, known as Lahik, was blacker 
than a crow. These two horses were famous in Christian 
and Mussulman lands; they were the envy of kings; but 
one of them had a white blemish on his eye, which the 
wisest veterinaries had not been able to cure. The wazir 
himself, who was deeply learned in medicine, had tried 
to remove the mark, but had only succeeded in in- 
creasing its density. 
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When Nur was thrown into the stable, he saw the 
blemish on the horse’s eye and began to smile. The 
wazir noticed this smile and asked the reason of it. “1 
smiled at that blemish,” answered Nur. So the wazir 
said: “I have heard that the men of your race know more 
about horses and their cure than we. Was it that know- 
ledge which made you smile?” Nur was extremely 
skilful in the veterinary art, therefore he replied; “You 
are right; there is no one in Christendom who could 
cure that horse; but I could easily do so. What will you 
give me to-morrow if the animal is then as bright-eyed 
as a gazelle?” “I will give you life and liberty,” answered 
the wazir. “I will name you chief of my stables and horse- 
doctor to the palace.” “Undo my bonds, then,” said 
Nur. The wazir undid the bonds, and at once the young 
man called for suet, wax, lime and garlic; with these he 
mixed concentrated juice of Qnions and made a plaster 
which he applied to the ailing eye. Then he lay down 
upon a pallet in the stable and left the cure to Allah. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Next morning the wazir limped into the stable and 
lifted the plaster. His joy and astonishment knew no 
bounds when he saw his horse’s eye made bright again 
like the light of morning. He put his own mantle upon 
Nur and appointed him chief or his stable and first horse- 
doctor of the palace, assigning him a room above the 
stalls, separated from his own apartment by a courtyard 
only. Then he returned to the feasting, without a 
thought that no man escapes his Destiny or that there 
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are blows in the sleeve of Fate which shall sound down 
the ages. 

That was the seventh day of the festivities; upon that 
night the hideous old man was due to take possession of 
his bride. (Cursed be the Far One!) The princess knelt 
at her window, hearing the last tumult of cries sent up 
in her honour and sadly dreaming of her beloved, the 
strong and handsome Egyptian lad who had plucked her 
flower. Memory brought a great wave of sadness to 
bathe her soul. “That foul old man shall never touch me!” 
she said. “I will kill myself! I will throw myself into the 
sea!” As she spoke thus bitterly, she heard a boy's voice 
below her window, singing Arab songs of separation. It 
was Nur. Having finished his work upon the two horses, 
he had mounted to his chamber and now leaned from 
his window dreaming of his mistress , This was the song 
he sang: 


In every cruel region 

I have sought deadjelicity, 

A ghost has led me on; 

Alas, alas for mel 

Crazed by my imagining 
I think I see 

You in each pretty thing; 

Alas, alas for me! 

Now I think that / hear lutes 
Distantly, plaintively 
Answer the sighs of flutes; 

Alas for you and mel 

When princess Miriam heard the faithful heart of her 
lover singing, she was moved almost outside herself 
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with joy; but, being wise and self-controlled, she dis- 
missed her servants without letting them see anything 
of her trouble. Then she took paper and pen, and wrote: 

“In the name of Allah, the Merciful, the Compassion- 
ate! And after 1 The peace and blessing of Allah be upon 
you, O Nurl 

“Your slave Miriam salutes you; your slave Miriam 
bums for you! Read and carry out what I shall write. 

“Nightfall is the time of lovers; therefore at nightfall 
take the two horses, Sabik and Lahik, and lead them 
outside the city by the Sultan’s Gate. I will find means 
to join you there. If any ask what you are doing, say 
that you exercise the horses.” 

She fastened this letter inside a silk handkerchief and 
waved it out of the window until she saw Nur come 
near. Then she let the handkerchief fall. Nur picked it 
up and opened it. He carried the paper to his lips and 
forehead, after he had read it, to show that he had 
understood. When night, eagerly expected, had fallen 
at last, he saddled the two noble horses and, passing 
from that city without remark, held them outside the 
Sultan’s Gate and waited for the bride. 

When princess Miriam saw her disgusting and one- 
eyed husband enter her room, she shivered with 
repulsion; but, as she had a plan to carry through, she 
controlled herself and, rising in his honour, begged 
him to be seated by her side. “You are the pearl of the 
East and West, my queen,” said the lame old man. “It 
is at your feet that I should be.” “A truce to compli- 
ments,” answered the princess. “Where is the supper? 
I am hungry and we should eat before all things. 

The old man called his slaves, who instantly set before 
them great dishes, covered with every delicacy which 
in the air may be, or swim in sea, or walk the earth in its 
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degree, or grow on any tree. They ate together, and 
the princess constrained herself to hand her husband 
morsels, so that he was ravished by her attention, and 
flattered himself on the unhoped success of his marriage. 
Suddenly he fell head over heels, unconscious; for 
Miriam had privily thrown into his cup a pinch of 
Moroccan banj, capable of stretching an elephant full- 
length. Allah does not allow ugliness to soil His beauty. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As SOON AS princess Miriam saw the wazir rolling at 
her feet like a swollen pig, she filled two bags with his 
gems and gold, girt on a sword which had been tempered 
in the blood of lions, and, covering her face with a great 
veil, slipped down from the window by means of a cord 
and arrived in the courtyard unperceived. She hurried 
out of the city, without being questioned, and, when 
she saw Nur holding the horses, ran towards him. She 
leajjt on Lahik’s back, crying: “Mount Sabik and follow 
mel” Nur jumped on the back of the second horse and 
set off at full gallop after the retreating princess. They 
rode like that all night until the dawn. 

Not until she judged that there was sufficient distance 
between them and possible pursuit, did Miriam allow 
the horses to draw breath. They had come to a place 
refreshed by green meadows, by fruit trees, wild flowers 
and silver water; as the dawn breeze wooed them to 
quiet pleasure, the two sat do\vn peacefully side by side 
and told each other of their separation. When they had 
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drunk of the stream and eaten fruit, they washed and lay 
down in each other’s arms, refreshed, ready, and loving. 
In one assault they made up for all the loss of abstinence 
and then went to sleep in the silent air of moming. 

At noon they were wakened by the shaking of the 
earth under ten thousand hoofs. They opened their eyes 
and saw a whirlwind of dust hurrying towards them, 
from which came flashes as of cloudy lightning. Soon 
they heard the jingling of swords; for a whole army had 
come in search of them. 

That moming the Christian King had risen early to 
have news of his daughter, for he had misgivings con- 
cerning her marriage with one whose marrow had so 
long since been melted. When he found her husband 
unconscious on the floor and no sign of the princess, he 
dropped vinegar into the old man’s nose and then cried 
out on him in a terrible voice: “O wretch, where is your 
wife?” “O King, I do not know,” answered the poor 
wazTr, as he came to himself. So the King split the one- 
eyed head with a single blow of his sword and the blade 
came out shining through the jawbone. May Allah keep 
that old man’s unbelieving soul for ever on the lowest 
beach of helll 

Even as. the wazir fell dead, trembling grooms came 
to inform the King of the disappearance of Sabik and 
Lahik with their new guardian. The King at once 
understood that his daughter had fled with the horses, 
and ordered his three chief nobles to set themselves each 
at the head of a band of three thousand men, and take up 
the pursuit. He himself collected a troop of patriarchs 
and put himself at the head of the combined army. 

Seeing this great host approach, Miriam leapt into the 
saddle and cried to NQr: “Stay behind, I beg you, for I 
wish to fight with them alone, though they are as numerous 
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as sand upon the seashore.” AVhirling her sword aloft, 
she improvised these lines; 

The day oj my strength, of my riding 
Alone; 

Blue single steel , fashing , dividing 
Alone! 

My hour of breaking terrible towers 
Alone; 

My hour of black wild riding hours 
Alone! See me alone! 

So singing, she rode out in the face of her father s army. 
At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


but when 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

The King rolled his eyes, as if they had seen quick- 
silver, when he saw her coming. “By the faith of Christ,” 
he cried, “she is madi She is going to attack us!” He 
halted his troops and went forward alone to meet her, 
calling: “O perverse daughter, do you dare come up 
against me and all the army of Christendom? Did you 
renounce all shame when you renounced your God? If 
you do not sue for my mercy you are most certain of 
death.” “What is past cannot be called back,” answered 
Miriam. “That is a mystery of Islam. I believe that there 
is One God, even Allah, and that Muhammad is the 
Prophet of Allah! Though I drink a bitter cup, I will 
never leave my Egyptian lover!” She made her horse 
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caracole in front of the Christian arms, and sang this 
song, while she slashed the air with her sparkling sword: 

/ call sweet pasture for my blade 
Because be never bade retreat, 

Retreat, retreat, retreat; 

Ride ij you dare! 

/ call your heads to the red sand, 

Your hearts to vultures and to crows, 

To crows, to crows, to crows; 

Ride if you dare! 

/ call my sword a cup-bearer 
Because be pours a cheer of myrrh. 

Of myrrh , of myrrh , of myrrh; 

Ride if you dare! 

/ call for my grief’s bitter bath. 

My feet tread out a path of blood 
Like myrrh! The crows retreat; 

Ride if you dare! 

Thus she sang, and then flattered her horse with her 
hand, whispering in his ear: “This is your day of race, 
your day of nobility, 0 LahikI” The son of the sand heard 
and shivered; he threw himself forward like the North 
wind, jetting fire from his nostrils. With a terrible roar 
princess Miriam charged the left wing of the Christians 
and, even as her horse went by, mowed off the hea J oi 
nineteen riders with her sword. Then she galloped back 
to the middle of the line, and defied the Christians with 

Seeing the havoc which she had made, the King called 
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the first of his noble troop-leaders, a mighty warrior as 
quick as fire, whose name was Bartaut. He was the chief 
prop of that throne and the first noble of them all , because 
of his strength and bravery; the essence of his being was 
knighthood. He advanced towards the King upon a fine 
powerful horse of famous race; he was armoured in a coat 
of gold mail as close-knit as the wings of the locust. He 
carried a sharp destroying sword, a lance like a ship’s 
mast, which could have overcome a mountain in one 
shock, four keen javelins, and a terrible mace quilled 
with spikes of steel. Thus weaponed and coated he had 
the appearance of a tower. 

“You see the carnage wrought by this unnatural girl, 
O Bartaut?” said the King. “It is for you to conquer and 
bring her to me, living or dead.” He had his knight 
blessed by patriarchs covered in motley clothes and 
lifting crosses above their heads. They read the Gospel 
over him and- called down the blessing of their idols 
upon him. But we invoke the strength and majesty of 
Allah I 

When he had kissed the standard of the Cross, 
Bartaut spurred into the plain, blaring like an elephant 
and horribly cursing our Faith. May he be damned 
eternally! On her side, the princess roared like a lioness 
fighting for her cubs and bore down, bellowing, upon 
her foe. The two shocked together, mountains moving, 
furiously head to head and yelling like devils. Anon they 
separated and feinted; then they came together again 
in a storm of blows, given and guarded marvellously. 
Often they were hidden by the dust of their riding; the 
heat of their approaches was so great that the stones 
beneath them flamed like coals. This first engagement 
continued for an hour with equal skill and courage on 
both sides. 
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But a time came when Bartaut, who was the first to 
lose his breath, wished to make an end; therefore he 
transferred his mace to his left hand and, with his right, 
hurled one of his javelins at the princess. He growled like 
thunder as he let it speed. The bright swift flight of that 
javelin blinded the eyes of men; but the princess turned it 
aside with the flat of her sword, so that it hissed harm- 
lessly into the sand far off from where they fought. 

“Kill, kill!” cried Bartaut, as he hurled his second 
javelin; but the princess turned that aside also, and the 
third and the fourth. Mad with humiliation, the Christian 
knight took his mace back into his right hand and, with a 
roar like twenty lions, hurled it mightily at his foe. The 
enormous mass boomed heavily through the air and 
would have most assuredly broken Miriam to pieces, 
had she not caught it as it flew, and held it. Glory be to 
Allah Who made such a girl! She brandished the mace 
in her turn, so that the eyes of all the army were dazzled 
by her strength, and then galloped upon Bartaut, snarling 
as a she-wolf snarls, her breath hissing like horned vipers. 
“A lesson in the use of the mace!” she cried. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 


THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When Bartaut saw her bearing down upon him, 
earth and sky slipped away from before his eyes, to- 
gether with all the courage of his heart* he turned his 
horse and fled, keeping his shield behind him as a pro- 
tection. But the heroic princess followed hard and, 
whirling the mace about her head, threw it with all her 
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might. It crashed upon his shield, heavier than bolt from 
arbalist, and, breaking out four of the knight’s ribs, 
pitched him from the saddle. He rolled in blood upon 
the dust, tearing at the desert with his nails; but his death 
was painless, for Azrail came to him in that last hour and 
bore his soul away to compt before Him from Whom no 
secrets are hid. 

Princess Miriam galloped towards the dead man and, 
leaning low from her horse’s back, picked up the fallen 
enormous lance, and wheeled again. When she had 
retreated a few paces, she ^thrust the mighty weapon 
deep into the earth and, checking Lahik in face of her 
father’s army, leaned her back against the spear-shaft; 
then she stayed immobile with lifted head. She was made 
one body with the horse and with the lance, unbreakable 
as a mountain, immovable as Fate. 

When the Christian King saw Bartaut’s end, he beat 
his face for grief and then called upon Bartus, the leader 
of his second troop, an intrepid fighter at hand to hand. 
“O Bartus,” he said, “go forth and avenge your brother- 
in-arms!” So Bartus bowed before him, and galloped his 
horse against the princess. 

She did not move; her horse stood steady as a bridge. 
She met the scorpion sting of the knight’s lance as he 
rode her down; and the warriors craned forward to see 
the terrible marvels of that fight. Shrouded in dust, the 
foes laid on stupendous blows which groaned in the air 
before they fell; they raged together in a mist of terrifying 
taunts. “By Christ, there is need of all my strength!” 
panted Bartus. And, brandishing a murderous pike, 
he hurled it at Miriam, crying: “That, that!” 

He did not know that Miriam was the incomparable 
heroine of East and West, the warrior girl of land and 
sand, the valley and mountain soldier of all time. 
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She saw the movement and interpreted it; even as the 
pike brushed her breast, she seized its shaft and cast it 
back; it passed through her foe's belly and shattered the 
column of his spine. He fell as a tower falls, and the 
jangle of his arms sounded all across the plain. His soul 
hurried to meet the soul of his comrade among the anger 
of a Mighty Judge. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-ELEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Princess Miriam made Lahik prance about the 
opposing army, as she cried: “Where are the slaves? 
Where are the knights? Where are the heroes? Where is 
my one-eyed husband? Are you all frightened of a woman, 
O Christians?” 

In mortification and despair the King called his third 
troop-leader, an illustrous lover of boys called Fasyan 
the Farter. “O Fasyan, O bugger of all time,” he said, “it 
is for you to go up against this wanton and avenge the 
deaths of your companions.” Fasyan bowed low in assent, 
and then galloped out towards the girl, trailing behind 
him such a thunder of prodigious farts that the sails of a 
ihip might have been filled by them and the hair of little 
children turned to white. 

Miriam came to meet him on Lahik, swifter than 
driving hail; the two crashed together, warring hills, and 
the knight aimed a terrible blow at the princess. She 
avoided it with ease and broke the lance of her foe in 
two; then as Fasyan was carried past, she lunged backwards 
with the heel of her own lance and broke his impious 
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backbone. With a shrill cry she wheeled her horse upon 
the dying man and, through his open mouth, pegged his 
head mightily to the earth with her bright weapon. 

Seeing their three champions thus slaughtered one 
after another, the Christian hosts stood in dumb surprise, 
until they felt the breeze of panic pass above their heads, 
with a doubt of the humanity of such a girl. Then they 
turned tail and, giving their chargers to the wind, 
sought safety in flight. Miriam devoured the distance 
behind them, cutting off groups of straggling knights, 
flailing with her sword, filling a thousand cups with 
death, casting a thousand swimmers into the sea of 
Destiny. Her heart rejoiced, so that it seemed bigger 
than the world; some she killed and some she wounded 
and all she strewed wide upon the earth. The Christian 
King fled in the middle of his warriors, surrounded by 
frightened priests and patriarchs, lifting his arms on high, 
as you may see a shepherd driven in the middle of his 
flock before a storm. Nor did the princess cease her 
following and slaughter until the sun veiled his face with a 
pale mantle. 

Then, and then only,Miriam checked her victorious 
course and returned to her beloved. Nur had been dis- 
quieted for her. He took her in his arms that night and 
made her forget the fatigues and dangers by which she 
had saved them in a sweet succession of caresses. Next 
morning they discussed in what place it would be most 
pleasant for them to live and, having decided on Damas- 
cus, set out for that delightful city. So much for them. 

The Christian King returned to his palace in Con- 
stantine, with his nose hanging to the ground and the 
sack of his stomach turned about for the death of Bartaut, 
Bartus and Fasyan; he called a council of state and de- 
scribed the shame which had been brought upon him. 
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“She is the child of 4 thousand filthy horns,” he said. “1 
do not knew where she has gone, taut we may be sure 
that it is to some Mussulman land, for she says that the 
men of those places are vigorous and untiring. The 
harlot is a brand straight from Hell; she does not find 
Christians sufficiently membered for her desire. O 
Patriarchs, I ask your advice in this distressing matter." 
The patriarchs, monks, and nobles reflected for an hour, 
and then answered: “O King of time, after all that has 
happened it only remains for you to send a letter and 
gifts to the Khallfah Harun al-RashId, who is master of 
those lands which will receive the fugitive. You must 
write in your own hand, with every kind of promise and 
oath of friendship, to persuade him to arrest the lovers 
and send them back, under escort, to our city. That will 
not bind us to anything with that chief of Unbelievers; 
for, when the prisoners are returned to us, we can 
massacre their escort and forget our promises. It is our 
custom to forget our promises when they have been 
made to Unbelievers, to Muhammadans.” Thus spake 
the patriarchs and counsellors of Christendom: may they 
be damned in this life and the next, for their little faith 
and monstrous crimes! 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWELFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The soul of the King of Constantine was as base as any 
of the souls which counselled him; therefore he did not 
hesitate to put this treacherous plan into execution. He 
did not know that perfidy turns sooner or later back to 
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the perfidious, and that the eye of Allah watches over 
the Faithful to guard them from their stinking foes. 

He took a reed and paper, and wrote a letter in Greek 
characters to Harun al-Rashid, in which, after repeated 
phrases of admiration and friendship, he said: 

“O powerful amir of the Mussulmans, our brothers, 

I have an imnatural daughter, called Miriam, who has 
been seduced by a young Egyptian of Cairo and borne 
away from me and taken into the lands which you most 
gloriously rule. O powerful amir of the Mussulmans, 
our brothers, I beg you to make inquisition until they 
are found and then to send them back to me under sure 
escort. 

“In return, I will load that escort with honours and do 
all that I can to be agreeable to you. Among other things, 

I promise, as a fruit of my gratitude, to have a mosque 
built in my capital by any architects whom you shall 
care to choose. I will send you unimaginable riches, 
such as the memory of man cannot parallel: girls like 
hurls, beardless boys like moons, treasures that the fires 
of time shall never touch, pearls, coloured jewels, 
horses, mares and foals, camels with their young, and an 
array of mules loaded with the fairest products of our 
clime. Also, if that be not enough, I will draw close the 
confines of my kingdom to make your frontiers greater. 
I seal these promises with my seal, I, Caesar, King of 
those who bow before the Cross.” 

When he had sealed this letter, the King gave it to 
the new wazir by whom he had replaced his old one-eyed 
servitor, and said to him: “If you obtain audience of this 
Harun fellow, address him thus: ‘O very powerful 
Khallfah, I come to claim our princess; she is the object 
of my mission. If you hearken favourably to our request, 
you can count upon my master to send you gifts of great 
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price.'” To make his messenger still more zealous, he 
promised, in case of success, to load him with prero- 
gatives and give him the princess for his wife. Then he 
dismissed him with a final recommendation to place the 
letter in the Khalifah’s own hands. 

After a long journey, the ambassador arrived in 
Baghdad, where he rested for three days. Then, having 
enquired his way to the palace, he solicited an audience 
and was led into the dlwan. There he threw himself 
before the Khalifah and kissed the earth three times 
between his hands, before giving the letter to him. 
Harun al-RashId unsealed the Tetter and, after reading it, 
showed himself favourable to the request which it con- 
tained, though he knew that it proceeded from a King 
who knew not Allah. He wrote commands to the 
governors of all his provinces, insisting that the two 
fugitives should be found and sent at once to his court, 
and promising the direst punishment in cases of dis- 
obedience. Messengers, on horseback and on racing 
dromedaries, carried these orders to the walls of each 
province, and, in the meanwhile, the Khalifah enter- 
tained the Christian ambassador and his suite within 
the palace. 

When the princess had routed the army of her father 
with her single sword and had pastured the vultures with 
the three knights who had dared to come against her, 
she set out with Nur for Syria and came without accident 
to the gates of Damascus. Since, however, they had 
journeyed by short stages, stopping at each fair place to 
give themselves up to love, they arrived at Damascus 
some days after the Khalifah’s riders had brought the 
order for their arrest to that city. Being quite ignorant 
of what awaited them, they fearlessly gave their names 
to the police spies and were inunediately arrested by 
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the wall’s guards. These guards made them turn their 
horses’ heads, before they had set foot in the city, and 
galloped them, by ten days of forced marches, across the 
desert to Baghdad. When they arrived, worn by fatigue, 
they were led between soldiers into the diwan. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As SOON AS they knew themselves in the august 
presence of the Khalifah, they prostrated themselves 
before him and kissed the earth. The chamberlain on 
duty cried; “O Commander of the Faithful, these are 
princess Miriam, daughter of the Christian King, and 
Nur, her ravisher, son of the merchant Crown of Cairo. 
They were both arrested at the gate of Damascus by the 
wall of that city.” The Khalifah looked at Miriam and 
was delighted by her. “Are you Miriam, daughter of the 
Christian King?” he asked, and she replied: “I am princess 
Miriam, slave to one man only, to the Prince of Believers, 
the Protector of the Faith, the descendant of the Lord of 
Messengers.” Pleased with this reply, the Khalifah 
turned to Nur and was charmed by him also. “Are you 
young Nur, son of the merchant Crown of Cairo?” he 
asked, and the youth answered: “I am Nur, slave to the 
Commander of the Faithful, the prop of empire, the 
warrior of the Faith.” Then said the Khalifah: “How did 
you dare to ravish this Christian princess, in defiance of 
the law?” So Nur asked leave to speak, and told the 
Khalifah the whole of his adventure in its smallest details. 
But nothing would be gained by repeating it in this place. 
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Then al-Rashid turned to princess Miriam, saying: 
“Your father has sent this ambassador with a letter of 
his oAvn writing in which he assures me of his gratitude 
and of his intention to build a mosque in Constantine, 
if I send you back to his dominion. What have you to 
say?” Miriam threw back her head and answered in t 
voice both proud and sweet: “O Commander of the 
Faithful, you are Allah’s representative on earth; you 
are the stay of the law of the Prophet (upon whom be 
prayer and peace 1) I am now a Mussulman, believing in 
the unity of Allah; 1 make my profession in your presence 
and say: There is no God but Allah and Muhammad is 
the Prophet of Allah, How then, O Prince of Believers, 
can you send me back to those infidels, who set up equals 
to Allah, who believe in the divinity of Jesus the son of 
man, who adore idols, and revere the Cross? They even 
render superstitious worship to many who have died and 
passed into the burning anger of our God. If you were 
to give me up to these Christians I would accuse you 
in the Day of Judgment, before Allah and before His 
Prophet, your cousin (upon whom be prayer and peace I) 
For in that day the grandeurs of this world shall be as 
nothing.” 

The Khallfah exulted in his soul when, he heard 
Miriam’s profession, and answered with tears in his 
eyes: “My daughter, I pray that Allah will never put it in 
my heart to deliver a Mussulman who believes in Him 
into the hands of infidels I May He guard you and spread 
His blessing and mercy about you, and increase the 
conviction of your faith within you! For your bravery 
you may ask me what you will. I swear to refuse you 
nothing, even to the half of my kingdom. Refresh your 
eyes, O Miriam, lift up your heart and banish every care.. . . 

Would it please you to be married to this young man. 
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son of our servant Crown, the Cairene merchant?” 
“Why would it not please me, O Prince of Believers?” . 
answered Miriam. “Has he not bought me? Has he not 
plucked that within me which there was to pluck? Has 
he not risked his life again and again for my sake? Has 
he not given peace to my soul by his revelation of the 
Faith?” 

At once the KhalTfah summoned the kadi and witnesses, 
and had a contract of marriage drawn up for the two 
lovers. Then he called the Christian ambassador to him, 
saying; “You have seen with your eyes and heard with 
your ears that I cannot agree to the request of your 
master. The princess Miriam is a Mussulman and belongs 
to us. I will not commit an action for which I could not 
account to Allah and His Prophet on the Last Day. It is 
written in the Book of Allah: ‘Power shall never be 
given to the Infidel over the Believer.' Return to your 
master and tell him what you have seen and heard.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

When the ambassador realised that the Khallfah 
would not give up the Christian King’s daughter, he 
dared, through spite and pride, to lose his temper. “By 
Christ,” he cried, “were she twenty times a Mussulman, 
she must go back to her father. If not, he will lay waste 
your kingdom and cover your land, from the Euphrates 
to Yaman, with ravaging troops.” 

“How?” cried the Khallfah. “Does this Christian dog 
dare to threaten us? Let his head be cut off and set up at the 
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entrance to the city! Let his body be crucified as an 
example to all ambassadors!” But princess Miriam ex- 
claimed: “O Commander of the Faithful, do not soil the 
glory of your sword with this dog’s blood! I will punish 
him myself!” With that she snatched the Christian 
ambassador's sword from its scabbard and, cutting off 
his head with a single stroke, cast it from the window. 
She spumed the body with her foot and signed to the 
slaves to drag it out. 

Marvelling at her promptness, the Khalifah put his 
own mantle upon her and dressed Nur in a robe of 
honour. He loaded them with rich presents and, when 
they expressed the desire, gave them a magnificent 
escort to Cairo and letters of recommendation both to 
the wall of Egypt and to the ulama. Thus Nur and princess 
Miriam returned to the old folk in Egypt, and the 
merchant Crovm became very proud when he saw his 
son come back thus royally married. He pardoned Nur 
for his previous conduct and, in his honour, gave a 
feast to all the notables of Cairo, who vied with each 
other in finding splendid gifts for the young couple. 

For long years Nur and Miriam lived together in 
delight, stinting themselves in nothing, eating well, 
drinking well, and coupling heavy, dry, and long. They 
were honoured in the midst of tranquillity until the 
Destroyer came to them, the Separator of friends. Who 
overturns all palaces and towers, and gluts the hunger 
of the tomb. Glory be to the Only Living, Who knows 
not death. Who holds in His hands the keys of the Visible 
and Invisible! Amen. 

When King Shahryar had heard this tale, he half rose 
and cried: “O Shahrazad, these heroic deeds have al- 
together delighted me!” Then he sank back among the 
cushions, saying: “I think after that you can have no 



474 Thousand Nights and One Night 

more stories to tell me. I will reflect now concerning 
my duty to your head.” “There is no time to be lost,” 
said Shahrazad to herself, when she saw the King’s eye- 
brows bending together; so aloud she cried: “This heroic 
tale is indeed admirable; but it is nothing to certain 
others which I would tell you, if you would give me 
leave.” “What are you saying, Shahrazad?” asked the King. 
“What tales can these be, for you to imagine them more 
admirable than the last?” “The King shall judge for him- 
self,” replied Shahrazad with a smile. “For the moment, 
to pass the rest of our watch this night, I will only tell you 
a short and easy anecdote. It is taken from the Recitals of 
Generosity and Conduct.” 


At once she began: 

THE RECITALS OF GENEROSITY AND 
CONDUCT 

SALAH AL-DIN and HIS WAZiR 

It is related, O auspicious King, that the wazTr of the 
victorious Salah al-Din had a young Christian boy among 
the number of his favourite slaves, who was so beautiful 
and tender that the eyes of all men loved him. One day, 
as the wazir was walking with this child, he was seen by 
Salah al-Din and commanded to approach. The Sultan, 
casting a delighted glance upon the hoy, asked the wazir 
whence he came. “From Allah, my lord,” answered the 
wazir a little uncomfortably. As Salah al-Din went on his 
way, he smiled and said: “Now, O our wazir, you have 
found a way to control us by the beauty of a star and prison 
us in the enchantment of a moon.” 
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This made the wazir reflect, and he said to himself: “I 
cannot keep this child now that the Sultan has remarked 
him.” So he prepared a rich present and called the 
Christian lad to him, saying: “O youth, I swear by Allah 
that I would never consent to be separated from you were 
it not necessary.” Then he gave the boy the present, and 
added: “You will carry this to the Sultan, and be yourself 
part of the present, for I give you up to our master.” 
Lastly he gave him a note to hand to Salah al-Din, on 
which were written these lines: 

I bad a soul once, even I, 

My lord, 

But now unstarred and earthy it. 

Here is a white moon Jor your sky, 

My lord. 

Because your sky is worthy it. 

This gift pleased Salah al-Din intensely, and, as he was 
great-hearted by nature, he recompensed the wazir for 
his sacrifice by loading him with riches and favour, and 
making him feel on all occasions that the two were 
friends. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-ANO-FIFTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

It happened that the wazir soon afterwards acquired a 
most delightful and accomplished girl for his harim, and, 
from the moment she came, she drew his heart towards 
her. But. before he would allow himself to place his 
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affection with her as he had placed it with the boy, he 
said to himself: “It is possible that the fame of this new 
pearl of mine will reach tl^e Sultan's ears. It will be better 
for me to send her to him as a gift before I grow to love 
her. The sacrifice will be less and the loss not so cruel.” 
He called the girl to him and gave her a richer present 
than before, telling her to carry this to the Sultan and to 
say that she herself was part of the gift. He also gave her, 
for Salah al-Din, these lines traced on a piece of paper: 

Dear lord, there was a silver moon, 

And a gold sun came after soon 
Into the royal sky; 

Now they will dance, a moon and sun. 

In prety constellation 

To please a royal eye. 

For this the wazir’s credit redoubled with Salah al- 
Din, who lost no opportunity of showing his gratitude. 
Thus it was that the wazir soon had hosts of envious 
enemies, who tried to damage his credit in order to bring 
about his fall. With statements and hints they attempted 
to make Salah al-Din believe that the wazir still had a great 
inclination towards the Christian boy and that, when the 
fresh breeze of the North brought memories of their 
old-time walks, he would desire the boy and call to him 
with all his soul. They let it be understood that he 
bitterly repented his gift, biting his nails and tearing at 
his teeth in spite. Instead of listening to these im worthy 
reports, Salah al-DIn, who had confidence in his wazir, 
cried angrily to the calumniators: “Let these cursed 
tongues be still or the heads which hold them shall 
answer for itl” Then, as he was also just, he added: 
“Nevertheless, I will put your lies to the proof, so that 
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your barbs may return against you.” He called the boy, 
and learning that he could write, said to him: “Take 
paper and pen, and write to my dictation.” The boy 
therefore wrote, as ifcoming from himself, the following 
letter to the wazir: 

“Old master of my love, you must know from your 
own feeling how great is my tenderness for you, how 
sweet the memory of our delights. I am sad in this 
palace, for nothing here can make me forget your good- 
ness, and the majesty of the Sultan prevents me from 
tasting his favours. I pray you find some \\ ay of taking me 
back; for the Sultan has never been alone with me and 
you will find me as I was.” 

The Sultan sent a little slave, who gave the letter to 
the wazir, saying: “The Christian lad, who was once 
yours, gave me this letter for you.” The wazir took the 
letter, looked at it for a moment, and then, without 
unsealing it, wrote on the back: 

/, who am wise, will not be setting 
My body whole 

In lions teeth, or lifting the red coal 
Of cast regretting, 

' Nay, my soul given. I’ll not bear the fretting 
Which was that soul. 

The Sultan exulted when he had read this answer, 
and took care to recite it before the fallen faces of those 
envious others. He called the wazir to him and, after 
renewed assurance of friendship, asked him: O father of 
wisdom, can you tell us how you come to have such 
control over yourself?” Then said the wazir: “I never let 
my passions come even to the threshold of my will. 

But Allah knows all I 
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Then Shahrazad said: “Now, O auspicious King, that I 
have told you how a wise man's will may conquer his 
passion, I wish to tell you a story of passion itself.* And 
she continued: 


THE LOVERS' TOMB 

Abdallah, son of al-Kaisi, tells this story in his 
writings. 

He says: 

I went one year on pilgrimage to the holy House of 
Allah and, when I had accomplished my rites, returned 
to pay a second visit to the tomb of the Prophet (upon 
whom be the prayer and blessing of Allah!) As I sat one 
night in a garden not far off from the tomb, I heard a voice 
singing sweetly in the silence, and gave all the attention 
of my charmed ears to its song: 

I am a nightingale singing of tears. 

She is a dove who will not sing or say; 

I I am a lost black way , 

She shines and disappears; 

I am a night offerer years, 

She is the day. 

Then came silence, and I was looking about me for this 
passionate singer when I saw him coming towards me, 
a youth of heart-ravishing beauty whose face was bathed 
with tears. I could not help crying: “By Allah, a most 
beautiful young man!” and stretching out my arms to 
him. He looked at me, and asked: “Who are you, and 
what do you want ?” Bowing before his beauty, I answered : 
“What would one want of you save to look at you and give 
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thanks to Allah? I am your slave, Abdallah ibn Maamar 
al-KaisI, whose soul desires to know her lord. Your song 
has troubled me and the sight of you has carried me away. 

I would sacrifice my life for you I” The youth looked at 
me — oh, but his eyes were dark! — and bade me sit 
beside him. I came close, my spirit trembling within me, 
and he said: “Since your heart is concerned with me, I 
will tell you what has happened. I am Utbah, son of al- 
Hubab, son of-Mundhir, son of al-Jumah al-Ansarl. Yes- 
terday, as I made my devotions in the mosque of my tribe, 
many beautiful women came in, swaying with their hips, 
and guarding, as it were, a young girl whose every charm 
exceeded theirs, though they were altogether murderous 
in beauty. This moon came up to me without being 
noticed in the crowd, and said: ‘Long, O Utbah, have I 
sought this opportunity to speak with you. Would you 
be married to one who loves you and desires you as a 
husband?’ Before I could answer she disappeared and 
slipped away among her companions, who took her with 
them outside the mosque and were lost in the crowd of 
pilgrims. Since then I have not been able to find her in 
spite of all my searchings; but my soul and my heart are 
with her and, even were I among the delights of Paradise, 
I would know no pleasure without seeing her again.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

His DOWNY CHEEKS glowed red as he spoke and my 
love glowed redder still; therefore I said to him: 
“O Utbah, O my cousin, put your hope in Allah and pray 
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to Him to pardon your transgressions! I am ready to help 
you, with all my power and means, to find the girl; for 
my own soul is drawn towards the charm of you, and I 
would gladly do even more to see your eyes rest upon me 
with content.” So saying I pressed him to me and kissed 
him as brother kisses brother, all night I calmed the 
trouble of his sweet soul, and those moments were 
delicious but unsatisfied. 

Next morning I took him to the mosque and made him 
enter before me. We waited until noon, at which hour 
the women had come before; but, to our grave dis- 
appointment, though the women came they had not the 
girl among them. Seeing my friend’s despair I begged 
him to wait until I had questioned the other damsels. 1 
went up to them and learned that the girl was a virgin 
of noble birth, one Raiya, daughter of al-GhitrIf, chief of 
the Banu Sulaim. “O women of good omen,” said 1 , “why 
has she not come with you to-day?” “How could she have 
come?” they answered. “Her father, who has given his 
protection to pilgrims across the desert from Irak to 
Mecca, returned yesterday with the riders of his tribe 
to the Euphrates, and took his daughter with him.” I 
thanked the women for their news and returned to 
Utbah. “The tidings are not the best that I could wish,” 
I said, and told him that Raiya had returned to her tribe 
with her father. “But, O Utbah, O my cousin,” I added, 
“do not be downhearted, for Allah has given me riches 
beyond counting and I am ready to spend them all to 
pleasure you. From this moment, I make your cause 
my ovra. Follow me, if you please.” So he rose and 
followed me to the mosque of al-Ansarls, which was his 
own mosque. 

We waited until the congregation was full, and then I 
addressed fhe people in these words: “O Ansarite 
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Believers here together, what is your considered opinion 
of Utbah and Utbah’s father?” They answered with one 
voice: “He is of a noble family and a noble tribe among the 
Arabs.” So I continued: “Know, then, that Utbah, son of 
al-Hubab, is consumed by a violent passion. I have come 
to beg for your help in bringing about his happiness.” “We 
shall be glad,” said they, and I went on: “In that case you 
must come with me to the tents of the BanQ Sulaim, to 
the abode of their chief al-GhitrIf, and ask the hand of 
his daughter for your cousin.” Utbah and I and all that 
gallant assembly mounted our horses and rode without 
drawing rein until we reached the tents of the riders 
of al-GhitrIf, where they had pitched them six days' 
journey across the desert. 

When al-GhitrIf saw us coming, he came to the door 
of his tent to meet us; we greeted him and said: “O father 
of Arabs, we come to beg hospitality.” “Be welcome 
beneath our tents, O noble guestsl” he answered, and 
gave his slaves the necessary orders for our reception. 
The slaves spread mats and carpets in our honour, and 
sheep and camels were killed to make us a feast. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

But WHEN THE moment came for sitting down to that 
feast, we refused; and I addressed the sheikh al-GhitrIf 
in the name of all: “By the holy bond of bread and salt 
and By the faith of Arabs, we will not touch your meat 
until you have granted what we ask,” “And what do you 
ask?” said al-Ghitrif. “We have come,” I answered, “tc 
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solicit the hand of your noble daughter, Raiya, for that 
brave, good, victorious and illustrious young man, 
Utbah, son of al-Hubab al-AnsarT, son of al-Mundhir, son 
of al-Jumah.” The face and eyes ofRaiya’s father changed, 
but he answered calmly: “O brother Arabs, there is but 
one who can answer the demand of the illustrious Utbah; 
it is for her to speak. I will go to her now.” So saying he 
rose from among us, very yellow in the face, with an 
anger burning him which gave the lie to his words. 

When he found his daughter in her tent, she was 
frightened by his expression, and asked: “Why are you 
so angry, my father?” He sat down silently beside her and 
then, as we heard afterwards, said to her: “I have given 
hospitality to al-Ansarls who have come to ask your hand 
in marriage for one of them.” “Al-Ansarls are one of the 
noblest families of the Arabs,” she answered. “Your hos- 
pitality was fitting. Which of them wishes to marry me?” 
“Utbah, son of Hubab,” he answered, and she exclaimed: 
“He is a known young man and worthy to mingle his 
blood with ours.” But al-Ghitrif cried out in a fury: 
“What are you talking about? Have you had anything to 
do with him? I have sworn to my brother to give you to 
his son; none but my nephew shall enter the direct line 
of my nobility.” “Then what will you answer al-Asarls?” 
said she. “They are very noble Arabs and exceedingly 
punctilious on all matters of honour and precedence. If 
you refuse me to them you will draw dowm their ven- 
geance on you and all our tribe. They will think that you 
despise them, and never pardon you.” “That is true,” 
agreed her father, “but I will wrap up my refusal by 
asking an exorbitant dowry. The proverb says: Tt is easy 
not to marry a daughter if you ask enough for her.’ ” 

He left the girl and returned to us, saying: “Dear 
guests, the daughter of our tribe makes no objection to 
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the marriage, but she demands a dowry worthy of htr- 

incomparable 

girl? I cani” cried Utbah; so al-Ghitrif continued: 
Very well, then, my daughter demands a thousand 
bracelets of red gold, Hve thousand golden dInSrs of 
Hajar coinage, a necklace of five thousand pearls a 
thousand squares of Indian silk, a dozen pairs of yellow 
leather boots, ten sacks of Irak dates, a thousand head of 
cattle, a mare of the tribe, five chests of musk, five flasks 
of rose essence, and five coffers of ambergris. Do you 
consent?” “I consent, O father of the Arabs,” answered 
Utbah. “Nay, I will increase the list.” 


I returned to Madinah with my friend, and we suc- 
ceeded, after some difficulty, in gathering together all 
the things which had been demanded for the dowry. I 
spent my money freely and with more pleasure than if I 
had been buying for myself. We returned to the tents of 
the Banu Sulaim and gave the things to al-Ghitrif, so 
that the sheikh was obliged to receive as guests all al- 
Ansaris who flocked together to make their compliments 
on the marriage of his daughter. The feasting went on 
for forty days and, during that time, numerous sheep and 
camels were killed and every variety of meat was kept 
simmering in large cauldrons, so that none might go 
hungry. 

After the forty days we prepared a sumptuous 
palanquin on the back of two camels in file and placed 
the new bride within it; then we joyfully set out, 
followed by a whole caravan of camels bearing presents. 
My dear friend Utbah exulted to think the day would 
soon come when he should be alone with his beloved; he 
never left her for a moment during our travels, except 
to come down out of the palanquin for a few minutes 
and delight me with his grateful conversation. 



^.84 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

At this point Shahrazacl saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

I REJOICED AND Said in my soul: “O Abdallah, you are 
Utbah’s friend for ever! By denying yourself, you have 
touched his heart; surely one day your sacrifice will be 
more than rewarded. One day you will know his love in 
its most desirable and exquisite form.” 

When we had only one day’s march left us before 
Madinah, we halted at night in a little oasis. Peace was 
there and the moon laughed down upon our joyful com- 
pany; twelve palm trees stood slim above our heads and 
answered the song of the niglit wind with the rustle of 
their girlish leaves. Even as those who made the world 
of old, we rejoiced in the quiet hour, the cool water, the 
green sappy grass, and all the sweetness of the air. But, 
alas, even were a man winged he could not escape from 
Destiny. My friend Utbah was due to drink his cup to 
the lees, and at one draught. We were roused from our 
sleep by a terrible attack of armed riders, who fell upon 
us with cries of hate. These were men of the tribe of 
Banu Sulaim, sent by al-GhitrIf to carry back his daughter. 
He had not dared to violate the laws of hospitality under 
his own tents, but had wailed, according to desert 
custom, to attack us after we had moved away. He 
counted without the valour of Utbah and our warriors. 
We met their assault with great valour and, after killing 
many of them, put the rest to flight. Yet Utbah, my 
friend, took a lance-thrust in the battle and, when he 
had dragged himself to camp, fell dead in my arms. 
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Young Raiya gave a great cry and fell across the body 
of her lover; she mourned all night, and in the morning' 

o o ^ 

we found her dead of a broken heart. May Allah take the 
two of them into His mercy! We dug a grave in the sand 
and buried them side by side; then we returned in deep 
grief to Madinah. I finished what I had to finish in that 
place and returned to my own country. 

Seven years later, desire came to me to go on pil- 
grimage once more and my soul yearned to visit the 
tomb of Utbah and Raiya. When I came to the grave, I 
found it shaded by a fair tree of an unkno\vn kind, whith 
al-Ansarls had piously planted. I sat dowri weeping upon a 
stone in the shadow of the tree, and said to those who 
were with me: “My friends, tell me the name of that 
tree which weeps with me over tlie grave of lltbah and 
Raiya?” And they answered: “It is the Tree ol Lovers.” 
Dear Utbah, would that 1 rested with you in the peace of 
God beneath the shadow of that tree! 

Such is the tale of the Lovers’ Tomb, O auspicious 
King, said Shahrazad, and then, as she saw King Shahryar 
saddened by her story, she hastened to tell him of the 
marriage and divorce of Hind. 


THE DIVORCE OF HIND 

It is related that young Hind, daughter of al-Numan, 
was the most beautiful child of her time; she had 
borrowed her eyes, together with her slimness and 
lightness, from the gazelles of Allah. The fame of her 
reached the ears of al-Hajjaj, governor of Irak, and he 
asked for her in marriage. 1 ler lather would only let her 
go for a dowry of two hundred thousand silver dirhams 
to be paid before marriage, and a further two hundred 
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thousand to be paid in case of divorce. Al-Hajjaj accepted 
these conditions and took Hind to his house. 

Now the governor of Irak, to his great grief, was quite 
impotent. He had reached the world with an ingrowing 
zabb and obstructed anus, and, being thus deformed, 
had refused to draw the breath of life, until the devil 
appeared to his mother in human form and advised her 
to rear him on the blood of two black goats, a black buck, 
and a black snake. The mother followed this prescription 
and tbe child lived; but deformity and impotence, which 
are the gifts of Satan and not of Allah, stayed with him 
always. 

For a long time after he had taken her to his house, 
al-Hajjaj did not dare to approach Hind except by day; 
nor would he touch her in spite of his great desire to do 
so. Hind soon understood the reason for this conduct 
and lamented her case before her women. 

One day al-Hajjaj came to feast his eyes upon her 
beauty as was his custom; she stood with her back turned 
to the door, looking at herself in a little mirror, and 
singing: 

Oh, take awaj this purple dress 
And robe me in my cameVs-hair; 

For / oj flaming Arab blood 
Am mated to a gelded mule. 

The flutes are in the wilderness, 

The black tents of my tribe are there; 

Oh, save me from the multitude, 

0 desert death, be merciful. 

When al-Hajjaj heard Hind compare him with a mule, 
he left the chamber, a prey to sharj) disappointment, 
without his wife having noticed either his arrival ol 
departure. He sent for the kadi, Abdallah ibn T^ir. to 
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divorce him, and Abdallah appeared before Hind, 
saying: “O daughter of al-Numan, al-Hajjaj Abu Muham- 
mad sends you these two hundred thousand dirhams and 
has charged me to carry out the formalities of divorce in 
his name.” Then cried Hind: “Thanks, O thanks to Allah! 
My vow is lifted and I am free to return to my father’s 
house! O son of Tahir, you could have announced no 
better news than my liberation from this importunate 
dog. Keep the two hundred thousand dirhams as a 
reward for your most auspicious tidings.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of moniing 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Soon afterwards, the Kliallfah Abd al -Malik ibn 
Marwan heard tell of Hind’s incomparable beauty and 
wit, and sent to woo her for his wife. She answered him 
by a letter in which, after praise to Allah and respectful 
greeting, she said: “O Commander of the Faithful, a dog 
has dirtied the platter by sniffing at it with his nose.” 
The Khallfah read this letter with shouts of laughter, and 
sent the following reply: “O Hind, if the dog has dirtied 
the platter, we will wash it seven times and then puiiry 

it by the use to which we put it.” 

Hind saw that the Khallfah still desired her in spite o 
the difficulty, so she accepted him on one conditiom 
This condition she wrote in a letter, as follows: O 
Commander of the Faithful, I will only set out on my 
journey to come to you if al-HaJjaJ walks hare-foot beside 

my camel and leads it all the way. 

The Khallfah laughed even more and sent an order <J 
al-Hajjaj that he should lead 1 lind's camel by the bn e. 
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The governor of Irak dared not disobey this unpleasant 
order, so he went bare-footed to Hind's dwelling and 
took hold of her camel by the bridle. Hind mounted into 
her litter and all along the road made delightful game of 
her camel -boy. She said to her nurse: “Nurse, open the 
curtains of the palanquin a little.” The nurse put aside the 
curtains, and Hind threw a golden dinar down into the 
mud. Then she leant out and cried to him who had been 
her husband: “O chancellor, please will you pick up that 
silver piece?” Al-Hajjaj picked up the coin and returned 
it to Hind, saying: “It is a gold dinar, not a silver piece.” 
Hind laughed and replied: “Glory be to Allah, Who can 
change silver into gold in spite of the mud into which it 
has fallenl” Hajjaj recognised another humiliation in 
these words and became red with angry shame; but he 
lowered his head and stifled his resentment, for Hind 
was now the bride of the Khallfah. 

When she had made an end of this little tale, Shah- 
razad fell silent, and King Shahryar said: “These anecdotes 
are very pleasant, Shahrazad. Now I should like to hear 
some altogether marvellous story. If you do not know 
one, tell me so at once.” But Shahrazad cried: “Was 
there ever a more marvellous tale than the one 1 have in 
mind to tell you now? Is it permitted?” “It is permitted,” 
answered Shahryar. 

THE STRANGE TALE OF THE MIRROR 
OF VIRGINS 

And Shahrazad said to King Shahryar: 

It is related, O auspicious and high-minded King, 
that there was once, in the antiquity of time and the 
passage of the age and of the moment, a Sultan in the city 
of Basrah, whose name was Zain. He was an admirable 
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vouth, delightful to look upon, generous and valiant, 
noble and powerful; but, in spite of those gifts which 
set him above his time, he was a reckless prodigal and 
expert dissipater of gold, who, by large gifts to his 
greedy young favourites, hy expenses on women of every 
hue and size, and by continual purchase of new virgins 
at exorbitant prices, had at last exhausted even the 
immense treasures laid up by his warlike ancestors. One 
day his wazir kissed the earth between his hands, announ- 
cing that the chests of gold were empty and that there 
was not wherewithal to pay for the refreshment of the 
morrow; then , fearing that the stake would be his portion 
for such unwelcome news, he retired as quickly as he 
might. 

When the young Sultan learnt that all his riches were 
consumed, he repented that he had not set aside a 
portion for the black days of Destiny. He grew very sad, 
and said to himself: “Nothing remains to you, O Zain, 
except secret flight. You must leave the favourites whom 
you love, your girl mistresses, your women, your affairs 
of state; you must abandon the throne of your fathers to 
whomsoever comes to take it. It is better to be a beggar 
upon the road of Allah than a penniless and disrespected 
King. The proverb says: The grave is a faer place than 
poverty.” Revolving such thoughts as these, he waited for 
nightfall to disguise himself and slip from the palace. He 
was about to take up a staff and depart upon his way, 
when Allah the All-seer, the All-hearer, brought back 
into his mind the last recommendation of his father. 
Before dying, the old King had said to him: “Above all do 
not forget, my son, that, should Fate turn against you on 
any day, you will find a treasure in my Hall of Manu- 
scripts which will enable you to make head against all 
misfortune." 


m 
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Zain had forgotten these words, but now he remem- 
bered them and ran to the Hall of Manuscripts. He 
opened the door and entered, trembling with joy; but 
the more he looked and moved and examined, the more 
he overturned papers and registers, and muddled the 
annals of the reign, the less did he find gold or tlie smell of 
gold, silver or the smell of silver, or anything which 
looked at all like a precious stone. His breast could not 
contain his despair when he found nothing; he began to 
crumple and hurl the records of his ancestors in all 
directions and was stamping them under his feet in rage 
when he suddenly felt an object of hard metal beneath 
them. He drew this forth and, finding it to be a heavy 
casket of red copper, hastened to open it. Inside was 
nothing but a small piece of parchment, sealed with his 
father’s seal. Though Zain felt very disappointed, he 
opened the message and read these words: “Take a pick- 
axe, my son, and go to such and such a part of the palace; 
dig in the earth and trust in Allah.” 

Then said Zain: “It seems that I am to be a labourer and 
not a beggar. Yet it is my father’s will and I must not 
disobey.” He went down into the garden and, taking a 
pickaxe from against the wall of the gardener’s house, 
carried it to the place mentioned in the message, a cellar 
which stretched below the palace. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

Little Dunyazad rose from her carpet, crying: 
“Your words are very sweet and fresh and savoury, dear 
sister.” Shahrazad kissed the little one between the eyes 
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and answered: “They are nothing to those which I would 
give you to hear to-night, if our wise and exquisitely- 
mannered King permitted it.” “I permit it,” said Shahyrar, 
and Shahrazad thus continued: 

Zain took a lighted torch into the cellar and, by its 
illumination, began to tap the flooring with the handle 
of his pickaxe. When he discovered a place which gave 
back a hollow sound, he started to dig strongly and re- 
moved several of the paving stones without finding the 
least sign of treasure. Therefore he leaned against the 
wall and said to himself: “Since when has a King had to 
follow his Destiny into the bowels of the earth, instead of 
calmly and unlaboriously waiting for it?” Nevertheless, 
when he had recovered his breath, he continued rather 
hopelessly to remove the squares, until he came at length 
upon a heavy slab of white stone hidden beneath them. 
He lifted this and found under it a trap door fastened 
down by steel locks. He broke the locks with his pickaxe 
and opened the door. 

He found himself at the top of a magnificent white 
marble stairway which descended into a vast square hall, 
built of white Chinese porcelain and crystal. The ceilings 
and the columns of this hall were of sky-blue lazulite. 
When he came down into it, he saw that it contained 
four tables of nacre, upon each of which stood ten great 
urns, alternate porphyry and alabaster. “I wonder what 
those jars contain,” said he. “Probably my dead father 
filled them with old wine. If so it should, by now, be 
supremely excellent to drink.” He mounted on one of 
the tables and lifted its lid from an um. O surprisel O 
joy! O dance! It was filled to the brim with gold dust. 
Zain plunged in his hand without being able to reach the 
bottom of the j ar , and brought it out gilded and rippling as 
if with sunlight. He lifted the lid from a second um and 
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found it crammed with dinars of gold and golden sequins. 
He examined each of the remaining forty urns and found 
that those of alabaster were all filled with gold dust, and 
that their porphyry sisters were heavy with dinars and 
gold sequins, 

Zain trembled, expanded, blossomed with delight; 
he sang for joy and thrust the torch into a niche of the 
crystal wall; he pulled one of the alabaster urns towards 
him and let the gold dust run down over his head, over his 
shoulders, over his belly; he bathed with greater delight 
than he had ever known in the most delicate hammam. 
“Sultan Zain, Sultan Zain,” he cried, “do you remember 
that you were about to take a beggar’s staff and wander 
upon the roads of Allah? Lo, this golden blessing has 
descended on your head because you trusted in the 
Giver's generosity and did not hoard His gifts! Refresh 
your eyes, calm your dear soul; fearlessly spend this 
second treasure and trust in Him!” As he was speaking 
he had tilted the contents of all the alabaster urns on to 
the porcelain floor; next, from the urns of porphyry, 
he poured tinkling showers of dinars and sequins upon 
the heap of bright dust, until the urns were exhausted 
and the harmonious crystal walls had ceased their echo. 
Finally he plunged like a lover into this gold heap, while 
the torchlight splashed all the polished hall of white and 
blue with yellow stars and flames from the bosom of that 
cold golden fire. 

When the young Sultan had bathed in this gold and 
thus forgotten the misery which had threatened him, he 
rose, shining like a gold boy, and examined every detail 
of the hall with the utmost curiosity. He marvelled most 
that his father had been able to hollow out and build the 
place so secretly that none had heard of it. At last his eyes 
noticed in a small comer, tucked away between two 
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slim crystal columns, a little coffer, like, but much 
smaller than, the one he had found in the Hall of Manu- 
scripts. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He OPENED IT and found a jewelled key wrought in 
gold. “Perhaps this key opens the locks which I broke,” 
said he, “but, if that be so, how were they locked from the 
outside? This must be the key to something else.” He 
examined all the walls very carefully and soon found, 
in one of the china panels, a keyhole, into which he in- 
serted the key. He tried it and it turned. A door opened 
and led him into a second and more marvellous hall. It 
was made entirely of green earthenware with a gold gloss, 
so that he seemed to be in the hollow heart of a sea 
emerald. There was no decoration in this chamber, but, 
in the middle, under the dome, six girls stood silent on 
pedestals of solid gold and shone from themselves as if 
they had been made of moonlight. Zain went towards 
them in his surprise, to see them better and to greet 
them; but he found that they were not living and had 
each been carved out of a single diamond. 

“Where in Allah’s Name can my father have got such 
things?” cried Zain. He examined the girls more closely 
and saw that they ringed a seventh pedestal on which was 
no diamond girl, but a piece of silk which bore this 
message in coloured threads: 

My son, these diamond girls cost me many pains to get; but, 
though th^ are beautijul, you must not think that they are 
the most beautijul. There is a seventh girl, infinitely brighter 
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and fairer, who is worth more than a thousand of the others. 
If you wish to see that seventh and place her upon the waiting 
pedestal, a labour of love from which my death prevented me, 
you must go to the city of Cairo. There you will easily find an 
old faithful slave of mine, called Mubarak. Tell him what has 
happened and he will lead you to the place of the incomparable 
seventh girl. You will acquire her and rejoice your eyes for ever. 
The blessing of Allah be upon you, 0 Zainl 

When he read these words, the young Sultan said to 
himself; “I will go to Cairo without delay, for the seventh 
girl must be wonderful indeed if she is worth a thousand 
of the otliers.” He left the underground hall and, re- 
turning with a basket, carried some of the dinars and 
gold sequins to his own apartment. He worked late into 
the night, journeying to and fro unseen, until a goodly 
pile of the gold lay ready to his hand. Then he locked the 
door of the vault and retired to bed. 

Next morning he called his wazirs, amirs, and the 
nobles of his kingdom, and told them that he intended to 
go into Egypt for a change of air. He appointed his grand- 
wazlr, the old man who had feared the stake for his 
unwelcome news, to govern the kingdom during his 
absence. Then he departed without ceremony, attended 
only by a small band of chosen slaves, and, by Allah's 
grace, arrived without adventure at the city of Cairo. 

He could find no one of the name of Mubarak save the 
syndic of the markets, a very rich merchant who lived 
generously in a palace, the gates of which were ever open 
to the poor. Sultan Zain had himself conducted to this 
palace, where he was greeted by many slaves and eunuchs. 
These led him across a vast courtyard into a magnificent 
hall, where Mubarak waited upon a silken couch. As 
Zain approached, the old man rose in his honour and 
begged him to be seated, saying: “Dear master, blessing 
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has come into my house!” He spoke in friendly fashion 
to his guest on this and that, without being so rude as to 
ask his name or the reason of his coming. “O my host,” 
said Zain, “I have come from Basrah seeking one Mubarak, 
a faithful slave of the dead King, my father. I am called 
Zain; I am the present Sultan of Basrah.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Mubarak rose from his couch and threw himself at 
Zain’s feet, crying: “Praise be to Allah Who has brought 
master and slave together! Speak and I shall hear! I was 
your dead father’s slave. The man who has a son does not 
die. O son of my master, this palace is your palace, and I 
am yours.” Zain raised Mubarak and told him the whole 
story of his adventure. But nothing would be gained by 
repeating it in this place. “So you see,” he added, “I have 
come to Egypt that you may help me to find the seventh 
diamond girl.” “I am ready in all loyalty,” answered 
Mubarak, “I am still a slave; my life and my goods belong 
to you. But before we set out in search of this diamond 
giri, my lord, it would be better for you to repose ^^^cr 
your journey and allow a feast to be given in your honour.” 
“You say that you are a slave,” objected Zain, but you 
are free, because I make you so. You say that I had better 
rest, but I am not tired. Let us set out at once.” Seeing 
that the Sultan’s mind was made up, Mubarak kissed me 
ground before him a second time, in sign of thanks for his 
freedom, and then rose, saying: “Have you reflected on 
which we may encounter, my lord? Ihe 
is in the palace of the Old Man of the Three 


the. dangers 
diamond girl 
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Isles; and the Three Isles are forbidden to all who do not 
know the right conjuration. I am one of the few who may 
enter, but the undertaking is dangerous.” “I am ready for 
all danger in this quest,” answered the prince. “My 
breast is puffed with courage; I will seek the Old Man of 
the Three Isles.” 

Mubarak ordered his slaves to make preparation, and 
the two departed after ablution and prayer; for many 
days and nights they rode across plains and deserts, and 
over meadowland filled only by grass and the presence of 
God. Their eyes met ceaseless novelty upon the way and 
their surroundings were more strange as they advanced. 
They came at last to a prairie of inviting freshness, where 
Mubarak turned to the slaves, saying: “You will wait here, 
guarding the horses and the food, until we return.” Then 
he begged Zain to follow him, and said: “My lord, there 
is no might or help save in Allah! We are now on the 
threshold of those forbidden lands which hold your 
diamond girl. We must go on alone and without hesi- 
tation. We must be strong.” After walking for a long 
time, they came to the foot of a high mountain which 
barred all the horizon with its bulk. 

“What power will take us over this mountain, 
Mubarak? Who will give us wings to reach its top?” 
asked the prince, and Mubarak replied: “We have no 
need of climbing or of wings.” He took from his pocket 
an old book in which unknown characters were traced 
backwards, looking like the feet of ants; from this he 
read verses in a strange tongue before the mountain, 
waving his head from side to side the while. As soon as 
he had finished, the mountian rolled back on both sides, 
splitting in the middle and leaving a passage broad enough 
for one man. Mubarak entered this first and went forward 
resolutely, leading the prince by the hand. After an hour 
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of terrible journey they came to the other end of the 
split, and, as soon as they had gone out from it, the 
mountain came together again. So perfect was the join 
that it left no crack for the point of a needle. 

They found themselves on the borders of a lake as 
great as the sea; and far off upon it were three green 
islands. The shore on which the two adventurers stood 
was gay with flowers and trees which bent over to smile 
into the water; birds made melody among scented 
shrubs, and the heart was uplifted by that place. 

Mubarak sat down and said to Zain: “My lord, those 
islands are our destination." “But how can we reach 
them?” asked Zain. “Take no thought for that,” the other 
answered. “They are as fair as the gardens of Allah and 
soon a boat will come to take us to them. Only, my lord, 
I must beg you to make no sign of astonishment at what- 
ever you may see. Above all, be very careful not to start 
back, even if the boatman takes some imexpected shape, 
Finally, if you siy a word after we have gone on board, 
the boat will carry us both beneath the waves.” “I will 
keep my tongue between my teeth,” answered Zain 
earnestly. “I will imprison any surprise within my soul." 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As THEY WERE Speaking, a boat appeared so close to 
them upon the lake that they did not know whether it 
had come up out of the bosom of the water or floated 
down from the sky above. It was made all of red sandal- 
wood; its cordage was of silk, and it had a mast of fine 
amber. The sailor in charge wore the body of a man, but. 
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his head was an elephant's head, with two great ears 
falling and dragging on the ground like Hagar’s train. 
The boat stopped five yards from the shore, <tnd the 
elephant-headed boatman lifted each of the companions 
in his trunk and set them, light as feathers, in his vessel. 
Then he plunged his trunk into the water and, using it as 
oar and rudder both, put off from the shore. He raised 
his great ears and gave them to the wind above his head, 
so that they bellied out as if they had been sails. He kept 
turning them to catch the breeze and sent the vessel 
forward across the lake like a large bird. When they had 
come close to one of the islands, he took his two passen- 
gers again in his trunk and, after setting them gently upon 
the sand, put out and disappeared. 

Mubarak took the Prince by the hand again and led 
him into the interior of the island, following a path paved 
with jewels of every colour. They walked forward until 
they came to a magnificent palace built up of emeralds, 
surrounded by a moat, whose outer barik was planted at 
intervals with trees so tall that they shaded the whole 
building. Access to a great door of solid gold was given 
by a tortoiseshell bridge, six fathoms long and three 
broad. 

Not daring to cross this bridge, Mubarak halted and 
said to the Prince: “We can go no further. If we wish to 
see the Old Man of the Three Isles we must make a magic 
conjuration.” He drew four bands of yellow silk from 
beneath his robe and, keeping two himself, gave two to 
the prince. When he had fastened one band round his 
waist and placed one on his back, he bade Zain do the like. 
Then, drawing two light silk prayer-rugs from the same 
receptacle, he spread them out on the ground and 
sprinkled grains of musk and amber upon them, while he 
muttered incantations. Finally he seated himself cross- 
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legged on one of the rugs and, when the Prince had 
occupied the other, said to him: “I will now call upon the 
Old Man of the Three Isles. God grant that he be not 
angry when he comes! For I must confess I am not at all 
sure how he will receive us. If he be not pleased by our 
coming he is capable of appearing as a horrible monster; 
if, on the other hand , he is glad of our visit he will assiune 
the form of a very charming old man. In whatever shape 
he arrives, you must rise in his honour, without leaving 
your rug, and greet him most respectfully. Then you 
must say: 'O powerful master, O King of kings, behold 
we have entered into the majesty of your jurisdiction 
and passed through the door of your protection. I am 
your slave, Zain, Sultan of Basrah, son of that King whom 
the Angel of Death has carried into the peace of our 
Lord. I come to solicit of your power and generosity the 
same favours which you accorded to your servant, my 
father.’ Then, if he asks you what you wish, you will 
answer: ‘My lord, I wish the seventh diamond girl.'” 
“I will remember,” answered Zain. 

Mubarak began to make conjuration, fumigation, 
recitation, adjuration, and incantation, until the sun 
was covered by a shield of black cloud, from which 
sprang a red tongue of lightning, followed by a clap of 
thunder. A furious wind blew towards them and in it 
they heard a terrible crying; the earth trembled as it will 
tremble upon the last day when Israfil shall shake it apart. 

Zain was very frightened by these things, though he 
would not let his terror show. “It is a bad sign,” he said 
to himself; but Mubarak read his thought and smiled, 
saying: “On the contrary, the omens are excellent; all 

goes well, by Allah s grace. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-FIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Even as he spoke, the Old Man of the Three Isles 
appeared before them in venerable human form, but so 
beautifult hathe might only be surpassed by Him to Whom 
all beauty and all power belong. He went up to Zain, 
smiling as a father smiles upon his son; and the Prince 
rose in his honour upon the rug and bowed to the earth 
before him. He made those compliments and greetings 
which Mubarak had advised and then explained the 
object of his coming to the isle. 

The old man smiled even more pleasantly, and then 
said: “I loved your father very greatly. Each time he came 
to visit me I gave him a diamond girl and had her carried 
to Basrali myself, lest the camel-boys should damage her. 
But you must not think that I have any less friendship for 
you, O Zain, It was without solicitation that I promised 
your father to protect you and persuaded him to write 
those two messages which you found. I am very ready 
to give you the seventh diamond girl, who is worth a 
thousand of the others, but I ask for something in ex- 
change.” “As Allah lives, my lord, all that is mine is 
yours,” answered Zain, “and I include myself in saying all 
that is mine.” “But what I ask is not an easy thing, my 
child,” returned the old man with a smile. “I do not think 
that you will ever be able to find it. . . .1 require you to 
bring me a girl of fifteen who is at once beautiful and a 
virgin.” “If that is all you wish, my lord,” cried Zain, “the 
thing is easy. There is nothing commoner in our land 
than beautiful virgins of fifteen.” 

At this the old man laughed so heartily that he fell over 
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on his backside; when he had a little recovered from his 
mirth, he said: “Are they so easily found?” “I can bring 
you ten such,” answered Zain. “I have already had 
hundreds of such girls in my palace and much enjoyed 
depriving them of their quality.” The old man laugLd 
again and then said with a most pitying glance: “My child, 
what I demand is so rare that no one has been able to 
satisfy me yet. If you thought that the girls you had were 
virgins, you were the more mistaken. Women have a 
thousand ways of creating belief in a maidenhead which 
is not there; they have fooled the greatest tumblers of all 
time. As I see that you know nothing about such things, I 
will furnish you with a certain means of testing a girl’s 
state, without her knowledge, without touching her, 
without undressing her. This is important, as the virgin 
I want must never have been handled by a male or shown 
those parts of herself to the eye of man.” 

“By Allah, he is mad!” said Zain to himself. “If it is as 
difficult to tell a maiden as he pretends, how can it be 
done without seeing or touching?” He reflected for quite a 
while, and then cried: “I see it now! I will be able to tell 
;hem by their smell.” “Virginity has no smell,” answered 
die old man smiling. “By looking them straight in the 
jye, then,” cried Zain again. “An eye has no virginity,” 
■.aid the old man. “How then am I to tell, my lord?” asked 
^ain, and the other answered: “That is just what I have 
•romised to show you.” 

He then disappeared from their eyes and returned in 
moment carrying a mirror in his hands. “0 Zain,” said 
e, “I ought to tell you that it is impossible for a simple 
lan to know whether a woman is pierced or a virgin; 
lat is a knowledge belonging only to Allah or His Elect, 
s I cannot pass on my skill in this matter, I give you a 
lirror, which is a surer judge than any human. When 
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you find a girl of fifteen, whose beauty is perfect and 
whom you either suppose or have been told to be a virgin, 
look in this mirror and you will see her naked image. 
Have no fear of gazing upon it, for only a direct glance 
from man destroys virginity. If the girl be not a virgin, 
her history will appear to you great and yawning like a 
gulf, and the mirror become stained as with fog. But if 
Allah has kept the child’s maidenhead, the thing will 
seem no larger than a peeled almond, and the mirror 
remain pure and untarnished. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED'AND-TWENTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The old man gave the magic mirror to Zain, adding: 

“I hope thatDestiny will a/Jowyou to find the fiftecn-ycar- 
old girl whom I require. Do not forget that she must 
be entirely beautiful; for virginity means nothing without 
beauty. Also, take great care of the mirror, for its loss 
would bring misfortune upon you.” Zain reassured the 
Old Man of the Tliree Isles and, after taking leave of him, 
accompanied Mubarak to the lake. The man with the 
elephant’s head conveyed them across the water in his 
boat; the mountain oixncd to let them pass; they found 
the slaves in charge of their horses, and returned without 
adventure to Cairo. 

Prince Zain consented to rest for some days in 
Mubarak’s palace from the fatigues and emotions of their 
quest. “Surely the Old Man of the Isles is very simple,” 
he thought, “to give that diamond girl in exchange for a 
human virgin. Does he imagine that there are no maidens 
left on earth?” When he w'as rested, he called Mubarak to 



The Strange Tale oj the Mirror of Virgins 5^03 

him and said: “Lei ns rise up now and go to Baghdad and 
Basrali, wjicre little virgins are as many as locusts. We 
will choose the fairest of them all and exchange her for 
the diamond girl.” “Why go so far, my lord?” answered 
Mubarak, “Are we not in Cairo, the city of cities, the 
dwelling of wit, the preferred meeting place of the 
world’s beauty? Take no further thought for the search; 

I myself will undertake it.” “I low?” asked the prince, and 
the other continued; “I know a crafty old woman who is 
very expert in the matter of little virgins; she will find 
us what we want. I will hid her bring together all the 
fifteen-year-olds in Egypt and make a first choice of them, 
so that our task may be easier. I will promise her a 
generous commission and, whether the parents consent 
or no, she will leave no child untried in all Egypt. We 
will only have to choose the fairest Egyptian from her 
choice; if she is common we will buy her, if she is of 
noble family we will ask her hand in marriage and yoc 
can wed her in name alone. Then we will go to Damascus, 
Baghdad and Basrah, and, after testing the virginity of our 
candidates in the mirror, either purchase or marry those 
who most strike us with their beauty. When we have 
collected all that is fairest from each city, we can make 
a final choice with the a.ssurance of having found the 
greatest marvel of our time.” “Your plan is excellent!” 
exclaimed Zain. “Your wisdom is only equalled by your 
eloquence.” 

Mubarak sought out the unparalleled old bawd of 
whom he had spoken — she could have taught subtlety 
to the Devil — and, after giving her a large commis.sion 
in advance, told her his requirement. “The girl is destined 
to wed my master’s son,” he said, “therefore you need 
have no fear for your reward.” “Calm your heart and 
refresh your eyes, dear master, "answered tlic old w'^oman , 
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“I will consecrate my life to the finding. Also I have 
several fifteen-year-old virgins on my lists, all of incom- 
parable beauty and noble birth. When 1 bring them 
before you one by one, I warrant you will find it hard to 
choose out the most excellent moon in that array.” 

Thus spake the old woman in her ignorance of the 
mirror, and set out confidently to haunt the roads and 
avenues of her experience. She lost no time in bringing 
a first choice of fifteen-year-old girls to Mubarak’s palace, 
and led them in one by one, covered in veils and modestly 
casting down their eyes, to the hall where Zain and 
Mubarak sat with the mirror. If you had seen all those 
lowered eyes, candid faces, and little shy figures, you 
could not have doubted the purity of any; but none of 
these things deceived the mirror. Zain looked in the 
glass each time that a girl passed before him, and her 
reflection appeared naked to his eyes. Every part of her 
body was visible; each detail of her little history was 
thrown into relief as if it had been presented to him in a 
casket of diaphanous crystal. 

As each girl passed, poor Zain was far from finding a 
tiny object like a peeled almond; it astounded him to 
think into what gulfs his unaided judgment might have 
thrown the unfortunate Old Man of the Isles. As he did 
not wish to bring shame on any by discovering that which 
Allah had hidden, he never told the old woman the cause 
of his dissatisfaction, but contented himself with wiping 
the fog oflF the mirror. Spurred by the hope of gain and not 
in the least discouraged by her first failure, the old woman 
brought a second choice, a third and a fourth and a fifth; 
but die result was always the same. Multitudes and 
multitudes of Egyptian intimacies you saw, O Zain, of 
Coptish intimacies, of Nubian, Abyssinian, and Sudanese; 
of Moroccan intimacies, of Arab and Badawi; intimacies 
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of girls in every way beautiful and delightful; but never 
one that looked at all like a peeled almond I 

After this disappointment the Prince and Mubarak 
journeyed into Syria and hired a magnificent palace in 
the fairest quarter of Damascus. Mubarak entered into 
negotiation with all the old women whose business was 
with marriage and the like; and these old women, on 
their part, entered into negotiation with every kind of 
little girl, tall and short, Mussulman, Jew, and Christian. 
Knowing nothing of the magic mirror, they confidently 
brought their candidates into the hall where Zain waited; 
but, for all their modest mien, unsullied looks, quick 
blushing cheeks, and fifteen years, the Syrians were no 
more successful than the Egyptians. The old women were 
obliged to retire one after the other, trailing their noses 
to the ground. 

“It is extraordinary," thought Zain, and to Mubarak 
he said: “This does not seem to be the country for our 
purpose. Let us try elsewhere. I cannot rest for thinking 
of the diamond girl and I will in no wise give up my 
search.” “I do not think that anything will be gained by 
going elsewhere than Irak,” answered Mubarak. “There, 
surely, we shall find what we require. Let us prepare the 
caravan and depart for Baghdad, the City of Peace.” 

At this point Sharhazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Allah had decreed that Mubarak and the Prince 
should arrive safely in Baghdad, without meeting robbers 
on the way. As in Damascus, their first care was to hire a 
palace; the one which they chose stood upon the Tigris 

in II 
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and had a garden like the Khalifah’s Garden of Delights. 
They collected a large train of slaves and kept up a daily 
display of hospitality to all and sundry, ever distributing 
the broken meats among the poor. Now there was in that 
quarter a certain Imam named Abu Bakr who was a vile 
and common man, hating the rich simply because he was 
poor. Misery hardens a base heart, just as it ennobles a 
lofty heart. When he saw an abundance of Allah's gifts 
blessing the cloth of the new comers, he took them in 
aversion. One day, he went to the mosque for afternoon 
prayer and stood among the assembled people, crying: 
“O Believers, it is my duty to inform you that we have 
two strangers in our quarter, who ostentatiously spend 
great sums of money every day, simply to offend the eyes 
of the poor. We do not know these strangers; we do not 
know for certain that they are robbers who have come to 
spend in Baghdad the vast sums which they have stolen 
from the widow and orphan of their own country. But I 
adjure you, in the name of Allah and by the merits of our 
lord Muhammad (upon whom be prayer and peace!) to 
be on your guard against them and not to accept any of 
their false hospitality. For I am sure that, if our master 
the Khallfah learnt that there were such men in oUr 
quarter, he would hold us responsible for their ill-doing 
and chastise us because we sent him no warning. I wash 
my hands of the matter; I will have nothing to do with 
the strangers or with those who accept their bounty.” 
“You are right, O Abu Bakr!” replied the congregation 
with one voice. “We will send a complaint to the 
Khallfah and he shall enquire into their antecedents.” 
Then the people came out of the mosque, and the Imam 
returned to his own house to meditate a means of 
harming the two strangers. 

Mubarak soon learned what had happened at the 
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mosque and began to dread the threats of Abu Bakr, 
believing that, if the news became noised abroad, it 
would frighten away the old women. Therefore he put 
five hundred golden dinars into a bag and went to the 
Imam’s house. Abu Bakr opened to his knocking and 
crossly asked him what he wished. “O Abu Bakr, O our 
master the Imam," answered the visitor, “I am Mubarak, 
your slave. I come to you from the amir Zain, who has 
heard of your great learning, piety, and vast influence in 
the city; he wishes me to present his homage and say that 
he places himself entirely at your service. As a mark 
of good will, he sends this purse of five hundred dinars, 
as one loyally making a gift to his sovereign, and wishes 
to be excused for the smallness of the present when com- 
pared with the worth of the receiver. But, if Allah wishes, 
he will be able in the future to prove in some more 
substantial way the force of his obligation. He feels that 
he is lost in the boundless desert of your benevolence.” 

When Abu Bakr saw the purse and had made sure of 
the contents, his eyes became very soft, and he answered; 
“Dear Lord, I humbly implore pardon from the amir, 
your master, for any unconsidered language which I may 
have used about him. I repent most bitterly if I have at all 
been lacking in respect for him. Dear friend, I pray you 
to be my mouthpiece to speak to him of my contrition, 
my readiness to serve in anything. To-day I shall repair in 
public my quite accidental fault, and thus, I trust, earn a 
little of the amir’s regard.” Then said Mubarak: “I praise 
Allah for that He has filled your heart with good intent 
towards us, O Abu Bakr, our master! I beg you not to 
forget to honour our threshold with a visit, after the 
prayer, and ennoble the minds of us with your society. 
We know well, the amir Zain and I, that blessing will 
accompany your holy feet into our poor dwelling.” Sc 
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saying, he kissed the Imam's hand and returned to the 
palace. 

Abu Bakr went again to the mosque and cried among 
the Faithful: “O all Believers, O my brothers, there is 
none, however noble, who has no enemy; envy fastens 
like an asp to the feet of those whom Allah has blessed. 
I stand before you to-day in order to free my conscience 
and to assure you that the strangers, about whom I spoke 
yesterday with so little knowledge of my subject, are 
both, by a singular chance, endowed with a great 
nobility, exquisite tact, every virtue, and inestimable 
qualities of soul. The enquiries I have made have proved 
to me that one of them is an amir of exceedingly high 
rank, whose presence is an honour to our quarter. I call 
upon you to reverence these two strangers when you 
meet them, and to accord them the great respect which 
is their due. The peace of Allah be upon youl” 

Thus Abu Bakr destroyed the effects of his first speech, 
and then hastened to change into a new robe, whose 
skirts trailed upon the ground and whose sleeves fell 
nobly to his knees. Thus adorned, he made his way to 
Zain’s palace and entered the reception hall. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-TWENTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He bowed to the earth before the Prince, who 
answered his greeting with great cordiality and bade 
him be seated beside him upon the diwan. Food and 
drink were served and Mubarak joined in the eating 
and drinking. All three talked together like old friends. 
Delighted by the Prince's geniality, the Imam said; “O 
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my lord Zain, do you think of lighting our city with a 
long visit?” Now, in spite of his youth, the Prince was 
shrewd and quick to seize an advantage, so he replied: 
“My intention is to remain in Baghdad until my object is 
accomplished.” “And what is your noble object?” asked 
Abu Bakr. “Your slave would be delighted to help you in 
any way, for he is quite devoted to your interests.” Then 
said Prince Zain: “My object is marriage, O venerable 
sheikh. I want to find a girl of fifteen at once entirely 
beautiful and quite a virgin. Her beauty must be without 
its equal among the youth of her time and her maiden- 
head past cavil, both within and without. I came to 
Baghdad to find such a one, after having searched in 
Egypt and Syria without success.” “Such things are rare 
and very difficult to find,” said the Imam. “If Allah had not 
set me in your path, your stay would have been endless 
and the old women would have spent their time in vain. 
But I know exactly where such a pearl may be found; I 
will tell you, if you will allow me.” 

Zain and Mubarak both smiled at this. “O holy Imam,” 
said the former, “are you sure of the virginity of the girl 
you mention? And if so , how are you sure? If you have seen 
that thing in the girl, she is no longer a virgin in my 
sense; for true virginity resides as much in keeping the 
seal invisible as in keeping it unbroken.” “Indeed, I have 
not seen it myself,” answered the Imam, “but I will cut tyff 
my right hand if it be not as I say. Also, my lord, how 
can you or any man be certain before the marriage 
night?” “That is easy,” said Zain, “I have but to look at her 
for one moment, dressed and veiled.” Out of respect for 
his host the Imam did not wish to laugh, but he answered; 
“Our master must be more than ordinarily skilled in the 
science of reading faces, if he can determine the virginity 
of a strange girl by regarding her through her veil.” “Yet 
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it is as I say,” retorted Zain. “If it be possible, let me see 
the girl; I will reward your services at their just value.” 
“I hear and I obeyl” replied the Imam and at once set out 
upon his quest. 

Abu Bakr had told the truth when he said that he knew 
of a girl who would meet the Prince's requirement. She 
was the daughter of the chief of the Imams of Baghdad; 
her father had brought her up far from the eyes of men, 
in simple seclusion as the Book commands. She had 
blossomed like a flower in his home, having never looked 
upon ugliness. She was white and elegant, she had come 
without flaw from the mould of beauty; her eyes were 
black, her little hands and feet were fragments of the 
moon. She had all the grace of a circle on one side and of 
a straight line on the other; but that which lay between 
her columns, having never been seen, cannot be de- 
scribed. Perhaps the mirror, by Allah's aid, may be able 
to tell us of it in the future. 

Abu Bakr made his way to the house of his chief and, 
after the usual greetings, made him a long speech, 
sprinkled with texts, on the advisability of marrying 
little girls as soon as they were ripe. He explained the 
whole situation, and thus concluded: “This amir is noble, 
rich, and generous, ready to pay any dowry. He makes 
only one condition: that he shall first look upon the child 
for a moment when she is dressed and veiled and covered 
with the izar.” The girl's father reflected for an hour, 
and then said: “I see no objection.” He called his wife, and 
said to her: “O mother of Latifah, rise up now and take 
our daughter and walk with her behind Abu Bakr, our 
good son; for he will lead you to a palace where Fate 
awaits the child.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The wife of the sheikh of the Imams veiled herself 
and sought her daughter, saying: “O Latifah, your father 
wishes you to see the streets for the first time to-day.” 
When she had combed and dressed the child, she went 
out with her and followed ten paces behind Abu Bakr to 
the palace, where Zain and Mubarak waited in the re- 
ception hall. O Latifah, you went in with wide dark eyes, 
astonished above their little veil. You had never seen a 
man, save your venerable father, and you did not lower 
your eyes, for you knew not false modesty or false shame, 
or any of those false things by which girls learn to take 
the hearts of men. You were shy, but you looked straight 
forth with your black eyes, so that Zain's reason fled 
from him. He had never seen even the shadow of your 
beauty among the women of his palace or among the 
girls of Egypt and Syria. The reflection of you showed 
naked in the mirror and he could see, nestled like a little 
white dove between your thighs, a miracle sealed with 
the unbroken seal of Sulaiman (upon whom be prayer 
and peace!) He looked and rejoiced, 0 Latifah, for it 
had in every way the appearance of a peeled almond. 
Glory be to Allah, Who keeps the keys of every treasure 
for His Faithful! 

As soon as Prince Zain knew that he had found the girl 
he needed, he sent Mubarak to enter into negotiations for 
immediate marriage. Mubarak and Abu Bakr interviewed 
the child’s father and, after formally obtaining his con- 
sent, led him to the Prince's palace. Kadi and witnesses 
were sent for, a marriage contract was written out, and 
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the wedding was celebrated with unusual pomp, with 
feasting and rich gifts to the poor of that quarter. As the 
other guests were departing, the Prince kept Abu Bakr 
and said to him: “To-night we leave for a far country. 
Here are ten thousand golden dinars, a preliminary 
reward for your services. When I return to Basrah, I 
will be able to show my gratitude in some better way. 
Perhaps you would care to become my chamberlain." 
After giving his hand to the Imam to kiss, he commanded 
his folk to set out. The girl was placed in a camel litter; 
Mubarak went first, Zain brought )ip the rear, and the 
whole caravan started for the Three Isles. 

Their destination was very far from Baghdad and the 
journey took long months to accomplish. Every day the 
Prince felt himself drawn more and more by the charms 
of the little virgin who was his wife. He loved her with 
all his heart for her natural sweetness, and tasted true 
passion for the first time. He thought bitterly of the day 
when he should hand her over to the Old Man of the 
Three Isles, and would certainly have carried the girl to 
Basrah if he had not sworn to do otherwise. 

At length they entered the forbidden country and 
came to the isle by the same miraculous stages as before. 
After greetings and compliments, Zain gave back the 
mirror and presented the veiled girl to the old man. 
The latter took the mirror but did not use it, for his 
eyes were mirrors as he looked upon the child. After a 
long glance he threw his arms rovmd Zain's neck, and 
kissed him with effusion, crying: “I am indeed satisfied 
with your diligence; this damsel is all that I required. 
Her beauty is the one perfection of beauty upon earth, 
her virginity is above reproach, she is sealed as with the 
seal of our master Sulaiman (upon whom be prayer and 
peacel) Return now to your own place and, when you 
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enter the green earthenware hall, you will find the 
seventh diamond girl standing among the six others, 
outdoing them a thousandfold with her brightness. Now 
tell this child that you are leaving her and that all bonds 
are broken between you.” 

When Latifah heard this, she sighed and wept, for she 
had grown to love the handsome Prince. And Zain wept 
also, as he explained the contract which he had made 
with the Old Man of the Isles. “You are divorced,” he 
said, and went sobbing from that place, while Latifah 
swooned despairingly. 

Zain and Mubarak returned to Basrah, and, throughout 
the journey, the younger man bitterly reproached him- 
self for having deceived his bride. He would not be 
comforted, and stood desolate amid the great rejoicings 
which broke out in Basrah at his coming. He withdrew 
from the feasting and, in spite of Mubarak’s insistence, 
even refused to go down into the green underground hall 
and look at the seventh diamond girl. Mubarak was now 
wazir. He went on beseeching his master until at last he 
consented to visit the statues. Zain crossed the porcelain 
and crystal hall, whose floor flamed yellow with the rest 
of the gold, and entered the gallery of green earthenware. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He saw the six diamond girls standing in their places; 
but, on the seventh pedestal, there stood a naked smiling 
child, brighter than any diamond. For joy and stupe- 
faction he could not speak, but Latifah said: “It is indeed 
I. Alas, alas, I fear that you were expecting something 
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more precious.” “As Allah lives,” cried 2Lain, “I came 
down here with a broken heart. My father was right 
when he said that the seventh was worth a thousand of 
the rest.” 

As he spoke, there was a clap of thunder and the 
earth about them shook. The Old Man of the Isles 
appeared with a pleasant smile upon his face. He took 
Zain's hand and placed it in Latifah’s, saying: “Since your 
birth, my son, you have been under my protection. 1 
had therefore to think out some way of assuring your 
perfect happiness. At last I found this means and this 
treasure; a little virgin girl is more than diamonds; 
vmsullied beauty and youth is all the wealth and medicine 
of the soul.” The old man kissed Zain and disappeared. 

Latifah and her King loved each other with a great 
love through years of delicate and chosen life, until the 
Separator came. Glory be to the Sole Living Who knows 
not death! 

Shahrazad fell silent and King Shahryar exclaimed: 
“That was a strange and delightful tale, Shahrazad!” 
Shahrazad smiled as she replied: “O King, that mirror 
is not to be compared with the Wonderful Lamp.” 
“What wonderful lamp is that?” asked the King, and 
Shahrazad answered: “It is Ala al-Din's Lamp. I am just 
about to tell you of it.” Then she said: 


THE TALE OF ALA AL-DIN AND 
THE WONDERFUL LAMP 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there was once 
— ^but Allah knows all — in the antiquity of time and the 
passage of the age and of the moment, a poor tailor in a 
certain city of China. I do not for the present remember 
the name of that city. This man had a son, called Ala 
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al-DIn, who was backward in bookleaming and, from his 
earliest years, a most disappointing little rascal. When 
the child was ten, his father wished to have him taught 
some honourable trade; but, as he could not afford to 
pay for instruction, he had to be content with taking 
him into his own shop to learn the business of a tailor. 
The wayward lad, who was accustomed to wander 
about playing with his companions, could not constrain 
himself to stay in the shop for one whole day. Instead of 
attending to the work, he took every advantage of his 
father's absence or attention with a client to slip out 
and play in the streets and gardens with young urchins 
of his own inclination. His conduct continued to be so 
idle and disobedient that his father soon ceased from 
checking him, and let him go his own disastrous way. 
The poor man was stricken down by illness in the midst 
of his grief, but even his death did not turn Ala al-Din 
from his dissolute courses. 

Seeing that her husband was dead and her son good for 
nothing, Ala al-Din’s mother sold the shop with all 
which it contained, and, when the little money she 
gained from this sale had been expended, spun wool and 
cotton, day and night, to win food for herself and her 
child. 

Now that he no longer had a father to fear , Ala al-DIn 
gave himself up without restraint to his vagabonding 
tendency; he spent all his days away from home and 
only returned for meals. But, in spite of this, his mother 
fed him with her toil and wept as she worked. By the 
time Ala al-DIn was fifteen he was as handsome and well- 
built as you could wish; he had two black magnificent 
eyes and a skin of jasmine. 

One day, as he was playing with his friends in the 
square near the entrance to the market, a darwish, who 
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was a Moor, stopped and gazed attentively at the children. 
Soon his look became fixed on Ala al-Din to the ex- 
clusion of the others, and he watched him with an 
unwinking fire in his eyes. This darwish, who came from 
the far interior of Morocco, was a powerful magician, 
deeply learned in astrology and the reading of faces. He 
could move high mountains against each other by his 
sorcery. As he looked long at Ala al-DIn, he said to 
himself: “This is the lad I need; this is the lad for whom 1 
have searched, for whom I left Morocco.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Without losing sight of Ala al-DIn, he drew one of 
the other boys aside and asked him several questions 
concerning Ala al-Din’s father and mother, and what his 
name and position in life might be. Then, fortified by the 
answers which he had received, he went up to Ala al-Din 
with a smile, and led him into a comer, where he said: 
“My child, are you not Ala al-Din, the tailor’s son?” “I 
am Ala al-Din,” answered the boy, “but my father has 
been dead for a long time.” At these words, the darwish 
took the boy in his arms, and kissed him long on both 
cheeks, weeping tumultuously the while. “Why do you 
weep, my lord?” asked the astonished Ala al-Din. “Did 
you, by chance, know my dead father?” “My child,” 
answered the Moor in a sad and broken voice, “why 
should 1, who am your uncle, not weep, when I suddenly 
hear of the death of my poor brother? Sweet nephew, 1 
left my native land and confronted all the perils of a 
long journey, solely to see your father once again. And 
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now, alas, you tell me he is dead.” He paused for a 
moment, as if suffocated by his emotion, and then con- 
tinued: “Dear brother's son, my blood called to yours 
when I saw you; it singled you out among all your little 
friends. When I parted from my brother, you were not 
yet bom, he was not yet married; and yet I recognised 
you. That consoles me a little for his loss. Yet woe, woe 
to my head! Where are you now, dear brother, whom 
I longed to kiss? Alas, alas, who may boast that he has 
outstripped the feet of Destiny, or turned aside the 
prescription of our GodI” He embraced Ala al-Din again, 
and thus went on: “I give praise to Allah, my son, that I 
have met you. You shall be my consolation, and take 
your father's place within my heart; he who leaves a son 
does not die.” 

The Moor took ten gold dinars from his belt and gave 
them to Ala al-DIn, asking at the same time where his 
mother lived. Delighted by the gift and smiles of the old 
man, Ala al-Din took him by the hand and, leading him 
to one side of the square, pointed out the street in which 
his mother's lodging stood. Then said the Moor: 
“Give those ten dinars to my brother's wife, with every 
cordial and respectful greeting. Tell her that your uncle 
has voyaged' to this place after a long absence and that he 
hopes to visit her to-morrow morning. Say he is very 
anxious to greet her, to visit his brother's tomb, and to 
see those places in which the departed passed his life.” 

Ala al-DIn kissed the old man's hand and ran joyfully 
to his mother's house, arriving there an hour before the 
meal for the first time in his life. “Mother,” he cried, 
“my uncle has voyaged to this city after a long absence 
and sends you his greetings.” “Are you making fun of me, 
my child?” asked his astonished mother. “What uncle is 
this? Since when have you had a living uncle?” “A living 
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uncle?” retorted Ala al-Din. “The man is my father's 
brother. He took me to his breast, kissed me with many 
tears, and himself bade me announce his coming.” Then 
said his mother: “My child, 1 know very well that you had 
an uncle, but he has been dead for many years; I do not 
know since when you have had another.” The woman 
looked at her son strangely and, seeing him occupied 
with some other interest, forbore to speak further about 
his uncle that day. Ala al-Din, for his part, said nothing 
of the money which the Moor had given him. 

Next morning Ala al-Din left the house early; and the 
Moor found him in the same place, and with the same 
companions , as on the day before . The old man approached 
the lad and, taking him by the hand, embraced him 
tenderly; then he gave him two dinars, saying: “Hand 
these to your mother and say that your uncle will feed 
with you this evening. She will be able to buy excellent 
food with this money. . . Now show me the way to your 
house once more.” “Upon my head and eyes, dear uncle,” 
answered Ala al-Din, and again he pointed out the road 
which led to his mother’s house. The Moor then left 
him and he ran to his mother, holding out the two dinars, 
and crying: “My uncle is coming to eat with us this 
eveningl” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY -THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

When she saw the two dinars, Ala al-Din 's mother 
said to herself: “Perhaps I did not know all my husband's 
brothers.” She hastened to the market where she bought 
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the materials for an excellent supper, but when she 
would prepare them, she had to borrow cooking-pots 
and the like from her neighbours, because she had sold 
all her own. She spent her day in the kitchen and, to- 
wards evening, said to Ala al-DIn: “The meal is ready, 
but perhaps your uncle does not know the way to our 
house. Go out and wait for him in the street.” As Ala al- 
DIn was about to obey, there came a knock at the door; 
he ran to open and found the Moor standing outside 
with a porter, who carried a load of fruits, pastries, and 
refreshing drinks upon his head. Ala al-DIn led them 
both inside and, after the porter had set down his load 
and been dismissed with payment, brought the darwlsh 
into his mother’s presence. The old man bowed, and 
said brokenly: “The peace of Allah upon you, O wife of 
my brother!” Then, while the woman answered his 
greeting, he wept silently. “Where used the dead man 
to sit?” he asked and, when the place was shown to him, 
cast himself upon the ground, kissing and sighing: “Alas, 
alas, I am very distressed for you, vein of my eye, my 
brother!” Then he wept and lamented, with a face so 
wrung and such a heaving of his entrails that he seemed 
like to faint, and quite persuaded Ala al -Din’s mother 
that he was really the brother of her husband. She lifted 
him from the ground, saying: “My brother, you will kill 
yourself with weeping!” She went on sweetly consoling 
him imtil he was well enough to drink a little water and 
sit down to meat. 

When they were all seated round the cloth, the Moor 
spoke as follows: 

“Wife of my dear brother, you must not be surprised 
at thus seeing me for the first time, or blame me that I 
never made myself known to you when my brother 
was alive. Thirty years ago I left this country, and since 
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then I have wandered through Ind and Sind, and in 
Arabia, and in Egypt, where I abode in the magnificent 
city of Cairo, the miracle of the world. At last 1 set out 
for the further parts of Morocco, where I have lived for 
twenty years. 

“But one day, as I sat in my house, I began to think of 
my native land and my brother. Desire came to me to 
see the flesh of my flesh, so that 1 wept for my life’s exile. 
At length my longing grew so great that I determined to 
set out for the dear land which saw my head come forth 
when 1 was born. 1 said to myself: ‘O man, many years 
have slipped away since you left your native city and the 
home of your only brother. Before death comes to you, 
rise up and seek your kind; for none may reckon with- 
out the calamities of Fate, the accidents and revolutions 
of time. Would it not be great misery to die before you 
had set eyes on your dear brother, especially as he may 
be in poverty while Allah has blessed you with riches? 
It is possible for you to do two meritorious things at one 
time, to visit a brother and to succour him.’ 

“Therefore I rose and prepared for my journey. When 
I had made Friday’s prayer and spoken the Fatihah of the 
Koran, I mounted my horse and left home. After great 
peril and fatigue by the way, Allah brought me to my 
city. I wandered about tlie streets and quarters, hunting 
for my brother’s house, and Allah led me to a sight of 
this child, playing among his companions in the square. 
Hardly had I seen him, O wife of my dear brother, when 
I felt my heart blossom because of him. Blood called to 
blood, and I recognised my nephew. Then I forgot my 
weariness and well-nigh swooned for joy.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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pi 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said’ 

“But alas, his first news told me that my brother had 
passed into the high mercy of Allah. Do you wonder that 
I nearly fell down for grief? But perhaps the boy has told 
you how he consoled me by his resemblance to the dead, 
and by bringing to my mind the proverb: He does not die 
who leaves a son.” 

When the Moor had finished speaking, he saw Ala al- 
Dln’s mother weeping bitterly because of the memories 
of her husband which his recital had invoked; to change 
the dark current of her thoughts, he turned to Ala al-Din, 
and asked: “What trade have you learnt, my son? By what 
labour do you help your mother and gain a living for your 
little household?” 

Ala al-Din hung his head in shame, and his mother 
answered for him: “Did you say trade, O brother of my 
husband? A trade for Ala al-Din? As Allah lives, he knows 
nothing at all, nor have I ever seen a more contrary 
child! All day he runs about with the little scamps and 
vagabonds pf the quarter. My sorrow, his father died 
through disappointment in him, and now I myself am 
failing fast. My eyes are so worn by waking and weeping 
that I can hardly see to spin wool to buy us bread. O 
brother of my husband, I swear that he never comes 
home except for meals. Sometimes I am tempted to shut 
the door against him, that he may be obliged to work for 
his living; but my mother’s heart has not the strength to 
do so. Age comes, and I am getting very old; my shoulders 
can hardly bear the burdens as they used to do. My 
fingers can scarcely turn the spindle now. I think that life 

III KK 
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will soon betray me, even as Ala al-Din has betrayed 
me.” 

The old woman wept, and the Moor said sternly to 
Ala al-DIn: “1 did not know these things, my nephew. 
Why do you walk as a wastrel in a staggering path? Are 
you not ashamed, Ala al-Din? Such conduct does not suit 
a fine young man like yourself, well-bom and dowered 
with excellent brains. It dishonours you to let your poor 
mother work, when you are old enough to carve out a 
position for yourself and keep the two. Thanks to the 
goodness of Allah, there are a multitude of men in our 
city who could teach you every trade under the sun. You 
have but to choose, and I Will take it upon myself to pay 
the necessary fees. Then, when you are a man, you will 
have a trade to protect you from all the assaults of 
Destiny. If you do not wish to be a tailor, let me know 
what other occupation would suit you, and I will see that 
you are instructed in it.” 

Instead of answering, Ala al-Din continued to look at 
the floor in silence, as if to signify that he still preferred 
his idle life; so the Moor, understanding his repugnance 
to labour with his hands, tried to catch him in another 
way. “Do not let my insistence and suggestion offend you, 
or give you pain, dear nephew,” said he. “If trades seem 
unpleasant to you and you yet wish to become an honest 
man and worthy citizen, 1 am ready to open a fine shop 
for you in the great market and install you there. I will 
stock the place with costly stuffs and silk brocades, so 
that you may soon be on terms of equality with the great 
merchants. You shall become accustomed to buying and 
selling, taking and giving, and your reputation in the city 
shall be such that it will do no hurt to the memory of your 
dead father. What do you say to that, Ala al-Din?” 

When Ala al-DIn understood that he had the chance 
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of becoming a great merchant, dressed in foe clothes, 
with a silk turban and a beautiful belt of many colours, 
he rejoiced exceedingly and smiled at the Moor, leaning 
his head to one side, as if to say: “Most certainly I accept.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent . 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Understanding that his proposal was accepted, the 
Moor went on: “Now that you are willing to become a 
person of importance, a dignified merchant with a shop 
of his own, try to show yourself worthy of these things. 
Be a man, my nephew! To-morrow, if Allah wills, I will 
take you to the market and begin all by buying you a fair 
new robe, such as rich merchants wear, and the things 
which go with it. After that, we can look for an auspi- 
ciously situated shop.” 

Seeing this generosity and hearing these exhortations, 
Ala al-Dln’s mother blessed the goodness of God in 
sending her a relation to' save her from want and set 
Ala al-Din's feet in the way of right behaviour. She 
served the meal with a light heart, as if twenty years had 
dropped from her shoulders, and, while they ate and 
drank, the three chatted of Ala al-DIn’s future. The Moor 
began to initiate the boy into aspects of the life and 
behaviour of merchants, and easily succeeded in rousing 
his interest. Then, as he saw that half the night was spent, 
he took leave of Ala al-DIn’s mother and kissed AlS 
al-Dln. Before he left, he promised to return on the 
morrow, so that Ala al-DIn could not shut his joyful eyes 
all night for thinking of the delightful life which opened 
out before him. 
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Early next morning there was a knock at the door and , 
when the old woman went to open it, she found the 
Moor standing outside, faithful to his promise of the day 
before. He refused her invitation to enter and, when 
Ala al-DIn, who was already up and dressed, ran to wish 
his uncle good day and kiss his hands, he bade farewell to 
the woman and led the lad to the market. He entered the 
shop of the greatest merchant there, and asked for the 
costliest robe which the man had suitable to Ala al-Din’s 
figure. The merchant showed them many delightful 
dresses and the Moor bade Ala al-DIn choose which of 
them he would. Skipping for joy, the youth picked out a 
robe of striped and shining silk, a white turban decorated 
with gold, a Kashmir belt, and boots of bright red 
leather. The Moor paid for all without haggling, and 
then handed the package to Ala al-Din, saying: “Now 
we will go to the hammam, since before putting on new 
clothes a bath is both necessary and auspicious.” He con- 
ducted Ala al-Din into the private hall of the hanunam 
and, after washing him with his own hands, took a bath 
himself. Then he called for refreshments, and the two 
drank together and were content. At length Ala al-Din 
put on his robe of striped and shining silk, placed the fair 
turban upon his head, girt himself with the Indian belt, 
and put the red boots upon his feet. So dressed, he was 
more beautiful than the moon and held himself like a 
king's son. Glorying in his transformation, he kissed his 
uncle’s hand and thanked him for the gifts. “That is only 
a beginning,” said the Moor, as he embraced him. They 
left the hammam together and visited the shops of the 
merchants in the principal markets. In these places the 
Moor pointed out rare stuffs and costly ornaments to 
Ala al-Din, teaching him the names of everything, in 
order to prepare him for the time when he should buy 
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and sell. He took him to visit the remarkable buildings of 
the city, the chief mosques, and the great khans where 
the caravans put up. Then, after an inspection of the 
Sultan’s palace and its garden, he led him to the khan 
where he himself lodged and presented him as his nephew 
to the other merchants with whom he was acquainted. 
He invited them all to a feast in the boy’s honour and 
regaled them with the choicest meats, keeping Ala al-DIn 
by him at the cloth until the evening. 

At nightfall he led Ala al-DTn back to his house, and 
the boy’s mother, poor woman, rejoiced in her heart 
when she saw her son so magnificently habited. She 
blessed her brother-in-law a thousand times, saying:“0 
brother of my husband, even if 1 try all my life I shall 
never be able to thank you enough for your kindness," 
“There is no merit in what I do, no merit at all,” answered 
the Moor. “Ala al-DIn is my son and I must try to be a 
father to him, in place of the dead. Have no more care for 
him, but lift up your heart and rejoice.” Ala al-DIn’s 
mother held her arms on high, and cried: “I pray to Allah, 
by the honour of the old and the later saints, to guard you 
and lengthen your 1 ife for us , my brother , that you may be , 
as it were, a wing to shade this fatherless boyl And 1 
pray that he, for his part, will be ever obedient to your 
commands and do nothing of which you disapprove." 
“Have no fear,” replied the Moor. “Ala al-DIn has be- 
come a man of sense; he is a good boy and of a good 
family. I am confident that he will be a worthy descen- 
dant of his father and bring great joy to your declining 
years ... As to-morrow will be Friday and all the mar- 
kets will be shut, I shall not be able to open the shop as 1 
promised; but I shall do so without fail on the day after. 
To-morrow I will continue Ala al-DIn’s course of in- 
struction by taking him to visit the gardens beyond the 



The Thousand Nights and One Night 
city, where the rich merchants walk together. I wish him 
to become accustomed to the sight of wealth and breed- 
ing; for, until to-day, he has companioned only with 
children.” The old man took leave of the woman, kissed 
Ala al-Din, and retired. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Ala al-DIn lay awake all night pondering his good 
fortune, and rose with the first light to walk up and 
down the house in his new clothes, tripping, from time 
to time, in the unaccustomed skirts. When his im- 
patience told him that the Moor was late, he went to the 
door and there saw him approaching. He ran forward, 
like a young stallion, and kissed the old man’s hands. 
The Moor embraced him very kindly and led him away. 
They walked together, talking of many things, until 
they had passed the gates of the city and come to the 
notable houses and handsome garden-girt palaces which 
lie beyond. Ala al-Din had never seen these before, and 
was more and more delighted as each fresh one appeared. 
They went past the buildings into the open country and 
drew nearer the goal the Moor had set himself. Before 
they had gone quite far enough, however, Ala al-Din 
began to get weary and said; “See, my uncle, we have 
passed all the gardens and have nothing before us except 
that mountain. I am tired and hungry; may we not rest a 
little?” The old man drew a cloth filled with fruits and 
cakes from his girdle, and handed it to Ala al-DIn, saying; 
“These will appease your hunger and thirst, my son; but 
we must walk a little further to reach the marvellous 
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place I have in mind to show you. It has not its equal in the 
world. Be resolute for a little longer, Ala al-Din, for you 
are a man now.” He continued to encourage him with 
advice for the future, until they came to the foot of the 
mountain, at the end of a deserted valley filled only with 
the presence of God. 

This place was the Moor*s goal; to reach that valley 
he had left Morocco and come to China. 

“Here we are, my son,” he said, with a smile, to the 
weary boy, as he sat dovm beside him on a rock and 
tenderly put his arm about his neck. “Rest a little. I am 
going to show you something which the eyes of man have 
never seen before. Here and now you shall behold a 
garden more beautiful than all the gardens of the earth. 
When you have seen it, you will thank me and forget 
your weariness. More, you will bless the day when first 
you met me.” He allowed the boy to rest for a short 
while, round-eyed Avith astonishment to think that he 
should see a garden in that place of fallen rocks and 
withered shrubs. Then he said: “Rise up now, Alaal-DIn, 
and collect the dryest twigs and fragments of wood 
which you can find among these shrubs. Bring them to 
me, and you shall see the sight for which 1 led you hither.” 
Ala al-DIn went among the bushes, and collected a heap 
of dried twigs and brushwood, which he carried to the 
old man. “That is excellent,” said the Moor. “Now retire 
a few paces and keep behind me.” When Ala al-DIn had 
placed himself some distance behind his uncle's back, 
the Moor took a tinder-box from his belt and set fire to 
the wood; as soon as it crackled and blazed, he opened a 
tortoise-shell box and threw a pinch of incense from it 
into the flame. A thick smoke immediately rose, which 
he waved from side to side with his hand, muttering 
spells in an unknown tongue. Soon the mountain 



j 28 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

trembled, the rocks were troubled, and the earth gaped, 
leaving a hole ten cubits across. At the bottom of this 
hole appeared a horizontal marble slab, five cubits 
square, in the middle of which there was a copper 
ring. 

Ala al-DIn gave a frightened cry when he saw these 
things, and, taking the skirts of his robe in his teeth, 
turned his back and fled precipitately. But the Moor was 
upon him in a single bound, his eyes blazing with anger. 
Taking the terrified boy by the ear with one hand, he 
gave him a heavy slap across the face with the other, so 
that Ala al-Din turned giddy and sank to the ground. 

The Moor treated him thus harshly in order to have 
dominion over him once and for all, since, without his 
aid, he could never reach the object which he had in 
mind. He now lifted him kindly from the earth, and 
said sweetly; “I only struck you in order to make a man of 
you, Ala al-DTn. I am your uncle, your father’s brother, 
and you must obey me. Now listen carefully and do not 
miss a word of what I say. You have seen the earth opened 
by my spells and fimiigation, but I was only working for 
your advantage. Below that marble slab is a treasure 
written in your name and only to be opened in your 
presence. It will make you richer than all the kings of 
the earth. As a proof that it is yours, let me tell you that 
no one in the world except yourself could lift that slab. 
In spite of my great power, nay, were my power a 
thousand times greater than it is, I could not touch that 
copp'er ring, or lift the marble. Nor might I descend a 
single stair of those which lie beneath. Only you can 
undertake the opening of this treasure. Do as I bid you, 
and we will divide the mighty riches equally between us.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 



The Tale oj Ala al-Dln and the Wondcrjul Lamp 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Poor Ala al-DIn had quite forgotten his weariness 
and the buffet which he had received. “Tell me what to 
do and I will obey,” he cried; so the Moor kissed him 
many times on the cheek, and continued: “You are 
dearer than a son to me, Ala al-Dln. I have no other 
relation; you are my heir and my posterity. For your sake 
I undertook my far journey ; if I was a little short with you, 
it was only to chide you for turning your back upon your 
marvellous Destiny . . . First come down with me into 
the hole, take hold of the ring, and lift up the slab.” So 
saying, he jumped first into the hole and helped Ala al- 
Dln down beside him. “I am only a boy,” protested Ala 
al-DIn, “how can I lift so heavy a slab? If you help me I 
may be able to do it, but not otherwise.” “Ah, no, no,” 
answered the Moor. “If I set hand to it you could do 
nothing, and your name would be for ever taken from 
that treasure. Try by yourself and you will find that you 
can lift the marble as easily as a feather. As you take hold 
of the ring, say over your name and your father’s name 
and your grandfather’s name. That is all you have to do. 

Ala al-DIn took hold of the ring and tugged at it, 
saying: “I am Ala al-DIn, son of Mustafa, the tailor, son 
of the tailor, All.” The slab moved easily under his hand; 
he set it on one side and looked down into a cave, where 
twelve marble steps led to a double door of red copper 
studded with boltheads of the same. Then said the Moor: 
“Go down into the cave, my son, and enter by the copper 
door, which will open of itself at your coming. You will 
then find yourself in a monstrous cavern, divided into 
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three communicating halls. In the first hall you will see 
four mighty bronze jars filled with liquid gold; in the 
second, four silver jars filled with gold dust; and in the 
third, four gold jars filled with coined gold pieces. Pass 
these things by and hold your robe close in about yoiu* 
waist lest it touch any of the jars; for, if it do so, you will 
instantly be changed to a block of black stone. At the end 
of the third hall you will find another door, in all respects 
like this, which will lead you into a magnificent garden 
of heavy-fruited trees. Do not linger in that place either. 
Walk straight across and you will come to a columned 
staircase with thirty steps, climbing up to a terrace. Now 
pay even stricter attention. When you are on the terrace, 
you will see a niche facing you between columns and, in 
that niche, upon a pedestal of bronze, a little copper 
lamp. The lamp will be burning, but you must extinguish 
it and, after pouring its oil upon the ground, hide it 
quickly in your bosom. Do not fear for your robe; for 
that oil is not ordinary oil and will leave no trace . . . 
Then you must return to me by the way you have gone; 
though you may pause in the garden and eat some of the 
fruits, if you have a mind to them. When you come back 
to me with the lamp, we shall be rich and glorious for 
ever, my child.” 

The Moor then drew a ring from his finger and put it 
on Ala al-DIn’s thumb, saying: “This will guard you from 
all danger and preserve you from every evil. Be bold, fill 
full your breast with courage, for you are no longer a 
child. Nothing but good will come of this; we shall be 
rich and honoured for the rest of our lives when we have 
the lamp. . . Only be very careful to lift your robe high 
and hold it close in against you; otherwise you and the 
treasure will be lost together.” 

Then he embraced Ala al-Din, giving him many little 
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friendly taps upon the cheek. “Depart in safety, my dear 
child,” he said. 

Ala al-Din felt his heart puffed up with courage. He 
ran down the marble steps and, lifting his robe to his belt, 
went through the copper doors which swung aside to 
let him pass. Without forgetting a single one of his uncle's 
recommendations, he walked through the three halls, 
giving the jars a wide berth, hurried across the garden, 
climbed the thirty columned stairs and, reaching the 
terrace, walked over to the niche which showed opposite 
to him. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTY -NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He saw a lighted lamp standing on a bronze pedestal, 
took it in his hand, and emptied the oil upon the terrace. 
Then, seeing that the outside was also dry, he hid it in the 
bosom of his robe and went down from the terrace into 
the garden. 

He stood on the last step to look at the garden and 
gazed for the first time upon its trees. He saw that they 
bent beneath the weight of fruits unusual in form, size, 
and colour. Each branch of each tree bore fruits of 
different tints; some white and transparent like crystal, 
some with the troubled white of camphor, and some a 
blank white as of virgin wax. Some fruit was red like 
grains of pomegranate, and some blood-orange red; 
^ere were light green and dark green fruit; there were 
blue and violet and yellow, with an infinite variety of 
other colours. Ala al-DIn did not know that the white 
fruits were diamonds, pearls, nacre and moon-stones; 
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that the red were rubies, carbuncles, hyacinths, corals 
and camelian; that the green were emeralds, beryls, 
jade, prase and aquamarine; that the blue were sapphires, 
lapis, turquoise and lazulite; that the violet were 
amethyst, jaspers and sardonyx; that the yellow were 
topaz, amber and agate; and that those of unknown 
colours were opal, aventurine, chrysolite, cymophane, 
hematite, tourmaline, peridot, jet and chrysoprase. 
The sun scattered his rays through these jewels on to the 
garden, and the trees burnt as with magic fire. 

Delighted with their aspect, Ala al-Din went up to one 
of the trees and plucked some of its fruit to eat; but he 
found them uneatable and only in form like the oranges, 
figs, bananas, grapes, melons, apples, and excellent 
fruits of China. When he found that they were not for his 
taste, he supposed them to be made of coloured glass, 
and, though bitterly disappointed, set about plucking 
some as presents for his mother and young comrades. 
He selected many of each colour and went on stuffing 
them into his belt and pockets and inside his robe, until 
he looked like an ass loaded on both sides. Staggering a 
little under this burden, he carefully lifted his robe in at 
the waist and made his way safely through tlie three halls, 
without in any way touching their jars. 

As soon as he had gone out by the copper door and 
stood upon the first step of the stair, the Moor said 
impatiently: “Where is the lamp?” “I have it here in my 
bosom,” answered Ala al-DIn. “lake it out and give it 
me!” cried the Moor; but the boy rej)lied: “How can I 
give it you now, when it is all loaded away among the 
glass marbles with which I have stuffed my clothes? Let 
me come up, help me out of the hole, and I will set the 
marbles in a safe place, so that they cannot roll down 
the steps and break. After that I will be able to reach the 
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lamp and give it you. I am very sure I want to be rid oF the 
thing, for it has slipped round to my back and is bruising 
me.” The Moor raged at this delay, thinking that Ala al- 
Dln wished to keep the lamp for himself. So he cried out 
in a terrifying devil’s voice: “Son of a dog, give me the 
lamp or die!” Ala al-Dln, who did not understand this 
change of front and was terrified lest he should receive 
another slap, turned his back and prudently retreated 
into the cave, to wait for his uncle to become calmer. 

The Moor stamped and tore his beard, for the cave was 
forbidden to him by magic, and he could not follow Ala 
al-Din. “You shall be punished as you deserve, vile boy!” 
he cried, as he ran to the still smouldering fire and thi’ew 
incense upon it to an accompaniment of spells. The 
marble slab rose of itself and returned to its place; the 
earth trembled and shut again over the cave, leaving Ala 
al-DIn entombed beneath. 

As has been told you, this Moor was a redoubtable 
magician from the interior of Morocco. He was no uncle, 
no relation at all, of Ala al-Din; but an African, born and 
bred in that hotbed of evil sorcerers. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT wrrtN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

From his earliest youth he had avidly studied sorcery 
and spells, geomancy and alchemy, astrology, fumigation, 
and enchantment; so that, after thirty years of wizardry, 
he had learnt the existence of a magic lamp in some un- 
known place, powerful enough to raise its owner above 
the kings and powers of the world. Having penetrated 
the secret so far, he redoubled his labours and, by a last 
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supreme experiment in geomancy, learnt that the lamp 
was to be found in a cavern near the city of Kolo-Ka-Tse 
in China. He had started immediately and arrived, after a 
laborious journey, at that far place which we have al- 
ready visited. His first labour was to discover the exact 
site of the cave; when he had done so, he sat down at his 
divining table and learnt that the treasure and the lamp 
had been written, by the powers of earth, in the name of 
Ala al-Din, son of Mustafa. That is why he had sought 
out the boy and used his wiles to gain his friendship and 
lead him to the valley. He had been eager to obtain the 
lamp at once, so that he might keep it for himself and 
imprison Ala al-DIn for ever in the cave; but, as we have 
seen, Ala al-Din had retreated into the cave and been shut 
there without the lamp having changed hands. 

As soon as he had left the boy to perish of hunger and 
thirst, the Moor departed; probably for Africa. It is cer- 
tain that we will hear of him again. 

When Ala al-Din re-entered the cave, he felt the earth 
tremble and feared that the roof would fall in upon his 
head. He ran to the entrance, but discovered that the 
marble slab had returned to its place and was immovable 
against his pressure . He became very frightened and began 
calling loudly to his uncle for help, promising to give 
him the lamp immediately. It was only when there was 
no answer to his cries that he began to doubt if the Moor 
was altogether as he had given himself out. Considering 
that no real uncle would call his nephew a son of a dog, 
he gave up all hope of escape from that side and made his 
way through the halls towards the garden; but the door 
into the garden was shut fast against him. He ran back to 
the mouth of the cave and cast himself weeping on the steps 
below the slab. He was buried alive with all that useless 
goldl He sobbed and sighed as he thought, for the first 
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time in his life, of his mother’s goodness and the ingrati- 
tude with which he had repaid it. Death seemed to him 
the more bitter since he could not first delight his mother 
by some change in his behaviour, which would show her 
that he understood her excellence. As he grieved, he 
began to twist his arms and rub his hands together in 
despair, crying; “There is no power or might save in 
Allahl” The working together of his hands caused him to 
rub the ring which the Moor had given him as a pro- 
tection. The terrible old man did not know that this ring 
would save the boy’s life, or he would have tom it from 
him by force or wiled it away from him. All magicians are 
like this Moor: in spite of their evil power, they have 
not the prevision of ordinary men in simple matters. In 
their pride and self-confidence, they never appeal to the 
Master of all men; their minds are obscured by a smoke 
thicker than their fumigations, their eyes are veiled as 
with a kerchief; they totter among shadows. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-FIRST NIGHT 

had come 

SHE said: 

As SOON AS Ala al-DIn had unwittingly rubbed the ring 
upon his finger, he saw a great black Ifrit rise from the 
earth before him, with red flaming eyes, w'ho said in a 
voice of thunder: “/ am master of earth and air and wave; 
butslave of the ring and the wearer's slave. What will/ou have, 
master, what will you have?” Ala al-Din was terrified and 
would certainly have fallen into a swoon in any other 
place or circumstance; but, as he sat with death and 
hunger in the cave, this terrible apparition seemed a 
door of safety. He lifted up his heart, and answered: 
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“Master ot’ earth and air and wave, please let me out ol 
this cave.” 

Hardly had he spoken when the earth opened above 
his head and he found himself standing in the open air, 
near the spot where the Moor had lighted his fire. The 
Ifrit had disappeared. 

Trembling with joyful relief, Ala al-Din gave thanks 
to God for his deliverance from the Moor. When he 
looked about him and saw the city in the midst of its 
gardens in the distance, he hastened towards it, without 
once looking back. He reached home worn out and 
breathless, at midnight, to find his mother weeping with 
anxiety for his late return. She opened to him and took 
him in her arms as he fainted across the threshold. 

When he came to himself, his mother gave him a little 
rose-water to drink, and asked what had happened. 
“Mother, I am so hungry, ’’answered Ala al-Din. “Give 
me something to eat.” His mother brought him all the 
food which there was in the house and he began to eat it 
so eagerly that she cried: “Do not hurry, my son, do not 
hurry. You will crack your throat! I can wait for the 
story imtil you have finished. Eat more slowly, eat more 
slowly. Though Allah knows I was anxious enough. But 
take smaller mouthfuls, my child, take smaller mouth- 
fuls!” As soon as he had made the platter clean, Ala al- 
Din took the water] ar and emptied all its contents down 
his throat. Then, with a sigh of contentment, he said: 
“Now I can tell you my adventures with the wicked old 
man who said he was my uncle. He made me see death 
within two inches of my eyes! For all his tenderness, he 
was no uncle of mine. He was a Moor, a sorcerer, a liar, 
a cheat, a twister, a dog, a devil of all devils. Listen, 
mother to what he did . . . O mother I am glad to be rid 
of hin\Hi Tlien he took several long breaths and told his 
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mother the whole story. But there is nothing to be gained 
by repeating it in this place. When he had finished, he 
undid his belt and let the marvellous provision of trans- 
parent fruit fall upon the mattress, and the lamp tumbled 
out also . 

“To think that I risked my life for these silly thingsl* 
he said, and then, as he turned over the glinting jewels: 
“I am not a child, to play with coloured marblesl” 

His mother while listening to the tale of his misfor- 
tunes, had kept up a running fire of such curses upon the 
Moor as a mother’s anger may find in its extremity. Thus 
she was already calm and able to take her son to her bosom , 
saying: “Let us thank Allah that he has withdrawn you 
safe and sound from the hands of that wizard 1 He would 
have killed my child for a copper lamp not worth half 
a dirham! I was a fool. I might have known from his 
bleared eyes that he was an Unbeliever and no kin of your 
poor father.” She went on soothing Ala al-DIn until he 
fell into a sound sleep with his head upon her knees; 
then she carefully lowered him on to the mattress and 
lay down to sleep beside him. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When they, woke next morning, they kissed again 
with great love and Ala al-Din assured his mother that he 
now saw the errors of his youth. “I will work for you like 
a man,” he said, “I will go and seek employment this very 
day. But first I must have something to eat.” “Alas, my 
son,” answered his mother, “I gave you all the food we 
had in the house last night. Wait for a little and I will sell 
m LL 
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some of my spinning for bread and meat.” “Leave your 
spinning for the time, dear mother;” said Ala al-Din. 
“If you take that old lamp to the market you will surely 
get enough for it to feed iis during the day.” “You are 
right, my son,” agreed his mother. “Also to-morrow I 
will take out the glass marbles and sell them in the negro’s 
quarter, for black men will give the best price for them.” 

Ala al-DIn’s mother took the lamp and was just about 
to leave the house with it, when she noticed that it was 
very dirty. “If I- polish it,” she said, “I will get a better 
price.” She went to the kitchen and, mixing a little ash in 
water, began to clean the lamp. But the moment she 
rubbed the surface, an Ifrit of terrifying appearance 
surged out of the thin air towards her, his vast black head 
scraping against the ceiling. He bowed before her and 
said in a voice deafeningly loud: “/ am master oj earth and 
air and wave, but slave ^ the lamp, and the bearer's slave. 
What will you have, mistress, what will you have?” 

Ala al-Din 's mother, who was not used to such 
appearances, stood rooted to the floor with knotted 
tongue and open mouth. Then, from sheer terror, she 
fell forward in a swoon. 

Ala al-Din had been standing near his mother in the 
kitchen; now, seeing that the apparition was not so 
monstrously ugly as the one he had seen in the cave, he 
took the lamp from the old woman’s limp hand and held 
it firmly, saying: “O slave of the lamp, I am hungry. I bid 
you bring me an excellent repast.” The.Jinni vanished 
and re-appeared in a moment, bearing on his head a great 
tray of massive silver which held twelve gold dishes of 
scented and hot-tasting meats, six warm loaves as white as 
snow but gilded about their sides, and two large flasks of 
old clear excellent wine. In his hands he carried a stool of 
ebony inlaid with mother-of-pearl and silver, and two 
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silver cups. He arranged the contents of the tray upon 

the stool, and discreetly disappeared. 

Seeing that his mother still lay in her swoon, Ala al- 
Dln sprinkled rose-water over her face. This, combined 
with the fine smells steaming up from the dishes, soon 
brought the poor woman to herself. When he had helped 
her to her feet, Ala al-Dln said: “You need not be fright- 
ened, mother. Come and eat, for Allah has sent us that 
which is well worth eating. For pity’s sake, do not let 
everything get coldl” 

When she saw this wonderful meal spread out before 
her, Ala al-DIn’s mother forgot the cause of her fainting, 
and cried; “May Allah prolong the life of our noble 
Sultan 1 Surely he has heard of our poverty and sent one 
of his cooks to us with this tray ! ” “Dear mother ,” answered 
Ala al-DIn, “this is no time for supposition or question. 
Start eating before everything gets coldl” 

They fell to with great delight and were so tickled by 
the marvellous quality of the meats and wines that they 
joined the evening meal to the morning meal, without 
once rising from the cloth. When at last they could take 
no more, the old woman set aside the rest of the food for 
the morrow and locked the costly dishes in the kitchen 
cupboard. Then she returned to Ala al-DIn, who told 
her how the slave of the lamp had provided the repast. 

This news threw the woman into a violent agitation, 
and she cried: “My child, I conjure you, by the milk 
which gave you suck, to throw away that lamp and take 
off that ring; for they are the gifts of devils. I would die if 
I saw such an Ifrit again! I feel the food rising up in my 
tliroat to stifle me I The Prophet (upon whom be prayer 
and peace!) commanded us to have no dealings with the 
powers of earth and air.” “I would obey you in anything,” 
answered Ala al-Din, “but I cannot throw away the lamp 
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or tKe ring. The ring saved my life in the cave and the 
lamp must be equally precious, since it could bring us 
our food and also entice that evil Moor to journey from 
his far country. But I will hide the lamp, if you like, so 
that you need never set eyes on it.” “Do as seems good to 
you, my son,” answered his mother. “I for one will have 
nothing more to do with the slave of the ring or the slave 
of the lamp. Never mention them in my hearing, in case 
the speaking of their name should cause them to appear.” 

At this point ShahrazSd saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Though the two had finished the rest of the food 
early on the following day, Ala al-DIn did not wish to 
have recourse to the lamp again so soon, for fear of 
frightening his mother. Instead he took one of the gold 
plates and, hiding it under his robe, carried it forth to a 
certain Jew who was craftier than the devil. The Jew 
examined the plate, scratched it a little with his finger 
nail, and said in a voice entirely devoid of interest: “How 
much do you want for it?” “You know its value better 
than I do,” answered Ala al-DIn, who had no knowledge 
at all of precious metals. “I am willing to rely on the good 
faith of your estimate.” At once the Jew, who was satis- 
fied that the dish was of pure gold, took a single dinar 
from the drawer in the wall and gave this coin, which 
represented, perhaps, a thousandth part of the dish's 
value, to Ala al-DIn. “Take it, my son, take it,” he said. 
“By Moses and Aaron, I would never have given such a 
great sum to another; but I hope to persuade you to deal 
with me in the future.” Ala al-DIn clutched the dinar and 
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ran off in the highest feather, so that the Jew bitterly 

regretted that he had not given less. Had there been a 

chance of his overtaking the boy’s young feet, he would 

certainly have gone after him and tried to drive a better 

bargain. 

Ala al-Din got change by buying bread from a baker, 
and ran to give the bread and money to his mother. “Go 
and buy us food, dear mother,” he cried, “for I am not 
clever enough.” His mother bought food, and on that 
day they ate and were content. 

After that, it became Ala al-DIn’s custom, when the 
money ran out, to go to the market and sell another gold 
plate to the Jew. The poor old man was obliged to give 
him a dinar each time, as he had so rashly paid that price 
on the first occasion, and feared that the boy would go 
elsewhere . When the twelve dishes were gone , Ala al-Din 
wished to sell the large silver tray and, as it was too 
heavy to carry, brought the old merchant to see it. “I 
can give you two dinars for that,” said the Jew, and the 
boy was so delighted that he threw in the two silver cups 
as a make- weight. 

Thus Ala al-Din and his mother were able to live for 
several days longer. The boy, who had quite renounced 
his old companions, spent all his time in the markets, 
talking seriously to merchants and persons of distinction, 
and learning many useful things from their conversation. 

When the two dinars were exhausted, Ala al-Din 
warned his mother so that she might leave the house, and 
then rubbed the lamp again upon that part of it which 
still shone from the old woman’s application of water 
and ashes. The Jinni appeared and said, quite gently 
because the lamp had been rubbed gently: “/ am master of 
earth and air and wave, but slave oJ the lamp and the bearer s 
slave. What willjou have, master, what will/ou have?” “Slave 
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of the lamp, I am hungry,” said Ala al-DIn. “I wish exactly 
the same meal as you brought the first time.” The Jinni 
disappeared and returned in the twinkling of an eye with 
all things as before. 

Soon the old woman returned to the house and was 
again astonished by the tempting sight and savour of the 
dishes. In spite of her wholesome fear of wizardry, she 
sat down with her son and ate until she had had enough. 
Even after that, the two continued at the cloth, being 
pricked on by the quality of the food, until they had 
lengthened out the morning meal into the evening meal, 
and night had fallen. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNdReD-AND-FORTY -FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As SOON AS the remnants of this repast were finished, 
Ala al-DIn took one of the gold dishes to the market, 
meaning to sell it to the Jew; but, while he was passing 
the shop of a venerable Mussulman goldsmith, renowned 
throughout the city for his fair dealing, the sheikh called 
him by name and invited him to enter. “My son,” said the 
old man, when the boy was seated, “I have often observed 
you pass in the market, hiding something under your 
robe. Then following you with my eyes, I have seen you 
enter the shop of my neighbour the Jew, and come out 
from it without your hidden burden. Now I feel that I 
ought to tell you a thing which your few years could not 
have told you; that Jews are the sworn enemies of the 
Faithful and consider it lawful to rob them on every 
occasion; also that this Jew is the most dishonest and 
detestable of all, filled beyond his kind with hatred of 
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those who believe in Allah. If you have something to sell, 
show it to me first and I swear, by the truth of our God, 
that 1 will assess its value justly, so that you may know 
what yoXi are about when you sell it. Show me what is 
under your robe, and Allah curse all Jewsl” 

Ala al-DIn did not hesitate to show his gold dish to the 
jeweller, and the sheikh after casting an eye over it, 
asked: “How many of these have you sold to the Jew, 
and what did he give you for each?” “I have sold him twelve 
at a dinar each,” answered Ala al-Din. The venerable 
goldsmith flew into a righteous rage, and cried: “Ah, the 
cursed Jew, son of a dog, grandson of Satanl” Then he 
weighed the dish in his scales, and went on more calmly: 
“This dish is made of the finest gold and is worth two 
hundred dinars. One way and another, the Jew has robbed 
you of more in a day than his tribe could take from us 
in a week; for we are on our guard against them now. 
Unfortunately we cannot have the Jew impaled, for lack 
of witnesses; but in the future you will know how you 
stand ... If you wish it, I will give you two hundred 
dinars at once for your dish; but if you would rather have 
it valued by any other merchant, I will pay something 
over his highest offer.” As he had no reason to doubt the 
goldsmith's probity, Ala al-Din took the two hundred 
dinars. And, later, he sold the other eleven dishes at the 
same honest price. 

Though Ala al-Din and his mother became rich in this 
way, they did not abuse the blessings of Allah, but con- 
tinued to live modestly, giving their surplus to the poor 
and needy. Also Ala al-Din continued his instruction in 
refinement, by assiduously frequenting the great mer- 
chants and men of high quality who met in the markets. 
Soon he had learnt good manners and was able to mix on 
terms of equality with goldsmiths and jewellers. At their 
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shops he soon perceived that the fruits which he had 
brought back from the garden and had supposed to be 
coloured glass marbles, were in reality gems beyond the 
price and imagination of kings. As he was now much wiser 
than before, he spoke of this discovery to no one, not 
even to his mother; but collected the jewel fruit from the 
cushions and comers of the couch, and hid them in a 
locked box which he bought especially. The wisdom of 
this conduct was soon to be proved inmost glorious fashion. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

One day, when he was talking with certain merchant 
friends outside a shop, two of the Sultan’s heralds passed, 
clearing their way with long sticks, and crying: “Mer- 
chants and citizens, let it be known that our great- 
hearted master, the King of time, the lord of minutes and 
of centuries, bids you shut your shops and hide im- 
mediately behind the closed doors of your houses. The 
pearl of all pearls, the gentle, the marvellous Badr al- 
budur, youngest of the moons of God, daughter of our 
Sultan’s glory, will pass through the streets to bathe at 
the hammam. May her bath be delicious 1 If any dare to 
disregard this order and peep through doors or windows, 
he shall have his choice of the sword, the stake, or the 
scaffold. This notice is hereby given to all who wish to 
keep the blood within their necks.” 

On hearing this proclamation Ala al-DIn was seized 
vnth an irresistible desire to see the Princess Badr al- 
budur, for the greatness of her beauty was common talk 
among the people. So, instead of returning home as all 
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the rest of the citizens had made haste to do, he ran to 
the hammam and hid himself behind the great door, in 
such a position that he might look through the crack 
of it and see the Sultan's daughter passing to the bath. 

He had only been in place for a few minutes when a 
crowd of etmuchs appeared, making way for the prin- 
cess's train. Ala al-Dln saw her among her women, a 
little moon outshining a host of stars; but, when she 
came to the threshold, she vmveiled her face and he was 
dazzled with unimagined sunlight. She was fifteen, 
neither more nor less; when you had seen her, you found 
the letter alif crooked in your reading, the young branch 
of the ban a clumsy thing, a crescent moon of no account 
after her brow. The lids hiding her black eyes were two 
rose leaves, her nose was as faultless as a king’s sword, 
her neck was as soft as a dove's, her small chin smiled; 
surely she had been washed to that whiteness in the 
fountain Salsabil. A poet said of her: 

You have decked your hair with a wing torn from night 
To make the brow white. 

You have enchanted your eyes with black kohl 
To trouble the soul, 

And have made spells on your cheek with a burnt rose 
To shatter repose. 

The blood sang twice as quickly through Ala al-Din's 
head; he learnt beauty for the first time, and knew 
suddenly that all women were not old and ugly like his 
mother. This fair discovery struck him to stone behind 
the door, and it was many minutes after the princess 
had passed into the hammam before he had strength to 
slip from his hiding-place and totter to his house, 
suffering the great change of love. “Who could have 
thought such beauty?” he murmured to himself. “Glory 
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be to Him Who made and painted her with perfection!” 
His head was buzzing with such considerations when 
he entered his mother’s presence, and fell motionless 
before her upon the diwan. 

His mother anxiously questioned his appearance, but 
he would not answer; she brought him meats, but he 
would not eat. “What is the matter, my child?” she asked, 
“Are you ill? Have you any pain?” “Let me alone,” he' 
answered after a long silence. Then, as she insisted, he 
ate a little of the food in silence, keeping his eyes upon 
the cloth; and, greatly to his mother’s anxiety, he re- 
mained in that state of dream and pale languor until the 
morning. 

When day dawned, his mother questioned him 
again with tears in her eyes, saying; “In the name of 
Allah which is upon you, my son, tell me what is the 
matter and do not torture me any longer by your silence. 
If you have taken any ill, I will go for the doctor . . . 
There is a very famous Arab physician in our city now; the 
Sultan sent for him especially. The miracles of his 
learning are upon every tongue. Shall I not fetch him 
for you?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Ala al-DIn lifted his head and answered sadly: “I 
am not ill. I am quite well. Only I thought that all women 
were like you. Yesterday I found out that this is not so.” 
“What are you talking about, Ala al-Din?” asked his 
mother, and he continued: “I know what I am talking 
about. I have seen Princess Badr al-budur going into the 
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hammam. I have learnt the meaning of beauty, and now 
I am good for nothing. I shall know no rest, my wits will 
not return to me, until 1 have won her in marriage from 
the King, her father.” 

Ala al-Din 's mother thought that he had gone mad, 
and cried: “The name of Allih be about you, my child! 
Think of your lowly station, and calm yourself!” “I am 
not mad and I shall not calm myself,” answered Ala al- 
Din. “Nothing will make me give up the fair Badr al- 
budur. The more you talk, the more determined I shall 
be to ask her from her father.” “Do not say such things!” 
cried the old woman. “If the neighboiu-s hear you and 
report your words to the Sultan, you are lost. Even if 
you have taken this fatal resolution, who will you get to 
carry your petition?” “To whom could I give such a 
delicate commission except to you, dear mother?” he 
replied. “I have every confidence in you and feel sure that 
you will carry the business to a successful conclusion.” 
“I will do nothing of the kind!” she exclaimed. “I am not 
mad; I have not forgotten that you are the son of one of 
the poorest tailors in this city and that I myself, your 
mother, come of a scarcely better line. This princess will 
be given only to sonae son of powerful kings.” Ala al-Din 
reflected for a moment and then answered: “I have con- 
sidered these difficulties for many hours, but they have 
not changed my determination. If you really love me as a 
son, I beg you to do as I ask. If you will not, my death 
shall follow as a matter of course and you will lose me. 
For the last time, dearest mother, remember that I am 
your son.” 

The old woman burst into tears, and sobbed: “I am 
your mother, sweet son, you are the very stone of my 
hearths fruit. I have wished for nothing in the world but 
to see you married before my death . If you wish to marry, 
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I will go at once and find some woman who is your 
equal. . . . But even then, I will not know what to 
answer when they ask me of your trade and profit, of 
your inheritance and property ... So how, if I am 
certain of rebuff among lowly folks, could I ask the King 
of China for his only daughter? Reflect for a moment and 
you will see that the thing is impossible. I know that our 
Sultan is great-hearted and never sends one of his subjects 
away emptied-handed or without justice done; I know 
that he generously rewards the least merit which is 
brought to his notice; but what have you done to merit 
the smallest of his favours? What gift have you, however 
humble, to lay at his feet with your petition?” “You have 
touched the marrow of the matter I” exclaimed Ala al- 
Din. “If a rich gift can get me what I wish, I can carry off 
the prize from any man on earth. Those coloured fruits 
which I brought you from the hidden garden, esteeming 
them to be valueless glass marbles, are precious stones 
of such rarity that no king on earth has ever seen the like. 
If you wish to judge the matter for yourself, with the eyes 
of your inexperience, bring me a large china dish from 
the kitchen and I will show you.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

In a bustle of astonishment Ala al-Din’s mother ran 
to the kitchen and brought a large clean white dish to her 
son. Ala al-Din had already taken the magic fruits from 
their hiding-place; now he ranged them with infinite 
skill upon the dish, grouping and contrasting them in 
form, size, and colour, until the old woman's eyes were 



The Tale oj Ala al-Din and the Wonderful Lamp 
dazzled, and she cried out: “O beautiful, beautiful!" 
Then she shut her eyes against these brilliant fires. “I 
admit that your present will be accepted,” she said. “The 
difficulty is not in that. It is in myself, your messenger. 

I could never sustain the presence of the King’s majesty; 

I should either stand before him tongued-tied or else 
swoon to the ground in my confusion. Even supposing 
that I were so insane as to carry your message, how could 
I couch your request? What would happen? Either they 
would think me mad and I should be thrust from the 
presence, or else the King would be thrown into a 
violent rage and punish the two of us most terribly. 
Again, if neither of these things happened and the Sultan 
was pleased to accept your present, he would ask 
me who you are, who was your father, what you do, how 
much you make, and the like; and I would have to say 
that you have no trade and that your father was the 
poorest tailor in all the city.” “Do not worry about that,” 
answered Ala al-Din. “The Sultan will never ask you such 
questions, when he sees my gems of marvel spread out, 
like fruit, upon a dish. Do not exercise your mind over 
difficulties which will never come, but go about my 
business with an assured heart; for you must remember 
that I have ^ lamp which is more than all the trade and 
profit in the world.” 

He went on speaking to his mother with such warm 
assurance that she was at length convinced, and made 
ready for her interview by putting on the most beautiful 
garments which she possessed. When she had tied the 
dish of gems into a shawl, she left the house and made 
her way to the palace. She pressed into the audience 
hall behind a crowd of suitors and took her place among 
the front rank, in an attitude which betokened humility 
even amid the humble bearing of that silent crowd. 
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When the King entered, followed by his wazirs, amirs 
and guards, the chief scribe stood before the throne 
and called to the petitioners one by one. Each cause was 
judged upon its merits, there and then, so that some 
went away exulting, and others cast down; but the 
greater part were not called for lack of time. Among 
these last was Ala al-Din’s mother, because she had not 
the courage to speak or thrust herself forward. 

When the sitting was over and the King had retired 
there was nothing left for the poor old woman except to 
take her way sadly back to her own house, where Ala al- 
Din waited impatiently at the door. As soon as he saw his 
mother returning with the dish, he feared the worst and, 
dragging her into the house, stood before her, looking 
very yellow in the face, and questioned her with his eyes. 
The woman told him all that had passed. “You must ex- 
cuse your mother this time, my son,” she said. “I am not 
used to palaces, and the sight of the King so troubled me 
that I could neither speak nor thrust myself forward. 
But to-morrow, if Allah wills, I shall be braver.” Though 
he was grieved at the delay, Ala al-Dm rejoiced that the 
worst had not happened, and consoled himself with hope 
throughout the night. Next morning his mother went 
again to the palace, carrying the dish in a shawl and 
telling herself, as she walked, that she had quite con- 
quered her timidity. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

SHE said: 

She entered the dIwan and placed herself in the 
front rank before the throne, but again terror held her 
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down and she could do nothing to draw attention to her- 
self. The sitting ended and she returned sorrowfully to 
tell Ala a\-Dln of her unsuccess and promise that things 
would go better on the morrow. Ala al-Din was obliged 
to lay in a new stock of patience. He lectured his mother 
on her lack of resolution, but his words had little effect, 
for the poor woman went to the diwan on the six follow- 
ing days, always taking the dish with her, and always too 
bashful to press her suit. She would certainly have gone 
on in this way for a hundred days, until Ala al-Din was 
dead of despair, had not the King himself noticed her at 
length and been filled with curiosity about her. At the 
diwan 's end on the tenth day, he turned to his grand- 
wazir, saying: “That old woman, who holds something 
done up in a shawl, has been here regularly for many days 
and yet has asked for nothing. What does she want?” 
Though the grand-wazir knew nothing of Ala al-Din’s 
mother, he would not be at a loss for an answer, and 
therefore replied: “She is one of the many old women 
who come to the diwan upon some foolishness, probably 
someone has sold her some rotten barley, or a neighbour 
has used bad language, or her husband has beaten her.” 
But the King would not be put off in this way. “I wish to 
question her,” he said. “Bring her before me.” The wazir 
placed his hand to his brow in sign of assent and led the 
old woman trembling to the foot of the throne, where 
she fell rather than prostrated herself, and kissed the 
earth as she had seen the other suitors do. She stayed 
thus abased until the wazir touched her on the shoulder 
and helped her to rise. Then said the King: “I have seen 
you come to the diwan for many days and stand here 
asking nothing. Tell me what you desire and I will have 
justice done.” Encouraged by this kindness, Ala al-Din s 
mother answered: “May Allah pour His blessings upon 
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the head of our master the Sultan I Before making her 
plea, O King of time, your slave begs for the promise of 
security, in case her words seem strange or offensive to 
the royal ears.” The great-hearted Sultan promised 
security and ordered the hall to be cleared so that the 
woman might speak freely. When none but the grand- 
wazir remained, he said kindly: “You may speak, for the 
hand of Allah is upon you, O woman.” Then Ala al-DIn's 
mother, who had quite recovered her fortitude, spoke 
up, saying; “I ask pardon beforehand for the strange 
audacity of my request.” This roused the Sultan’s curi- 
osity, and he hastened to reply: “Speak quickly and with a 
quiet mind, my woman; for I pardon all that you say and 
ask.” 

Ala al-DIn’s mother again prostrated herself before the 
throne and again called down the blessings and favours of 
Allah upon the King. Then, without reservation, she told 
all that had happened to Ala al-DIn since the criers had 
gone about the streets, bidding the citizens keep their 
houses while the Princess Badr al-budur went proces- 
sioning to her bath. When she had painted a picture of 
Ala al-DIn ’s love despair, she fell into a confused silence 
for a moment, and then said in a low voice: “It only 
remains for me to entreat you, O King of time, not to 
blame me for my son’s madness, or punish me because 
my mother’s heart could refuse him nothing.” 

The King had listened carefully but, when the old 
woman had made an end, he laughed benevolently, in- 
stead of flying into a temper, and said: “Now tell me 
what you have hidden in that shawl.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FORTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Ala al-DIn's mother undid the shawl and silently 
presented the plate of jewel fruit to the King; the whole 
diwan was lighted up as if by coloured torches, and 
the Sultan fell back on his throne, hiding his eyes. 
Then he took the dish in his hands and fingered the mar- 
vellous stones one by one for a long time. At last he 
turned to his wazir, crying: “By the life of my head, here 
is beauty indeed. These fruits are the most delightful of 
all time! Have you ever seen, nay, have you ever heard 
that anyone dreamed of the like?” “I do not think that 
anyone has dreamed of the like, O King of time,” 
answered the wazir. “These stones are, each of their kind, 
without a parallel; a single one of the smallest is worth all 
my master’s treasure.” “Then do you not think that this 
young Ala al-DIn, who sends them to me, is worthier of 
my daughter’s hand,” asked the King, “than any king’s 
son in the world?” 

The wazir changed colour at this question, which he 
neither expected nor desired, for he had an ardent son 
to whom the King had promised Badr al-budur. After a 
perplexed silence, he answered sadly: “You are right, O 
King of time. But perhaps your Highness forgets that the 
princess is promised to my son. I ask you, as a favour, to 
allow me a delay of three months in which to find a fairer 
and more costly dowry for my son than this young 
stranger’s gift.” 

The King, who was an expert in gems, knew that 
no one might find him a present equal to the marvels 
which he had justreceived; but, ashe didnot wishtogrieve 
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his wazir unduly, he answered kindly enough: “I grant 
you that delay; but, if you cannot find a dowry equal to 
or excelling these bright fruits which Ala al-Din sends 
me, I can do no more for your son, even in memory of 
your good and loyal service.” 

Then he spoke affably to Ala al-Din’s mother: “You 
may return joyfully and in peace to your son and tell him 
that his request is granted. Tell him that my daughter is 
already betrothed to him, but that the marriage cannot 
take place for three months, as fitting garments and 
furnishing could not be procured in a less time.” 

Ala al-DIn’s mother lifted her arms to heaven, praying 
for the King’s long life, and then flew on the wings of joy 
back to her house . Ala al-Din saw her face lighted with 
happiness, and asked: “O mother, am I to live or die?” 
The old woman sat down wearily on a couch and lifted her 
veil, as she answered: “I have good news for my Ala al-Din. 
The King’s daughter is betrothed to you already. Your gift 
has been well received, but your marriage cannot take 
place for three months. That delay, I am sure, was 
granted at the secret solicitation of the grand-wazir, a 
most calamitous old man, who doubtless has his reasons. 
But I trust in Allah that nothing but good will come, and 
that your wild dreams will be made true, my dearest 
son. . . Allah confound that wazir and even him with the 
lowest of the people, for my heart misgives me con- 
cerning his whisperings in the King’s ear. If it had not 
been for him, I am sure our good King, who was so 
transported by the jewels you sent him, would have 
allowed the marriage to take place to-day, or to-morrow 
at the latest.” 

Without pausing for breath, she gave Ala al-Din a full 
account of what had happened at the diwan, and cried 
when she had finished: “May Allah guard the life of our 
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glorious King and preserve my son for the joys which 
wait upon his Destinyl” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Ala al-Din luxuriated in his contentment and cried 
out: “Glory be to Allah, Who has covered our house with 
His blessing and given a princess of most royal blood into 
our linel” He kissed his mother’s hand with many 
thanks for her kindness, but the old woman took him 
to her heart and embraced him tenderly, pouring forth 
wishes for his prosperity and with them mingling tears 
that her husband, the tailor, could not be there to view 
the proud destiny of their wilful son. 

From that time they impatiently counted the hours 
which separated them from the joyful ending of the three 
months’ delay, and occupied themselves in feasting and 
giving alms to the poor, so that the Rewarder of all men 
might see that they were worthy of His generosity. 

Two months had passed in this way when Ala al-Din ’s 
mother, w^ went out every morning to the market to 
buy necessaries for the marriage, noticed, as she walked 
along laden with a thousand packages both great and 
small, that the shops were decorated and hung with 
leaves, lanterns, and coloured flags which stretched 
across the way; that the streets were packed with palace 
dignitaries, clad in ceremonious brocades and riding 
upon noble horses; and that the shop keepers and people 
rich and poor alike were bustling about with cries and 
demonstrations of unusual joy. She asked the oil-mer- 
chant with whom she dealt what festival this might be, 
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which caused such commotion of joy among the people; 
and the man answered in a shocked voice: “Surely you are 
jesting! Anyone would think that you were a stranger in 
our city, not to know that this is the bridal day of Prin- 
cess Badr al-budur and the grand- wazTr's son. She will 
soon be coming out of the hammam; these splendid gold 
riders are the guards of her escort.” 

Ala al-DIn’s mother waited to hear no more; for- 
getting the rest of her purchases, she fled through the 
markets and arrived at her own house breathless with 
sorrow and indignation. She sank upon the couch and, 
when Ala al-Din ran to her, gasped out: “Destiny has 
turned an evil page for you, my son I All is lost. Your pro- 
mised happiness has withered away!” “What terrible 
thing has happened?” cried Ala al-Din in a fright, and she 
continued: “Alas, alas, the Sultan has forgotten his oath. 
To-day he marries Badr al-budur to the son of that pitch- 
faced old man, the grand- wazir, whom I so much sus- 
pected. All the city is decorated for this evening.” Fever 
leaped into Ala al-Din ’s brain and he stood shaking for 
a moment, as if he would have fallen dead; then he 
remembered the wonderful lamp and gained control of 
himself. He turned to his mother and said calmly: “I do 
not think the wazir’s son will taste those sweets to-night. 
. . Do not trouble any more about the matter; rise up 
and prepare food. . . With Allah's help I shall see what 
is to be done.” 

Ala al-Din’s mother prepared a meal which her son ate 
heartily. Afterwards Ala al-Din shut himself in his own 
room, begging her not to disturb him, and, after locking 
the door, took the magic lamp from its hiding place. As 
soon as he rubbed it in the required spot, the Ifrit of the 
lamp appeared before him, crying: “/ am master of earth 
and air and wave, but slave of the lamp, and the bearer* s slave. 
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What will you have, master, what will you have?” “Listen 
carefully, O slave of the lamp,” answered Ala al-Din, 
“for now it is no question of bringing me meat and drink, 
but a matter of much greater importance. The Sultm 
receiveda present of jewels from me, and promised me 
the hand of his marvellous daughter, Badr al-budur, in 
marriage. He insisted on a delay of three months and, 
during that time, has forgotten his oath. He is marrying 
the girl to his wazir’s son, without even returning me my 
present. This I cannot allow, and I have called upon you 
to help me to prevent it.” “Speak, O Ala al-DIn, my 
master,” said the Ifrit. “There is no need for you to give 
me these long explanations. Command and I shall obey.” 
“Very well, then,” answered Ala al-Din. “This evening, 
when the newly married couple are put to bed, and 
before they have had time even to touch each other, you 
must carry the bed here to me. 1 will look after the rest.” 
“I hear and I obey!” replied the Ifrit, as he carried his hand 
to his forehead and disappeared. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-HRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Ala AL-DiN went out to his mother and sat talking 
with her as calmly as if nothing had ever threatened his 
marriage. When evening came and the old woman went 
to bed, he returned to his chamber and locked himself in 
to await the coming of the Ifrit. So much for him. 

When the feasts and ceremonies, the receptions and 
rejoicings had finished in the palace, the bridegroom was 
led into the marriage-chamber by the chief eiuiuch, who 
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speedily retired, shutting the door behind him. The 
young man undressed and, lifting the curtains, lay down 
in bed to await his bride. Soon she was led in by her 
mother and the women of her train, who undressed her, 
clad her in a simple silk chemise, and took down her hair. 
Then they placed her in bed as if by force, while she 
tried, or seemed to try, to fight against them and escape. 
As soon as she was cduched beside the wazlr s son, the 
women retired with many wishes for a worthy con- 
summation, and the mother went last, shutting the door 
with that heavy sigh which is customary upon such 
occasions. 

As soon as the two were alone together, even before 
they could have given each other the least caress, they 
felt their bed lifted into the air; in the twinkling of an eye 
they were haled out of the palace and set down in a place 
which they did not know. But we know that it was Ala 
al-DIn’s chamber. As they lay motionless for fright, the 
slave of the lamp prostrated himself before Ala al-DIn, 
saying: “I have done your bidding, my master. Tell me 
what more you require.” “Take this young pimp and shut 
him in the privy for the night,” said Ala al-Dln. “To- 
morrow morning return for orders.” The slave of the 
lamp roughly lifted the wazir’s son from the bed and, 
carrying &m to the privy, thrust his head into the hole 
of it; then he breathed upon him a cold and stinking 
breath which stiffened him like wood in that position. 

When Ala al-Din found himself alone with the prin- 
cess Badr al-budur, he did not dream for a moment of 
abusing her situation, though he loved her with a great 
love. Instead, he bowed before her with his hand upon 
his heart, and said passionately: “O Princess, you are 
safer here than in your father s palace. I have only carried 
you to this unknown place in order that you need not 
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submit to the vile caresses of the wazir’s idiot son. 
Though you were promised to me in marriage, I shall 
not even touch you until you have become my lawful 
wife.” 

The Princess, who knew nothing of her father’s 
promise to Ala al-Din, wept and did not answer; so the 
boy, to calm her and prove that his intentions were not 
evil, laid himself fully dressed by her side upon the bed 
and placed a naked sword between them. Then he turned 
his back and slept as calmly as if he were alone in his 
bachelor’s bed, with Badral-budur, for whom he longed, 
a thousand miles away. 

Her trouble and fright prevented the princess from 
shutting an eye all night; she lay a prey to tumultuous 
thoughts until the morning. Though it must be admitted 
that she had less to complain of than her husband, with 
his head in the hole of the privy and his body petrified by 
the Ifrit’s breath, it is equally true that neither could look 
upon their wedding night as altogether satisfactory. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

Next morning, the slave of the lamp presented him- 
self before Ala al-Din without being summoned. As the 
youth was not awake, the Ifrit called to him and thus 
greatly terrified the princess who could see no one there. 
Ala al-Din rose from the bed and, going apart with the 
slave of the lamp so that Badr al-budur might not hear 
what he said, bade him bring the wazir’s son from the 
privy, replace him in the bed, and return the bride and 
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groom to the spot from which he had taken them in the 
Sultan's palace. “Above all,” he said, “watch over them 
and prevent any attempt at a caress.” The JinnI withdrew 
the shivering young man from the privy and placed him 
at the princess's side; then he transported them to the 
marriage-chamber in the King’s palace, so quickly that 
they could not see who or what had lifted them. Perhaps 
this was as well, as one sight of the slave of the lamp might 
have frightened them to death. 

Hardly had the bridal bed been set down in its proper 
place, when the King and Queen entered to ask after and 
congratulate the young pair upon their marriage night, 
and to be the first to wish them a long li fe together . Moved 
by the occasion, they came up to the bed and kissed their 
daughter tenderly between the eyes, saying: “May your 
union be blessed, child of our heart! May you see the 
fruit of this night stretching far down the years in beauty, 
glory and nobility 1 How has the night been? How has your 
husband behaved?” Then they fell silent, waiting for an 
answer; but lo, instead of the fresh and smiling face which 
they had hoped to see, tear-stained cheeks were turned 
towards them, and instead of the joyful answer, they 
heard sobbing. 

They went round to the husband's place and would 
have questioned him, but he had slipped from the room the 
moment they had entered it, to wash away the vile matters 
with which his face was slubbered. Supposing that he had 
gone to the hammam to take that bath which is usual 
after the consummation of a marriage, they turned again 
to their daughter and asked anxiously for the cause of her 
distress. As she continued silent, they supposed that it 
was the shame of a first night which held her so, and that 
her tears were the tears of circumstance; therefore they 
stood quietly by to give her time to collect herself. But 
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as the moments passed and her tears showed no signs of 
abating, the Queen said tartly: “Are you going to answer, 
my girl? Enough of these airs! I was once a bride myself; 
but I had better manners than to behave like a flustered 
hen. Surely you owe your father and myself a little 
respect?” Finding herself deserted on all sides, the 
princess felt that she must speak; so she answered with a 
heavy sigh: “Allah pardon me if I have been lacking in 
respect, but I am sad and troubled and confused by what 
happened in the night.” Then she told all which had 
passed, as it had seemed to her: that she had felt the bed 
move beneath her as soon as she lay by her husband's 
side; that it had been transported from the marriage- 
chamber to some room in an unknown house; that her 
husband had been taken away from her and replaced by a 
handsome youth who had slept by her all night, with a 
sword between them, and made no offer to caress her; 
that her husband had been returned to her in the morning, 
that the bed had been carried back to the palace, and that 
the bridegroom had slipped away to wash off a whole 
collection of horrible matters which smeared his face. 
“Even as he left me,” she said, “I saw you two come in to 
wish me happiness. Woe, woe, for death only remains 
to mel“ She hid her face in the pillows and sobbed as if 
her heart would break. 

The Sultan and his wife looked at each other with the 
whites of their eyes; their foces fell into oasts of deyair, 
for they supposed that the taking of her virginity had sent 
their daughter mad. Not wishing to dismrb her further, 
the Queen bent over her and said coaxingly: 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“Dear child, a first night is always like that; but do 
not tell anyone, for these things are not usually spoken 
and people might suppose that you had gone mad. Get up 
now and think no more about it; also wear a smile, if you 
can, for I do not wish your sorrowful looks to spoil the 
forty days of festival which are taking place throughout 
all our kingdom. Think no more about it, and you will 
soon forget what has happened.” 

The Queen called her women to make Badr al-budur’s 
toilet, and went out with her astonished husband to find 
her son-in-law. She met the wretched young man coming 
from the bath, and began to question him; but he hid the 
whole matter, fearing to be made a laughing-stock, and 
answered: “Why should you question me so strangely? 
Nothing out of the ordinary has happened.” This reply 
confirmed the Queen in her belief that the princess was 
suffering from some nightmare or shock to the brain; 
so she said: “Glory be to Allah that all has passed off with- 
out imdue pain ! I beg you to be very gentle with your wife, 
my son, for she is delicate.” 

Then she left him and returned to direct the day's 
revels from her own apartment. 

Ala al-DIn made a good guess as to what had happened 
at the palace, and passed the day in enjoyment of the ex- 
cellent trick which he had played upon the wazir’s son. 
But, towards evening, as he felt that it would be in- 
judicious to allow his rival any respite, he rubbed the 
lamp, and said to the Jinni: “Go to the Sultan’s palace, 
O slave of the lamp, and, as soon as the bride and bride- 
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groom are in bed, bring them to me as before.” The slave 
of the lamp disappeared and returned almost immediately 
with the bed, which he set dovm in Ala al-Din’s chamber. 
Then he took away the wazTr’s son and fixed him again 
with his head in the privy. Ala al-Dln took the empty 
place beside the Princess, placing a naked sword between 
them, and, turning to the wall, slept calmly till dawn. 
On the morrow the Ifrit brought back the husband and 
returned the bed to the palace. 

The King, who was more anxious than before for news 
of his daughter, came alone to the marriage-chamber, 
fearing to bring the Queen with him lest she should give 
rein to her bad temper. As soon as the wazir's son heard 
his step approaching, he leaped from the bed and hurried 
from the room to cleanse himself at the hammam. The 
Sultan came up to his daughter and tenderly embraced 
her, saying: “I am sure you have not had that terrible 
nightmare again, my dear. Tell your father how you 
passed the night.” Instead of answering, the Princess burst 
into tears and hid her face in her hands, that she might 
not see the astonished anger of the King. Her father gave 
her time to calm herself and then, as she went on sobbing, 
drew his sword and cried terribly: “I ^wear that I will cut 
off your head if you do not tell me the truth at oncel” 

This second terror overcame the first in the mind of 
poor Badr al-budur, and she answered in a broken voice: 
“Have pity, dearest father, and do not be angry with me; 
for, now that mother is not here, you will be able to 
listen to me. When you have heard me, I am sure you will 
be sorry, and guard me from the terrible death which 
seems to wait for me. If I have the same experience again 
to-night, you will find me lifeless on the bed to-morrow. 
Therefore have pity, and give me a compassionate hear- 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Being relieved of his wife's presence and having a 
kindly heart, the King soothed and consoled his daughter. 
When her tears were dry, he said: “Now tell your father 
exactly what happened to put you in such a fright.” The 
Princess laid her head upon his breast and told him the 
whole terrible history. “And now, dearest father,” she 
concluded, “you had better question the wazir's son, if 
you wish to confirm what I have said.” 

The Sultan felt his eyes fill with tears because of the 
love which he bore his daughter. In his perplexity, he 
cried: “Alas, my child, it was my fault for marrying you 
to a young wretch who cannot take care of you. I only 
wished your happiness, my dear; how could I tell that you 
would be frightened to death? Now I will call that young 
fool and his father, and strictly demand an explanation. 
Whatever they say, you need have no further anxiety, for 
I promise on my life that these things shall not happen 
again.” He left his daughter in charge of her women and 
returned to his apartments, raging with bitter anger. 

He summoned his grand-wazir, and cried at him in a 
terrible voice: “Where is that little pimp, your son? 
What has he told you about these last two nights?” “I 
cannot guess the reason of your concern, O King of time, 
answered the wazir. “My son has told me nothing that 
would explain your rage. With your permission, I will go 
and question him.” The wazir ran from the presence, bent 
double with mortification, and soon found his son in the 
hammam, washing oflF the foul substances which covered 
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him. “You dog,” he cried, “why have you not given me 
the truth? If you do not tell me what has happened during 
these last two nights, this day shall be your last.” The 
young man hung his head, and answered; “Alas, my 
father, shame prevented me from telling you of the vile 
treatment to which I have been subjected; for I could not 
defend myself nor form a guess as to the author of my 
woes.” Then he told his father the whole story in all its 
details. But it would be useless to repeat it in this place. 
“I would rather be dead than live such a life,” he groaned. 
“Before your face, my father, I swear the oath of triple 
divorcement. I beg you to seek out the King and per- 
suade him to declare that my marriage with his daughter, 
Badr al-budur, is null and void. That is the only way by 
which I can get any peace; I would much rather sleep in a 
bachelor's bed than pass my nights with my head in the 
privy.” The wazir was greatly cast down by his son’s 
words; for his highest ambition had always been to marry 
the lad into the royal family. Yet he was convinced by 
what he had heard, and exclaimed; I agree that it is 
impossible for you to put up with such treatment. But 
think how much you will lose by this divorce 1 Would it 
not be better to have patience for one more night, if I 
promise to have armed guards set all about the marriage- 
chamber?” “You can do as you like about the guards,” 
answered his son, “but I am never going to set foot in that 

ill-omened room again.” 

So the wazir returned to the King and stood betore him 
with lowered head. “What have you to tell me?” asked 
the Sultan. “That what our Princess has said is tme m 
every particular,” answered the wazir, “but the fault was 
not with my son. One thing is certain, Badr al-budur 
must not be exposed to these terrors because of my poor 
boy; therefore I beg that you will allow them to be 



^66 The Thousand "Nights and One Night 

divorced,” “You are right,” answered the King. “They are 
divorced. Had the bridegroom been other than your son, 
I would have divorced them with my sword.” The King 
gave orders that the public rejoicing should cease 
throughout China, and proclaimed by heralds that his 
daughter was divorced from the son of the grand-wazir, 
that the marriage had never been consummated and that 
the princess remained a maiden pearl, in all things pure 
and unpierced. Out of respect for his wazir, he named 
the unfortunate bridegroom governor of a far province 
and despatched him to his post on that same day. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When Ala al-Din learnt, with all the rest of the 
citizens, that Badr al-budur had been divorced while yet a 
virgin, and that her wretched husband had been banished, 
he cried out for very joy: “Blessed be the wonderful 
lamp! This is far the best thing which could have 
happened. The divorce has taken place without the Jinn! 
having had to destroy that young fool utterly.” He prided 
himself that his vengeance had matured without the King, 
0* the wazir, or even his mother, knowing that he had 
any part in the business, and set himself to wait in all 
tranquillity for the rest of the three months to pass. 
When the last day came he sent his mother, dressed 
in her richest garments, to remind the Sultan of his 
promise. 

As soon as Ala al-Din 's mother entered the diwan, the 
Sultan recognised her and turned to the wazir, saying: 
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“There is Ala al-Din’s mother. You will remember that 
she brought us a dish full of miraculous jewels three 
months ago; I am sure that she now comes to demand 
that I fulfil my promise and marry my daughter to her son. 

I give great thanks to Allah that He reminded me of my 
oath, when I would have broken it and given Badr al- 
budur to another.” The wazir, who still bitterly resented 
his humiliation, answered with some cunning: “It is true, 
dear master, that kings must never go back upon their 
word; but, also, it is the duty of every father to know 
something of his son-in-law. The King has made no 
enquiries concerning Ala al-Din, but I have. He is the 
son of a poor tailor who died in the direst poverty. How 
can the son of such a man be rich?” “Riches come from 
Allah,” replied the King. “That is true,” agreed the 
wazir, “but we have no assurance that this Ala al-Din is as 
wealthy as he would have us suppose. I suggest that the 
King should demand such a dowry from him as only a 
King’s son could pay. Then, if the sum is brought, my 
lord may know that he has not given his daughter to one 
unworthy of her.” “Your tongue is gifted with a wise 
eloquence, dear wazir,” said the King. “Lead the old 
woman forward.” The wazir signed to the captain of the 
guard, who conducted Ala al-Din ’.s mother to the foot 
of the throne. 

After she had kissed the earth three times between his 
hands, the Sultan said: “Be it known to our dear aunt that 
we have not forgotten our promise; but nothing has so 
far been said concerning the dowry for our daughter; our 

aimt must remember that she is a very worthy princess. . . 

Tell your son that the marriage will take place when he 
has sent me the following treasure for my daughter: 
forty vast dishes of solid gold filled to the brims with those 
same varied jewel fruits which you brought me before 
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on a porcelain dish; these dishes must be carried to the 
palace by forty girl slaves, each as beautiful as the moon, 
guarded by forty negro slaves, handsome and young and 
strong; they must come to me magnificently dressed and 
lay the jewels at my feet. That is all I require, good 
aunt. Nor do I feel justified in asking more, when I 
remember the present which your son has already sent 
me.” 

Terrified by this demand, Ala al-Din's mother pros- 
trated herself before the throne and silently retired. 
When she reached home, she said to Ala al-DIn; “Indeed, 
my son, I was right when I coimselled you to give up all 
thought of Princess Badr al-budur.” Then, with many 
sighs, she told Ala al-DIn of her reception by the King 
and the dowry which he demanded. “I knew you were 
mad,” she said. “I will grant you the gold dishes and the 
jewels, for 1 believe that you would be foolhardy enough 
to go back to the cave and strip the magic trees; but the 
forty girl slaves and the forty young negroes, what will 
you do for them? You would never have been asked so 
much, my son, if it had not been for that rascally wazir. I 
saw him whispering into the King's ear as I went in. If 
you do not renounce your project, Ala al-Din, you will 
be lost beyond recall,” “When I saw you come in, looking 
so worried, I thought that you brought bad news,” 
answered Ala al-DIn with a smile. “Now I see that you 
were but worrying about trifles, as you always do. The 
King’s demand is nothing compared with my power to 
heap riches upon him. Calm your dear spirit and refresh 
your eyes; leave the King to me, and go and prepare a 
meal, for I am very hungry.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As SOON AS his mother had gone out lo buy food in the 
market, Ala al-DIn shut himself up in his own chamber 
and rubbed the lamp. The Jinni appeared and bowed 
before him, saying: “lam master oj earth and air and wave, 
but slave of the lamp and the bearer's slave. Whatwillyou have, 
master, what willyou have?” Then said Ala al-Din: “O Ifrit, 
the Sultan will give me his daughter, the marvellous 
Badr al-budur, if I send him forty dishes of solid gold, 
filled to the brim with jewel fruit like those which 1 
plucked from the trees in that garden where I found your 
lamp . The dishes must be borne by forty girl slaves, each as 
fair as the moon, and guarded by forty handsome young 
negroes, strong, well-built, and magnificently dressed. 
These things I ask of you in my turn. I command you by 
virtue of the lamp to bring them to me.” 

The slave of the lamp departed and returned immedi- 
ately with the eighty slaves, whom he ranged along the 
outside wall of the house. Each of the forty women 
carried on her head a vast basin of solid gold, filled to the 
brim with pearls, diamonds, rubies, emeralds, turquoise, 
and a thousand other kinds of gem, all like the fruit of 
trees in shape, colour and size. These jewel fruits were 
even more marvellous than those which had been given 
to the Sultan upon the porcelain dish; also, each of the 
basins which held them was covered by a silk puze 
worked with gold flowers. As soon as the Jinni had 
arranged this wonderful procession, he bowed before 

Ala al-DIn and was dismissed. 

At that moment Ala al-DIn’s mother came back from 

NN 


m 
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the market, laden with provisions, and, seeing so many 
and such strange folk about her door, feared that the 
Sultan had sent to chastise Ala al-DIn for his insolence. 
But her son reassured her, even before she had time to 
take off her veil. “Do not take off your veil, dear mother,” 
he said, “for I wish you to go forth again at once, to lead 
these slaves to the palace. As you see, the forty women 
are carrying my dowry. I beg you to accompany the 
train as spokeswoman, even before you get the dinner.” 

Ala al-DIn's mother led forth the eighty slaves, one 
behind the other, in groups of two; each girl was 
immediately preceded by one of the young negroes, and 
each group was separated by an interval of ten feet. 
When the last group l\ad set out, the old woman brought 
up the rear, while her son closed the door and retired to 
wait calmly on the event. 

As soon as the first group reached the open street, the 
citizens began to crowd about them; by the time the 
procession was complete, the roads were blocked by an 
excited concourse, full of rumour and exclamation. All 
the markets emptied their folk to run after and admire 
so strange and magnificent a spectacle. Each several 
group was an exquisite marvel in itself; for to each there 
went the white beauty of a girl, the black beauty of a 
magnificent negro, grave cadenced walking, the fire of 
the gold basin, the flames of the man’s belt, the sparks 
from off brocade. Not one who saw these things doubted 
that some fabulous prince had come to their city. 

The train came at last to the palace, and the guards so 
marvelled at the first couple that they fell back in 
admiration and left a clear lane for their passage. The 
captain of the guard, on seeing the first negro, thought 
that he must be the King of the negroes in person, coming 
to visit the Sultan; therefore he prostrated himself and 
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would have kissed the skirt of the sla\e’s robe. But the 
first negro smiled and said, as he had been inst meted by 
the Ifrit: “We are but the slaves of him who shall come 
when the time is ripe.” So saying, he erossed the threshold 
followed by the first girl, and then, at the same intervals, 
by the rest of those harmonious pairs. 1 he eighty slaves 
crossed the first courtyard and drew up in exquisite order 
in the second, which gave upon the great reception hall 
of the palace. 

The Sultan, sitting upon his throne and governing the 
affairs of his kingdom, saw this black and white proces- 
sion filling the courtyard with its splendour; therefore 
he dismissed the dlwan and ordered the newcomers to 
be admitted. The slaves entered gravely, two by two, and 
slowly ranged themselves in the toi in of a wide crescent 
before the throne. The girls, helped by their black 
guards, set down their gold basins upon the carjtets be- 
fore them; then the whole eighty prostrated themselves 
and kissed the earth between the King s hands. With one 
movement they rose and with one movement drew the 
gauze coverings from their loads. Then they stood 
impassively with their arms crossed over their breasts, 
in an attitude of the deepest respect. 

Then, and only then, Ala al-Din’s mother advanced to 
the centre of the glittering crescent and, after prostrating 
herself, said to the dumbfounded King: “O Sidtan of time, 
your slave, my son Ala al-DTn, has sent me with the 
dowry for your noble daughter, ffe has charged me to 
say that yciu have gravely undervalued tin' priiu ess in your 
demand; buthehopesthatyouwill excusethe meagreness 
of this tribute and rc-member that it is, if you will allow 
it to be so, but the first wave of a rich and sinning sea.” 

The King, who lay back with open mouth and wide 
eyes, staring first at the basins, then at the jewel fruits in 
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the basins, then at the delightful slaves who had carried 
the basins, and then at the young negroes who had 
accompanied the girls who had carried the basins, could 
hardly pay attention to what Ala al-DIn’s mother was 
saying. He sat for an hour of time, dumbly debating the 
relative excellence of the girls, who might have been 
taken for summer moons, and the black youths, who had 
the appearance of being each a king. At last, feeling too 
abashed to speak directly to the old woman, he turned to 
his wazTr, exclaiming: “What shall be said of our riches 
before these things, or of our palace before this magni- 
ficence? What can we say of a man who is able to send us 
such things in less time than it took us to ask for them? 
How can the merits of my daughter stand against this 
profusion of beauty?” In spite of his bitter resentment, the 
wazir could not help crying: “As Allah lives, all this is 
marvellous enough. Yet I would not say that it is worth 
that treasure which is Badr al-budur.” “Nay, all this out- 
values her exceedingly,” answered the King. “At least 
you cannot say that I have taken a step in the dark in 
marrying her to a man as rich, generous, and noble as 
my son, the lord Ala al-Din.” He turned to the other 
wazirs, amirs and notables who surrounded the throne 
and questioned them with his eyes; and they all bowed 
low to the earth three times, to show that they agreed 
with what the King had said. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The King hesitated no longer, but instead of 
pausing to enquire what Ala al-Din’s other qualifications 
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as a husband might be, turned to the old woman, saying: 
“O venerable mother of Ala al-Din, I beg you to inform 
your son that, from this moment, he is one of my royal 
house and line, and that I wait impatiently to embrace 
him as my son and to marry him by the Book to my 
daughter, Badr al-budur.” 

Ala al-DIn’s mother ran more swiftly than the wind, 
until she found her son at home and told him what had 
passed. Ala al-DIn was overjoyed at the news, after his so 
long waiting, but he did not wish to show how drunk he 
was with rapture. Quite calmly he answered: “All this 
happiness comes from Allali and from your blessing upon 
me, dear mother, and from your tireless zeal in my 
cause .” He kissed her hands with many murmurs of thanks , 
and then begged leave to retire to his chamber to prepare 
for the coming visit. 

As soon as he was alone, he rubbed the lamp and said 
to the Jinni who came and bowed before him: “O slave of 
the lamp, I wish to take a bath and, after the bath, I wish 
a robe more magnificent than the greatest king of earth 
has set aside for the greatest occasions; it must be so 
beautiful that experts will judge that it cost at least a 
thousand thousand dinars. That is all for the moment. 

The slave of the lamp bended his back completely, 
saying: “O master of the lamp, mount upon my shoulders. 
Ala al-Din mounted, letting his legs hang over the broad 
breast; and the Ifrit, whose contact made the youth also 
invisible, rose in the air and carried liim to such a 
hammam as the kings and rulers of the earth have never 
seen. It was made all of jade and transparent alabaster, 
with pools of rose carnelian and white coral. The 
ornamentation was a cunning pattern of large emeralds, 
the eyes and every other organ of sense rejoiced to- 
gether in this place, for each thing, alone and in the 
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general harmony, was perfection. The air was of a 
delicate freshness, cool where that was suitable and of a 
balanced heat where such was fitting. No bather troubled 
the peace of those white vaults; but when the slave of the 
lamp had set Ala al-DIn upon the dais in the entrance 
hall, a young Ifrlt of immortal beauty, like but infinitely 
more engaging than a girl, appeared before the boy and 
helped him to undress. Then he threw a perfumed towel 
about Ala al-DIn ’s shoulders, raised him tenderly, and 
led him to the fairest of the halls of that bath, one which 
was paved with a close-set pattern of jewels. Then other 
young Afarit, as handsome and ensnaring, received him 
from the hands of their companion and, after reclining 
him comfortably upon a marble bench, began to rub him 
and wash him with scented water of different flowers. 
They kneaded his limbs with admirable art and then 
laved them again with musk-scented rose-water. Their 
skilled care gave his skin the fresh tint of a rose petal, 
compact of white and vermilion; and he felt so light that 
he was tempted to fly like a bird. The first youth came 
for him again and led him back to the dais, where he 
refreshed him with a sherbert of musk and snow and 
summer flowers. When he had drunk, Ala al-DIn found 
the slave of the lamp standing before him with a robe 
which it would be impossible for me to describe. Helped 
by his attendant's pleasant hands, he put this magnifi- 
cence upon him and became like the dream of some 
great king’s son. As soon as he was dressed the Ifrlt lifted 
him and carried him back to the chamber of his house. 

“And now do you know what more I want?” asked 
Ala al-DIn. “I do not know, O master of the lamp,” 
replied the Ifrlt. “But command and I shall obey.” Then 
said Ala al-DIn: “I desire that you bring me a horse <T 
pure breed who has no brother in all the world for beauty, 
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no, not even in the stables of kings. 1 lis harnessing mus' 
be worth at least a thousand thousand sjoklen dinars. At 
the same time you will bring forty-eight graceful slaves, 
richly, cleanly and elegantly clad, of which twenty-four, 
in two files of twelve, shall clear the way before my 
horse, and the other twenty-four, in tw^o files of twelve, 
bring up the rear. Also, be careful to select twelve girls 
of incomparable and moonlike beauty, each the pet 
example of her race, to serve my mother. Each must 
bring a diflPerent-coloured robe with her, worthy the 
wearing of a king’s daughter. Lastly, you must hang 
about the neck of each ot the forty-eight slaves a bag 
containing five thousand dinars of gold, so that I may 
have money when it pleases me. That is all that I wish for 
to-day.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent, 

UUT WIILN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-HM Y-NIN IH NKHll' 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Hardly had Ala al-DIn finished speaking when the 
JinnI disappeared and returned \\ ith the horse’, the foity- 
eight young slaves, the twelve girls, the forty-eight bags 
of gold, and the twelve robes of different stuff and 
colour. All these things were finer in their quality even 
than Ala al-DIn had required. He dismissed the Ifrlt, 
saying: “I will call you when I have need.” Ihen he 
kissed his mother’s hands in leave-taking and gave her 
into the care of the twelve girls, bidding them serve hei 
in everything and teach her the correct usage of the robe s 
which they had brought. 

Ala al-DIn mounted his horse and left the courtyard; 
although it was the first time he had been in the saddle 
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he rode with such accomplishment that chosen cavaliers 
might have envied him. Two files of twelve slaves opened 
the way for him, four slaves at his sides held up the cords 
torn the housing of his horse, and the rest followed after. 

A mighty crowd, greater than that which had greeted 
the jewel slaves, ran together from the markets and 
flocked in windows and upon terraces to see Ala al-Din's 
train go by, for there was no more room in the streets. 
At their master's order, the forty-eight slaves threw 
handfuls of gold among the crowd to right and left, so 
that great cheers rang through the city for the generosity 
and surpassing beauty of this rider and his slaves. Ala 
al-Din on horseback was a handsome sight to see; the 
natural garden of his face had been rendered more 
excellent by the virtues of the lamp; and, as he rode, the 
diamond feather in his turban streamed back like light 
itself. In an uproar of acclamation Ala al-DIn came to the 
palace; but the rumour of his approach had gone before 
him, and the royalty of China was prepared to do him 
honour. 

The King himself waited at the top of the stair which 
led down to the second courtyard and, as soon as Ala al- 
Dln had dismounted with the aid of the grand wazTr, he 
walked down three of the stairs to do him reverence. 
Ala al-DIn climbed to meet him and would have pros- 
trated himself; but the Sultan, who marvelled at the 
richness of the boy’s dress and the nobility of his bearing, 
received him in his arms and embraced him as if he had 
been his own son. Then the air shook with the concerted 
joy of the amirs, wazirs and guards, and with the sound of 
trumpets, clarinets, hautboys and drums. With one arm 
passed about Ala al-Din 's neck, the King led him into the 
vast reception hall and, after making him sit beside him 
on the bed of the throne, embraced him a second time. 



The Tale oj Ala al-Din and the Wonderjul Lamp 577 

“A? Allah lives, my son,” he said, “I grieve that my 
Destiny has not made us acquainted before to-day, and 
am sorry that I delayed your marriage with your slave, 
Badr al-budur, for these three months.” Ala al-Din 
answered with such charming suitability that the 
Sultan’s love for him increased, and he continued: 
“There is no king on the earth who would not wish you 
for a son-in-law, Ala al-Din.” Then he spoke affection- 
ately with the youth , wondering at the wit and eloquence 
of his replies, while a magnificent feast was prepared 
before them. When all was ready, they ate alone in the 
throne room, served by the grand-wazTr, whose nose 
trailed almost to the ground for spite, and by amirs and 
other high dignitaries of the court. 

As soon as they were satisfied, the King, who was 
more than ever mindful of his promise, called the kadi 
and witnesses, and bade them write out a marriage con- 
tract for Ala al-Din and the Princess Badr al-budur. The 
kadi obeyed, with all due observance to the forms of the 
sacred Book, and, when he had finished, the Sultan 
embraced Ala al-Din for the third time, saying: “My son, 
do you wish to enter the marriage-chamber to-night, 
and consummate your vows?” “O King of time,” answered 
Ala al-Din, “if I were not to listen to the great love which 
I have for my wife, I would go into her this very night. , 
But as I wish the consummation to be made in a palace 
worthy of my love and belonging to her alone, allow me 
to put off the full realisation of my delight until I have 
built for her the palace of my dreams. For this purpose, 

I pray that you will allow me to take possession of the 
vast square opposite your own palace, so that my wife 
may not be too far separated from her father, and 1 myself 
may be near enough to serve you in everything. I can 
promise that the building will be set about without 
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delay.” “My son, it is hardly necessary For you to ask per- 
mission,” answered the “Take all the ground that 

you require in front of my palace, and hasten on llie work 
of construction, for I wish to see another generation of 
my posterity before I die.” Alaal-Din reassured the King 
with a smile and, after embracing him tenderly in fare- 
well, returned to his own house, accompanied as before, 
amid the loud wishes of the people. 

After telling his mother what had passed, he retired 
to his own chamber and rubbed the lamp once more. 

At this jtoint Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDPED-AND-SlXTiETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When the Ierit appeared, Ala al-Din said to him: 
“First, O slave of the lamp, I have to praise the zeal which 
you have shown in my service. Now I have a more 
difficult task to set you: I wish you to build me, with the 
least possible delay, a palace worthy of my bride, on the 
open ground in front of the Sultan's dwelling. I leave to 
your good taste and proven knowledge the details of 
its ornament and the choice of such precious material as 
jade, porphyry, alabaster, agate, lazuli, jasper, marble 
and granite. But I insist upon one particular: in the 
middle of the palace you must raise me a vast crystal dome 
supported by columns of alternate gold and silver, and 
pierced by ninety-nine windows, crusted and set about 
with diamonds, rubies and emeralds. The ninety-ninth 
window you must leave unornamented, though perfect 
in construction. Do not forget to lay out a fair garden 
with fountains and watercourses, and to give great 
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breadth to tlie courtyards. Also, I require you to con- 
struct a secret underground chamber and hll it with a 
rich treasure in gold coin. I leave such things as tlie 
kitchens, the stables, and the provision of slaves, to your 
good sense and liberal mind. When all is ready, come 
and tell me.” “I hear and I obey,” answered the Jinni, as 
he carried his hand to his brow and disappeared. 

At the morrow’s dawn the Ifrit came to Ala al-Din’s 
bed, saying: “Master of the lamp, your w ill has bet n done. 

I pray you, come and approve the fruit of it.” Ala al Din 
agreed, and the Ifrit carried him olf and showed him a 
palace, standing opposite the King’s and infinitely more 
noble, set in a line garden and approached by two broad 
marble walks. After pointing out the ailmirable archi- 
tecture of the whole, the slave of the lamp took his 
master to examine the interior in detail; and Ala al-Din 
found that his orders had been carried out with un- 
imaginable splendour and a luxury even beyond the 
power of his wishing. He inspected the vast secret 
treasure-house below the earth, crammed with sacks of 
golden dinars; he saw the kitchens, offices, store houses 
and stables, and found them vast, clean, and pleasing to 
him. He admired the horses and mares, feeding Irom 
silver mangers, or being dressed by expert grooms, lie 
reviewed the slaves and eunuchs according to their rank 
and then, turning to the Ifrit, who was invisible to all else, 
sincerely congratidated him on his marvellous |)repara- 
tion. “You have only forgotten one thing,” he said, “a 
carpet from this palace to the other, so that my wiK' may 
pass across without wearying her feet.” “You are right,” 
answered the slave of the lamp, “but the thing is alieatly 
done.” And lo, a cloud-soft car|K‘t of velvet stretJicd 
between the two palaces, glow ing with evt ry tint of 
meadow and garden! 
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“Now all is perfect,” cried Ala al-Din, “and you may 
take me back to my house.” The Ifrit lifted him and took 
him back to his house, just as the folk of the Sultan’s 
began to open the doors and set about their 
occupations of the day. 

As they came forth, the slaves and porters fell back 
aghast to find the mighty ground in front of the palace 
blocked by a structure even more imposing, and to see 
a cloud-soft velvet carpet stretching before them and 
entering the garden opposite, where the blossoms and 
leaves and grasses of its texture vied with the natural 
lawns and flowerbeds on either hand. Their eyes fol- 
lowed beyond the carpet and saw the palace blazing 
with jewels, its crystal dome appearing above the roofs 
like the rising of the sun. They reported these things to 
the grand- wazlr, who carried news of them to the King, 
saying: “Sultan of time, there can be no doubt that our 
Lady Badr al-budur ’ s husband is a skilled magician . ” “Y our 
insinuation surprises me, O wazlr,” replied the King. 
“You should know that a man who can make such presents 
must be rich and powerful enough to have a palace con- 
structed in a single night by natural means. Surely you are 
blinded by jealousy?” 

Realising that the King loved Ala al-Din too much to 
be influenced against him, the wazir became prudently 
silent. So much for him. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As SOON AS Ala al-DIn reached his home, he bade 
one of his mother’s twelve slaves waken the old woman, 
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and commanded the whole delightful band to dress her in 
one of the magnificent robes which they had brought. 
When she was dressed, he told her that the time had 
come for her to conduct the bride from the King’s 
palace to his own, and gave her instructions as to her 
behaviour at such a time. Ala al-Din’s mother set out 
with her twelve girls, and Ala al-Din himself followed 
soon after on horseback with his train. The two troops 
separated when they came between the palaces, Ala 
al'Dln turning into his new abode and his mother enter- 
ing the Sultan’s gateway. 

The King received Ala al-DIn’s mother with every 
mark of respect, and ordered his chief eunuch to take her 
to Badr al-budur in the harlm. The princess rose in her 
honour and embraced her; then , begging her to be seated, 
she had her served with sweet cakes and preserves, and 
bade the slaves continue with her own toilet. Just as her 
women had finished decking the new bride with the 
fairest of the jewels which her lord had sent, the Sultan 
entered the harlm. As the two were now related, he was 
able to see the face of Ala al-DIn’s mother imveiled for 
the first time. He easily perceived, from the delicate 
lines of her face, that she had been very beautiful in 
youth; even now, when she was dressed and tended so 
carefully, she had an air of greater nobility than many of 
the princesses and amirs’ wives about the court. He com- 
plimented her gracefully upon her appearance, and so 
touched the heart of the tailor’s widow that her eyes 
filled with happy tears. 

The three talked together pleasantly, learning each 
other more and more, until the Queen came in and, 
after greeting Ala al-DIn’s mother with sufficient polite- 
ness, sat among them, without paying any attention to 
the conversation. She disapproved of the marriage of her 
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daughter to an unknown young man, and took sides with 
the grand-wazir; but, because of her husband, she dared 
not openly betray her feelings. 

When the time came for the princess to leave for her 
new home, she embraced her father and mother very 
tenderly, mingling most proper tears with a thousand 
kisses. Ala al-Din's mother led her out, preceded by ten 
eunuchs in their state dresses and followed by a hundred 
girls as pleasantly habited as dragonflies. Four hundred 
slaves, alternate black and white, were drawn up in two 
rows from one palace to the other; they held golden 
torches in which burned large candles of amber and white 
camphor. The princess passed slowly between these 
living walls, treading the velvet meadows of the carpet, 
while musicians played sweet welcome from the garden 
alleys and palace terraces; far away the happy shouting of 
the people added a note of good augury to this concerted 
music. Ala al-DIn came smiling to meet his bride, and 
she, on seeing her bright handsome, was pleased to be led 
into the feast-hall under the glowing windows of the 
dome. The three sat down to a meal prepared on gold 
plate by the slave of the lamp; and Ala al-Din had his 
place between the two women. They ate and drank to the 
sound of songs from invisible singers in the air, boy and 
girl Afarit chanting in chorus, and Badr al-budur said to 
herself: “I did not know that there were such marvels 
anywhere.” She would stop eating and drinking to listen 
and to look, nor was there need for Ala al-Din and his 
mother to ply her with food and wine for she had eaten 
and drunk deep of miracles. 

That was such a day as was not seen in the times of 
Iskandar and of Sulaiman. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COMl 

SHE said: 

When night came, the platters were taken away and 
a troop of four hundred dancers came into the hall. These 
were the daughters of Mar ids and Afarit, having the 
movement of birds and being dressed like flowers; to an 
airy music they danced those dances which the maidens 
use in Paradise. Then Ala al-DIn took his wife by the 
hand and led her, with cadenccd steps, to the marriage- 
chamber. The girl slaves, led by Ala al-DIn 's mother, 
followed in good order. They undressed Badr al-budur, 
and she was like a narcissus slipping from the green shawl 
of its youth. They left the chamber, and Ala al-Din was 
joined to Badr al-budur, the King’s daughter. That was 
such a night as was not seen in the times of Iskandar and of 
Sulaiman. 

At dawn, after the dark hours of delight, Ala al-Din 
left the princess’s arms and, dressing himself magnifi- 
cently, mounted a superb horse from the stables, in 
order to visit the Sultan. The King rejoiced at his coming 
and, after kissing him, asked for news of Badr al-budur. 
Ala al-Din made the expected answer, and added; “I 
have hastened to you thus early, O King of time, to beg 
that you will light my palace with your presence and par- 
take with us of the first meal after our coming together. 

I trust that you will bring the grand-wazir and your 
amirs to do us honour.” The Sultan accepted immedi- 
ately and left the palace with Ala al-Din, followed by 
his grand-wazir and the amirs. 

With every step towards his daughter’s dwelling, the 
Sultan’s admiration grew greater, his cries of astonish- 
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ment more shrill. What then shall be said of his marvel- 
ling eyes when he saw the interior of that sumptuous 
building? But, above every other harmony and magnifi- 
cence, he preferred the hall of the crystal dome, with its 
airy columns springing to meet the jewelled fires of the 
high windows. He counted the number of the windows 
and found that there were ninety-nine, neither more nor 
less; also he saw the last window was unfinished and 
lacked ornament, “This is the most remarkable palace of 
its time upon earth,” he said. “I can find no word for my 
admiration . . . But 1 wish to know why that window has 
not been finished; for it mars the perfection of the whole.” 
“O King of time,” answered Ala al-DIn with a smile, “do 
not think that this window is forgotten, or that I have 
let it appear as it does through economy or negligence, 
I wished, if I may make so bold, to leave it to our lord the 
Sultan to finish that work, so that the glory of his name 
and reign might, as it were, be worked into one of the 
•stones of his daughter’s dwelling, and thus consecrate it 
as worthy of her for all time.” The King was flattered by 
this attention, and thanked Ala al-Dln for the delicacy of 
his thought. He sent his guards at once to collect the 
cleverest craftsmen in jewelry and those who had the 
largest stock of gems, to complete the incrustation of 
the window. While waiting for them to come, he went 
to see his daughter and asked news of her first night; the 
pleased smile with which she answered was sufficient to 
set all his fears at rest. He embraced Ala al-Din again and 
congratulated him in suitable terms. Then he accom- 
panied the wedded pair to a meal at which he found the 
meats beyond question perfect to the taste, and the 
silverware altogether admirable. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY -THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Soon the jewellers and goldsmiths were led in by 
the guards and conducted to the gallery below the dome, 
where the King climbed up to interview them. He 
showed them the unfinished window, saying: “I require 
you to finish the necessary work upon this window, 
incrusting your patterns in pearls and every colour of 
precious stone.” The jewellers and goldsmiths bowed 
before him and then closely examined the decoration of 
the other windows, exchanging astonished glances from 
time to time as they did so. After they had consulted 
together, they prostrated themselves before the Sultan, 
saying; “O King of time, we have not in all our shops 
enough gems to decorate one hundredth part of this 
window.” “I will furnish you with what is necessary,” 
answered the King, and he had the jewel fruit of Ala al- 
Dln’s dowry brought to them. “Use what you need and 
give me back the rest,” he said. The jewellers took 
measurements and made calculations, checking and 
checking their results. Then they said humbly: “O King 
of time, these jewel fruits will not be enough to orna- 
ment one tenth of the window.” So the King called to his 
guards: “Go to the houses of my wazirs, amirs and rich 
notables; collect all the precious stones which they have 
and bring them to me." The guards hurried forth to 
execute this order. 

While waiting for their return, Ala al-Din, who ob- 
served signs of uneasiness in the King and was mightily 
pleased by them, wished to distract him with some music. 
He signed to one of his attendant Afarit, who led in a 
ni 00 
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troop of singing girls so fair that each might have said to 
the moon: “Begone, that I may take your place!” and with 
such pure voices that each might have said to the night- 
ingale: “Be silent, and hear me sing!” Their choruses 
relieved the King's embarrassment for a time. 

But as soon as the guards came back and handed over to 
the jewellers all the gems which they had spoiled from 
the richest houses in the capital, the King said to the 
craftsmen: “And now?” “As Allah lives, dear master,” 
they answered, “we are still very short of the account. 
We need at least eight times as much material as we have 
here; also, however fast we worked, it would take us 
three months of unremitting toil to decorate the win- 
dow.” 

The King felt his nose nigh brush his feet for bitter 
sliame, and Ala al-Dln, satisfied that he had sufficiently 
proved his power, said to the jewellers: “Take back 
your stocks of precious stones, and go your way,” then 
to the guards: “Return those jewels to their owners,” 
and lastly to the King: “Sultan of time, it would not be 
becoming of me to receive back that which I have given. 
I trust that you will allow me to return the jewel fruits 
and take upon myself the ornamentation of this window. 
As I cannot bear to be watched while I work, I pray you 
to wait for me with my wife Badr al-budur.” So the King 
betook himself to the chamber of the princess. 

Ala al-DIn drew the magic lamp from a nacre cabinet 
and with it summoned the Ifrit. “Slave of the lamp,” he 
said, when the JinnI appeared, “I wish you to make the 
ninety-ninth window exactly like its fellows.” The slave 
of the lamp withdrew and immediately there sounded 
a multitudinous and invisible hammering and filing about 
the window; in less tinae than it takes a thirsty man to 
drink a cup of water, the ninety-ninth window glittered 
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with intricate jewel work and might not be recognised 
from its fellows. 

At Ala al-D!n's entreaty the Sultan came up to the 
gallery; but he supposed at first that he had mistaken 
one side of it for the other. It was not until he had circled 
the dome several times that he realised that the work had 
been completed. As soon as he was convinced of the 
truth, he kissed Ala al-DIn between the eyes, saying: 
“The more 1 know of you, my son, the more 1 love you.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

The King called his grand-wazir and pointed out the 
marvel of the window to him. “What do you think now, 
O wazir?” he asked in a voice of irony, and the wazir, 
though he was surer than ever that Ala al-Din was a 
sorcerer, a heretic, and an alchemical philosopher, 
thought it prudent to answer: “Allah alone is great! 

From that time, the Sultan spent the evening of each 
day with Ala al-DIn and Badr al-budur, finding new 
marvels in, the palace on every visit. Ala al-DIn did not 
let himself be puffed up or softened by this new life; 
instead, he devoted those hours when he was not with his 
wife to’improving the condition of those about him and 
finding objects for his generosity among the poor of the 
city. He did not forget the poverty of his childhood, and 
every time he rode abroad his slaves were ordered to 
scatter gold dinars among the crowd. Twice a day the 
broken food from the palace was distributed among the 
destitute, and sufficed to feed five thousand. Ala al-Din s 
generosity and modesty drew the hearts of the city to 
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him, so that there was none, high or low, who did not 
mention this new benefactor in his prayers. He put the 
seal upon his popularity by winning a great victory 
against certain tribes which had revolted from the 
Sultan. In this engagement he showed a warlike quality 
and reckless courage, which made Badr al-budur love 
him more ardently than ever. She never grew weary of 
congratulating herself that she had found the one man 
worthy to be her husband. For many years Ala al-DIn’s 
existence was an unbroken harmony of happiness, in the 
love of his wife and mother, in the love of the people, 
and in the admiring love of his father-in-law. So much 
for Ala al-DTn. 

Now we will turn to the Moorish magician, who had 
been the vm willing and unconscious first cause of Ala al- 
Din’s happiness. When he had left the boy to die of 
hunger and thirst in the cave, he returned to his own 
land in the interior of far Morocco and spent his days in 
mourning over the useless pains which he had taken to 
secure the lamp. He brooded over the fatality which had 
snatched from his lips a morsel which he had confected 
with so much care, and not an hour passed without 
his cursing the day when he had met Ala al-DIn. On one 
occasion, when the bitterness of his gall rose even to his 
lips, he felt that he must become acquainted with all the 
details of Ala al-Din’s death. So he took his table of 
divinatory sand from a mystical cupboard and, seating 
himself before it on a square mat within a red circle, 
flattened the sand, marked the male and female points, 
set out the mothers and children of that art, and mur- 
mured geomantic spells above them. “Let me behold, O 
sand, let me behold,” he cried, “Where is the magic 
lamp? How did Ala al-Din die?” He shook the sand 
according to the canons of sorcery, so that the figures 
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grew and the horoscope was formed. He looked upon 
these things and learnt that Ala al-Din was alive, that he 
was master of the lamp, that he lived in honoured 
splendour, married to the Princess Badr al-budur, 
daughter of the King of China, and that he was known to 
all the frontiers of the world as Ala al-Din the Great 
Amir. As soon as his evil operations had given him these 
unexpected tidings, the sorcerer foamed at the mouth 
and spat into the air and upon the ground, crying: “0 
son of bastards and bitches, I spit in your face I Black dog, 
foul gallows-bird, I piss upon your head!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

For an hour the Moor spat in the air and upon the 
earth, for an hour he trampled his imagination of AlS al- 
Din beneath his feet, swearing tei’rible oaths and 
screaming out insults, until he felt a little calmer. Then 
he swore to be rev.enged upon Ala al-Din because he had 
gained the lamp. He set out immediately for China, and, 
as his rage lent him wings, he made no pauses in his 
journey, but meditated the means of his vengeance as 
he was borne along. Soon he arrived in the capital city 
of China. He alighted at a khan where he secured a 
lodging, and started next morning to explore the public 
places of the city. Wherever he went he heard tdll of 
nothing but the amir Ala al-Din, the beauty of the amir 
Ala al-Din, the generosity of the amir Ala al-Din, and 
the magnificence of the amir Ala al-Din. “By light and 
fire,” he muttered to himself, “they will soon be calling 
out for the death of the amir Ala al-Din.” When he came 
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to Ala al-Din’s palace and saw what a noble thing that 
was, he cried: “So the tailor’s son lives here, the little 
lad who had no bread! Ala al-Din, Ala al-Din, you shall 
soon see that my Destiny cries in the top of yours; your 
mother shall spin again, and with my own hands I shall dig 
the ditch where she shall come to weep.” By entering 
into conversation with the doorkeeper he found that 
Ala al-Din had gone upon a hunting expedition which 
had already lasted several days. “This is the beginning of 
his fall,” he thought. “I can work more freely while he is 
away. But first I must know whether he has taken the 
lamp with him or left it at the palace.” For this purpose 
he returned to his room in the khan and questioned his 
geoman tic table. The horoscope told him that Ala al-Din 
had left the lamp in the palace. 

Drunken with joy, he made his way to the market of 
the coppersmiths, and entered the shop of one who sold 
copper lamps. “I need twelve new polished copper 
lamps,” he said, and, when the merchant produced a 
dozen shining lamps, he paid the price without bargaining 
and placed his purchases in a basket, which he had already 
procured. , 

Then he wandered through the streets towards Ala 
al-Din’s palace, crying: “New lamps! New lamps! New 
lamps for old!” Seeing his large turban and hearing his 
unaccustomed cry, all the little street boys left their 
games and ran after him, hooting and chanting: “Mad! 
He is mad!” But the Moor took no notice and easily 
drowned the sound of their yelling with: “New lamps! 
New lamps! New lamps for old!” Followed by the shout- 
ing and jostling boys, he came to the place in front of the 
palace and began to walk up and down, up and down, 
crying his cry louder and louder as time went on. At last 
Badr al-budur, who happened to be in the hall of the 
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ninety-nine windows, heard this unaccustomed clamour 
»nd opened one of the jewelled lattices. 

She saw the excited squealing crowd of urchins, and 
heard distinctly the strange offer of the Moor. So she 
laughed and her women laughed with her. But one of 
them said to her: “Dear mistress, when I was tidying our 
master’s chamber yesterday, I saw an old copper lamp 
standing on a stool. May I show it to the old Moor and 
see if he will in truth exchange it for a new one?” Now 
this old lamp was none other than the magic lamp, which 
Ala al-Din had forgotten to shut up in its nacre cabinet 
before he went away. Who can war against the decrees 
of Destiny? Princess Badr al-budur knew nothing of this 
lamp or of its marvellous powers, so she answered: 
“Certainly. Give the lamp to a eunuch and tell him to try 
to exchange it for a new one. If he succeeds, we will be 

able to laugh at that old fool.” 

The girl went to Ala al-Din ’s chamber, took the lamp, 
and gave it to a eunuch, who left the palace and showed 
it to the Moor, saying: “My mistress would exchange this 
lamp for a new one.” 

When the magician saw the lamp, he recognised it at 
once and began to tremble. “What is the matter?” asked 
the eunuch. “Is the lamp too old for you?” But the Moor 
had already fought. down his agitation; he snatched the 
lamp, with the swiftness of the vulture pouncing upon a 
dove, and hid it in his bosom. Then he held out his 
basket to the eunuch, saying: “Take your choice. e 
eunuch picked out a fire-new and highly-pohshed lamp, 
and carried it quickly to Badr al-budur, with pea s o 
bughter at the folly of the Moorish merchant. So much 
for the eunuch and Ala al-DTn’s lamp. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 



The Thousand Nights and One Night 


S9^ 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The magician hurled his basket of lamps at the 
hooting mob of boys and ran away from the palace, 
dodging down a thousand bystreets of the city imtil he 
had thrown off all possible pursuit. When he came to a 
deserted place, he drew the lamp from his bosom and 
rubbed it. The slave of the lamp appeared, and cried: 
“/ am master oj earth and air and wave, but slave of the lamp 
and the bearer’s slave. What will you have, master, what will 
you have?” For the Ifrit had to obey the owner of the lamp, 
even though he were vowed to wickedness and perdition 
as was this Moor. 

“Slave of the lamp,” said the Moor, “I order you to 
snatch up the palace which you built for Ala al-Din, and 
to transport it, with all its contents, to my country at 
the back of Morocco, and there set it dovra among its 
gardens. You will carry me also.” Then said the slave of 
the lamp: “Shut one eye and open one eye and you will find 
yourselPin Ala al-Din’s palace in your own land.” In a flash 
the thing was done, and the Moor found himself in Alaal- 
Dln's palace in the wild parts of Morocco . So much for him. 

Next morning the Sultan left his palace to visit Badr 
al-budur, according to his custom; but there was no 
palace, only a large waste space, cut by the empty ditches 
of the foundations. At first he rubbed his eyes, thinking 
that he had gone mad, and then the beams of the rising 
sun and the limpid morning air persuaded him that he was 
seeing the truth. To make quite sure, he climbed to tlie 
highest storey of his own palace and looked out of a 
window; but there was no palace, only a waste space 
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over which, had it not been for the ditches, riders might 
have galloped their horses. 

The unhappy father wept and plucked at his beard, 
though he did not then know the full extent of his loss. 
While he moaned upon a couch, his grand- wazir came 
to him to aimounce that the diwan was assembled. “Come 
here,” said the King and, when the wazir had approached, 
cried out angrily: “What has become of my daughter’s 
palace?” “AllSi have the King in His keeping!” answered 
the wazir. “I do not understand what he would say." 
“Then you know nothing?” asked the King sadly. “I know 
nothing, nothing at all,” answered the wazir. “That is 
because you have not looked out towards Ala al-Din’s 
palace,” said the King. “I walked in its gardens yesterday 
at evening,” ventured the wazir, “but I saw nothing 
unusual, except that the great door was shut because the 
amir was from home.” The King led the wazir to the 
window and made him look forth. “Far be the Evil One!” 
cried the old man. “The palace has disappeared! Now 
will you admit, my lord, that the whole thing was the 
work of a most skilful sorcery?” The King lowered 
his head and reflected for an hour, then raised his head 
and exclaimed terribly: “Where is that wretch, that 
adventurer, that sorcerer, that impostor? Where is that 
son of a thousand dogs, who calls himself Ala al-Din?” 
The wazir ’s heart swelled with triumph as he answered: 
“He is still hunting, but has promised to return to-day 
before the noon prayer. Shall I go forth to meet him and 
ask him what has happened to his palace?” “By Allah, 
you shall do nothing of the sort!” shouted the King. 
“Let him be dragged before me in chains, for the robber 
and liar that he is!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The wazIr passed on this order to the captain of the 
guard, who rode out of the city with a hundred followers, 
and met Ala al-Din at a distance of five parasangs from the 
gate. He surrounded him with guards, and said: “O amir 
Ala al-DIn, O our master, we pray you to excuse us; but 
we are the slaves of the Sultan, and he has ordered us to 
drag you before him in chains. We cannot disobey him, 
but we are also heavily in debt to your bounty, and ask 
again to be excused.” 

For a moment Ala al-DIn was dumb with surprise and 
consternation, but soon he answered: “Good folk, do 
you know why the Sultan acts in this way, when 1 am 
innocent of any crime against him or the State?” “As 
Allah lives, we do not know,” answered the captain of the 
guard; so Ala al-Din got down from his horse, exclaiming: 
“Carry out your orders; for the King’s command is 
binding upon any loyal subject.” The guards regretfully 
wound a heavy chain about his arms and neck and waist, 
and made him follow them on foot while they rode back 
to the city. 

As soon as they came to the outlying walls, the 
citizens, seeing Ala al-DIn treated in this way, supposed 
that the King would have him beheaded for some un- 
known cause; therefore, as he was dearly loved by all for 
his affable generosity, they closed in behind him, arming 
themselves with swords, bludgeons, sticks and stones. 
This threatening escort had grown to thousands upon 
thousands by the time the prisoner had been led to the 
back of the palace. And there was such hooting and 
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menace of rude weapons that the guards were hardly able 
to take their captive into the palace without being torn 
to pieces. After Ala al-DIn disa])peared from their sight, 
the people continued to howl outside the gates, demand- 
ing that their amir be returned to them. 

The Sultan’s rage was so great that he did not even ask 
for an explanation when Ala al-DTn appeared before him; 
instead, he cried out to his executioner: “Cut off this \ de 
impostor’s head at once!” The executioner led Ala al- 
Dln out on to a terrace above the mob and made him 
kneel upon the red leather of death; then he bandaged his 
eyes, took off the chain, and said: “Make your |)eace with 
Allala!” But, even as the man flashetl his swoial three 
times about his head, the crowd below, with an angry 
bellowing, began to climb the walls and force the doors. 
In an extreme of terror, the King cried to the execu- 
tioner: “Do not strike the blow!” and to the captain of his 
guard: “Tell the people that I give them back this 
wretch’s life.” This announcment was made fiom the 
terrace and calmed the tumult of the mob, so that they 
left the doors and descended from the walls. 

Ala al-Din’s eyes had been ostentatiously unbandaged 
to convince his following; now he rose from the bloody 
mat and said with tears: “O King of time, I bt g you tell 
me what I have done to earn so great a disgrace?” “What 
have you done?” answered the King furiously. “You 
pretend not to know? Then follow me.” He led him to 
the other side of the palace, which overlooked the site 
of Ala al'DIn’s vanished dwelling, and bade him look 
through a window. Ala al-Din looked and saw no ])alace 
and no garden, no sign, save the ditches, that garden or 
palace had ever been. The world grew dark before his 
eyes and he could not speak. “O vile impostor ,” cried the 
King, “where is my daughter, the stone of my heart s 
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fniit, my only child?” Ala al-Dln uttered a despairing 
sigh, and answered; “O King of time, I do not know.” 
Then said the Sultan: “Listen well. I do not ask you to 
bring back your evil palace, but if you do not return 
my daughter to me at once, your head shall answer for 
it.” Ala al-Din reflected for an hour with lowered eyes, 
and then replied: “O King of time, none may escape his 
Destiny. If it is my fate to be beheaded for a crime which 
I have not committed, nothing can save me. But I have a 
right to ask a delay of forty days in which to hunt for my 
beloved; for she has gone through no fault of mine and 
also I swear, by our sacred Faith and by the merits of our 
lord Muhammad (on whom be prayer and peacel), with- 
out my knowledge.” “I grant you that delay,” said the 
King, “but after it has passed nothing can save you from 
my wrath. If you do not return my daughter, I will find 
means to fetch you back from the uttermost parts of the 
earth to a terrible punishment.” Ala al-Din left the 
presence with bowed head, and the dignitaries who saw 
him passing across the palace could not recognise him, 
for he was so changed by grief. He wandered through the 
waiting crowd, asking with haggard eyes: “Where is my 
palace? Where is my wife?” and the people said to each 
other: “Poor Ala al-Din, the Sultan's cruelty has driven 
him madi” Finding himself an object of compassion, Ala 
al-Din hastily left the city at haphazard and fled through 
the open country. 

At this point Shahrazad sayv the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

He came at last to a great river, and as he looked into 
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its obscure depths, he thought: “It is useless to seek Badr 
al-budur, for I know nothing of her fate. It were better 
to drown all thought in the waves of this river.” But then 
he remembered that he was a Mussulman and, lifting up 
his heart, bore witness to the unity of Allah and the 
mission of His Prophet. This act of faith and subjection 
comforted him, and, instead of casting himself into the 
water, he knelt down to make his ablution for the evening 
prayer. Squatting on the bank, he took up water in the 
hollows of his hands and began to work the fingers 
together. This movement caused him to rub the ring 
which the Moor had given him for protection in the cave. 
As he knelt, the Ifrit of the ring bowed down before him, 
saying; “lam master of earth and air and wave, but slave oj 
the ring and the wearer's slave. What will you have, master, 
what will you have?" Ala al-DIn recognised the apparition 
by its hideous aspfect and terrifying voice; he sprang to 
his feet and cried delightedly: “May Allah bless you, O 
slave of the ring, O friend in need and deedl I pray you to 
bring me back my palace and my wife.” “Master of the 
ring, that cannot be,” answered the Ifrit. “I am only the 
slave of the ring and may not undo the work of the slave 
of the lamp.” “In that case, O slave of the ring,” ex- 
claimed Ala al-Din in his perplexity, “since you may not 
meddle with a business that seems not to concern you, 
since you may not bring the palace back to me, I order 
you, by the virtue of the ring you serve, to carry me to 
the palace and set me down beneath the windows of my 
wife, Badr al-budur.” As*he finished speaking, he found 
himself set down gently beneath the windows of the 
princess in his own magnificent garden, far in the wilds 
of Morocco. The sight of his palace tranquillised his soul 
and caused him to draw easy breath; hope came back to 
his heart and joy came with her. Just as a man who has 
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given a sheep’s head to be cooked cannot lie down and 
sleep until he has seen it come perfect from the oven, 59 
Ala al-Din could not rest, though he was worn by grief 
and wandering. He thanked Allah for the fortunate turn 
which his adventure had taken and then stood up in full 
view of the windows. 

Since she had been snatched away with the palace, the 
princess had been tortured both by grief for her husband 
and by fear of the magician's wooing; therefore she 
neither ate nor drank, and ever rose before dawn from 
the couch on which she had not slept. On that evening, 
when Ala al-DTn rubbed the ring, a certain slave, guided 
by the hand of Destiny, had opened one of the windows 
in the crystal hall and, as she looked forth, was saying: 
“Dear mistress, come and see how lovely the trees look 
in the airs of evening.” Suddenly she uttered a great cry: 
“My master, my master! There is my master, Ala al-Din, 
under the windows!” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COMB 

SHE said: 

Badr al-budur RUSHED to the window, and the 
parted lovers recognised each other. “Come, come 
quickly, my dear one,” cried Badr al-budur, who was the 
first to recover herself. “You need have no fear, the 
magician is away.” The slave ran dovsn and opened a 
secret door, by which Ala al-Din gained access to his 
wife’s chamber. Laughing and crying, as if joy had made 
them drunk, they fell into each other’s arms. It was not 
for some minutes, when they were seated more calmly 
side by side, that Ala al-Din said: “Before all else, Badr 



The Tale of Ala al-Dln and the Wonderful Lamp ^99 

al-budur, tell me what has become of that copper lamp 
which 1 left on a stool in my chamber before I went off 
to hunt.” “Dearest, that lamp was the cause of all our 
misery,” cried the princess, “but it was not entirely my 
fault that it should have been so.” She told Ala al-DTn of 
the exchange of lamps, and added; “After he brought me 
here, the wicked Moor told me of the lamp’s virtue; he 
said that, by its means, he had carried our palace into 
Morocco.” “What does he want of you?” asked Ala al-Din, 
without the least reproach. “He comes to me each day 
and tries to seduce me to his will,” replied Badr al-budur. 

“ To conquer my rcplusion, he always insists that you 
have been beheaded by the King as an impostor, and 
that you are only the son of a miserable tailor called 
Mustafa; he claims that you owe all your honour and 
fortune to his own kindness. On each occasion I have 
received him with silence and turned head, so that he 
has retired with drooping nose. But I am always afraid 
that he will use violence. I thank Allah that He has sent 
you to me!” “Now tell me where he keeps the lamp,” 
said Ala al-DIn. “He never leaves it in the palace,” 
answered Badr al-budur. “He carries it in his bosom 
wherever he goes. Once he drew it forth to taunt me 
with it.” “That is well, that is very well!” exclaimed Ala 
al-Din. “His punishment shall be our salvation. Now 
leave me alone for a moment in this room. 

As soon as Badr al-budur departed, Ala al-Din rubbed 
the ring on his finger, and said to the Ifrit who appeared 
in answer to his summons: “Slave of the ring, are you 
learned in the matter of soporific powders?” “I under- 
stand them better than anything else,” answered the 
Ifrit. Then bring me an ounce of Cretan banj,” com- 
manded Ala al-Din, “and let it be strong enough to kill 
an elephant.” The Ifrit vanished and returned in a moment 
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with a tube, which he handed to Ala al-Dln, saying: 
“Here is Cretan banj of the finest quality.” Ala al-Din dis- 
missed the JinnI and called to Badr al-budur . “Dear love,” 
he said, when she came in, “we can get the better of that 
vile sorcerer, if you will do exactly what I say. Now listen 
carefully, for time pre.sses and he may arrive at any 
moment.” He gave her minute instructions, and handed 
her the tube of banj; then he hid himself in a large cup- 
board and waited for the coming of the Moor. 

Badr al-budur did not like the part which had been 
assigned to her, but she rose and allowed her women to 
comb and coif her hair in the fashion which most suited 
the perfect pride of her face. Then she dressed herself 
in her fairest robe, girt herself in a gold belt blazing with 
diamonds, and hung a collar of equal pearls about her 
neck. When she had clasped heavily-jewelled bangles 
about her wrists and ankles, and had been perfumed with 
seven sorts of scent, she looked like some hurl chosen 
to be Queen of Paradise. She regarded herself tenderly 
in the mirror, while her women crowded round with 
cries of admiration, and then posed herself amorously 
among her cushions. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVBNTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

The Moor came at his usual hour; the princess rose 
in his honour for the first time and with a smile begged 
him to be seated beside her. The magician was delighted 
at being so well received and, because of the light from 
those lovely eyes, dared only sit upon the edge of the 
dlwan. “You must not be astonished, dear master, 
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because I am changed to-day,” said the princess with a 
languishing glance. “My nature is opposed to sadness and 
now has conquered my grief. I have reflected on my 
husband’s death and realise that the decree of Destiny 
must run its course. My tears cannot recall him, and 
therefore I have put aside my tears . . . But I have not 
offered you any refreshment.” She rose in her flowerlike 
beauty and moved over to a broad stool, loaded with 
wines and sherberts. With her hack to the Moor, she 
cast a pinch of the banj into a gold cup of h()iK)ur which 
was already filled with wine, and bade one of her slaves 
carry it to the magician. “This is less than the smile of 
your eyes, O princess,” said the Moor, as he took the cup 
and drank it off. Before he could lower the gold from his 
lips, he fell head over heels upon the carpet at the girl’s 
feet. 

Hearing the fall, Ala al-DTn uttered a cry of triumph 
and, leaping from the cupboard, ran towards the motion- 
less body of his enemy. Opening the top of the old man’s 
robe with trembling fingers, he drew forth the lamp. 
“Leave me again, Badr al-biidur,’ he said, for it is time 
that we draw towards an end When his wife had retired, 
he rubbed the lamp and, as soon as the Ifrit appeared, 
bade him return the palace to China, gently and without 
shock. Two very slight tremblings followed, one of the 
uplifting and one of the setting down, and lo, the palace 
was back in its old place in face of the Sultan ’s dwelling! 

Ala al-DIn found Badr al-budur and kissed her upon 
the lips, saying: “We have come home, my love; but it is 
night and we cannot see your father until the morrow. 
Let us rejoice together alone, as we have done before. 
As neither had eaten for many hours, they sat down to- 
gether in the hall of ninety-nine windows and were 
served with a repast of succulent meats and clear wines. 
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Then they passed the rest of the night in the unimagin- 
able joy of each other’s arms, until the morning. 

At dawn the Sultan rose to weep for his daughter in 
that place where her dwelling had been; when he took 
his first sad look and saw Ala al-Din's palace shining in its 
gardens under the morning sun, he started back with a 
cry and ruSbed his eyes, for he supposed that he beheld a 
mirage, or some unsubstantial picture of his grieving 
brain. But the towers and terraces remained solid and 
unshaken; so the King began to run, forgetting all his 
dignity, shouting for joy and hustling the guards and 
porters out of his way. In spite of his great age, he leapt 
up the alabaster stairs of Ala al-Dln’s palace and threw 
himself into the hall where Ala al-Din and Badr al-budur 
waited his coming with smiles. They rose in his honour 
and ran towards him; he caught his daughter in his arms 
and the two mingled their tears of gratitude together. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“But you look happy and in good health, my child!” 
exclaimed the old King, when he could get his breath. 
“Yet you must have known great grief and fright at being 
separated from your father? I should have expected to 
find you quite yellow. Tell me everything which has 
happened and hide nothing, my dear,” “My colour has 
come back to me,” answered Badr al-budur, “because I 
have found my father and my husband once again. But, 
believe me, 1 have wept and fasted and feared, far from 
this place, in the power of a Moorish magician, who 
wished to enjoy my body. Yet was it all my own fault, for 
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giving away something which was not mine.” She told 
the King the whole story of the flight of the palace and 
showed him the motionless body of the sorcerer lying 
behind a curtain. “That, O King of time,” cried Ala al- 
Dln, “is the cause of all our woe and my disgrace. But 
Allah shall pimish himl” 

The Sultan became convinced of Ala al-DIn’s inno- 
cence and kissed him tenderly, taking him to his bosom. 
“Dear son,” he said, “you must not blame me too much 
for my harshness, since my justification was my great love 
for Badr al-budur, which you, of all people, should 
appreciate. A father ^s heart is full of tenderness, and I 
would rather lose my kingdom than one hair from my 
daughter's little head.” “You had every excuse, my 
father,” answered Ala al-Din. “You supposed that you 
had lost your daughter through my fault, and, to a certain 
extent, it was so. I ought to have forseen the magician's 
vile design and been on my guard against it. You will 
never know the full extent of his perfidy until I have 
leisure to tell you the whole story of my life.” The Sultan 
kissed Ala al-DIn again and answered: “Certainly, at 
some future time, you must find occasion to tell me all; 
but it is more important now to get rid of that evil body 
at our feet.” Ala al-DIn ordered his young slaves to take 
out the body of the Moor and bum it on a bed of dung in 
the city square, and to cast the ashes into the public cess- 
pool. These things were done in sight of the whole city, 
whose people rejoiced at this well-merited punishment 
and at Ala al-Din's restoration in the graces of the King. 

The Sultan announced by heralds, with a sound of 
pipes and drums, that he freed all who had been cast into 
prison as a sign of public rejoicing; he gave large alms to 
the poor, and had both palaces, as well as the whole city, 
lighted with coloured fires at night. Thus Ala al-Din 



6o4 TTie Thousand Nights and One Night 

escaped death a second time, thanks to the grace which 
was in him. And you will see that same grace save him a 
third time, if you listen further to my tale. 

Some months after Ala al-DIn’s return — months 
during which he and his wife had lived in perfect happi- 
ness under the tender and vigilant eye of Ala al-DIn’s 
mother, who had now become a great lady, but without 
arrogance — ^his wife entered the crystal hall from which 
he was looking out upon the garden, and said sadly to 
him: “Dear master, though Allah has showered His 
favours upon us, He has denied me the consolation of a 
child. We have been married a long time and I have felt 
no life stirring within me. I beg you therefore to let me 
call to the palace an aged female saint named Fatmah, who 
has just arrived in our city and is said to cure sterility by 
the laying on of hands.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Ala al-DIn at once gave his permission and sent four 
eunuchs to fetch the old saint to the palace. They soon 
returned leading the holy dame, her face muffled in a 
thick veil and a triple chaplet of mighty beads swinging 
over her bosom. She walked by the aid of a large stick, 
for her body was broken by age and virtuous practices. 
The princess ran to meet her and asked for her blessing, 
kissing her withered hand the while. In a low deep voice 
the old woman called dovm the blesssings of Allah and 
made a long prayer for the continued prosperity of her 
hostess. Badr al-budur begged her to be seated in the 
place of honour on the couch, and said: “O saint of God, I 
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thank you for your prayers. As I know that He will 
refuse you nothing, I hope, through your intervention, to 
satisfy the dearest want of my soul.” Then Badr al-budur 
blushed and continued in a smaller voice: “Saint of God, 
I desire that He of His mercy will grant me a child. Tell 
me what I must do to merit that favour, for I am ready to 
accomplish anything to earn a gift which would be 
sweeter than life itself. If you are successful in your 
prayers, I will give you all which you may desire, not for 
yourself, since you are beyond all earthly needs, but for 
the poor in whom you take most virtuous delight.” 

As Badr al-budur spoke her wish, the saint’s eyes, 
which had been lowered till then, opened and shone 
with a dire light. Her face seemed on fire within and her 
whole body shook from jubilation; she looked at the 
princess without speaking a word and then, stretching 
out her hands, laid them upon the suppliant’s head and 
seemed to mutter a silent prayer. “My daughter, my dear 
mistress,” she said at last, “the saints of Allah have shown 
me the way by which you may lure the fecundity of 
nature to your body; but I think you will find that way 
impossible.” Badr al-budur threw herself at the old 
woman’s feet, clasping her knees and crying: “Tell me 
the mean?, my mother, for nothing is impossible to Ala 
al-Din, my dear husband. Speak, or I shall die here at 
your feet.” The saint lifted her finger and spoke: “If you 
would bear a child, you must hang in the crystal dome of 
this hall an egg taken from the bird Rukh, who lives on 
the highest peak of Caucasus. If you look long at this egg 
for many days, your interior nature will undergo modifi- 
cation and the dead shall live. That is all I have to say, my 
daughter.” “I know nothing of the Rukh, my mother, 
and I have never seen her eggs,” cried Badr al-budur, 
“but I am quite sure that Ala al-Din can instantly procure 
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me one of these prolific marvels, even from the highest 
nest upon Mount Caucasus.” She would have kept the 
saint, but the latter said to her: “I must now depart to 
relieve the misfortunes of others and griefs greater than 
your own. But to-morrow, if Allah wills, I shall return 
most eagerly for news of you.” Then, in spite of the 
princess’s gratitude which would have loaded her with 
jewels, she departed in all haste. 

Soon after she had gone, Ala al-Din returned and came 
to kiss his wife, as he always did even after the shortest 
absence; finding her preoccupied and anxious, he asked 
her the cause in some alarm. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY -THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Badr al-budur answered breathlessly: “I shall die 
if you do not quickly get me a Rukli's egg from the 
highest peak of Mount Caucasus.” Ala al-Din laughed as 
he answered: “Dearest, if it only requires that to keep you 
alive, I think that you need have no anxiety. But tell me 
what you will do with the egg when you have got it.” 
“The holy old woman has prescribed that I shall look 
long upon it, as a cure for my sterility,” replied Badr al- 
budur. “I wish to hang it in the middle of the crystal dome 
in the hall of windows.” “You shall have the thing at once, 
my dear, I promise you that,” said Ala al-Din. 

Leaving his wife, he retired to his own chamber and 
drew forth the magic lamp which he now kept ever in his 
bosom. When the Ifrlt appeared in answer to his rubbing, 
Ala al-Din addressed him in friendly fashion: “O excellent 
Ifrit, 0 obliging slave of the lamp, I wish you to bring me 
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at once an egg of the gigantic Rukh, who lives on the 
highest peak of Caucasus, that I may hang it in my crystal 
dome.” 

As these words left Ala al-DIn’s lips, the Ifrit twisted 
his whole body in a horrible fashion, his eyes blazed and 
he yelled so terribly in Ala al-Din’s face that the palace 
shook to its foundations and the amir himself was driven 
like a stone from a sling against the opposite wall. 
“Miserable human,” cried the Jinn! in a thunderous voice, 
“what is this that you dare to ask? O vile and most un- 
grateful master, have you the effrontery to demand this 
thing, after all that I have done for you? You would have 
me bring you the offspring of my supreme master, the 
most holy Rukh, to hang in your miserable crystal dome? 
Mad fool, do you not know that I and the lamp and all who 
serve the lamp are the great Rukh’s slaves, vowed in 
obedience to the Father of Eggs? It is well for you that 
you are safeguarded by the lamp and carry that ring of 
security upon your finger; otherwise I would grind you 
to powder beneath your palace!” In shocked surprise, 
Ala al-Din answered: “O Ifrit of the lamp, as Allah lives, 
this demand does not come from me; it comes, through 
my wife Badr al-budur, from a most holy saint, a true 
mother of fecundity, whose cure of the barren is the 
surprise of time.” The Ifrit suddenly grew calm and 
resumed his ordinary voice. “I did not know that,” he 
said. “So matters stand thus: the crime is not yours but 
that vile creature’s! O Ala al-DIn, you are lucky that the 
suggestion was not yours; for it would have led infallibly 
to the destruction of yourself and of your wife and of 
your palace. That was your holy old woman’s object; 
she is no more a holy old woman than I am, but a man 
disguised, the brother of the Moorish sorcerer. He re- 
sembles your dead enemy as one half of a bean is like the 
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other. True is the proverb which says: The younger dog is 
fouler than his elder, Jor the race oj dogs ever declines. Your 
new foe is more adept in magic and deeper in crime than 
his eider brother; when he learnt through geomancy that 
his brother had been destroyed by you and burnt by order 
of the Sultan, he vowed vengeance and came hither from 
Morocco, in the garb of an old holy woman. He suc- 
ceeded in gaining introduction to the palace and then 
suggested the terrible crime against my supreme master. 
But now that I have put you on your guard, you should be 
able to cope with his wiles. The blessing of Allah be upon 
youl” So saying, the Ifrit disappeared. 

Inwardly raging, Ala al-Din returned to his wife in the 
hall of windows, and said to her: “O Badr al-budur, light 
of my eyes, before I can obtain that egg for you, I must 
hear the old woman describe the remedy with my own 
ears. Therefore recall her and, while I hide behind the 
curtain, make her repeat her suggestion, on the pretext 
that you have forgotten exactly how it ran.” “Be it upon 
my head and before my eyes!” answered Badr al-budur, 
and she sent in haste for the old woman. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Soon the pretended saint, still muffled in her veil, 
entered beneath the crystal vault and approaclied Badr 
al-budur, but Ala al-DIn bounded upon her from his 
hiding place, sword in hand, and before she could say: 
“Biml” severed her head from her body with one blow. 

“O what a woeful crime, Ala al-Din!” cried Badr 
al-budur in terror; but her husband smiled and, lifting 
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up the severed head by its topknot, showed it to the 
princess. To her horror and amazement she saw that it 
was shaved like a man’s, save for the topknot, and that the 
face was covered with extravagant hair. In order not to 
keep her in suspense, Ala al-Din at once told his wife the 
truth concerning this Fatmah, who was neither saint nor 
woman. “O Badr al-budur,” he cried at length, “let us 
give thanks to Allah Who has delivered us from our 
enemies for ever!” They threw themselves into each 
other’s arms, murmuring their gratitude to the Merciful 
for all His favours. 

After that, they lived happily for many years in com- 
pany with Ala al-DIn's mother, that good old woman, 
and the aged Sultan, who was Badr al-budur’s father, and 
had many children, each as beautiful as the moon. When 
the Sultan died, Ala al-DIn inherited the throne of China, 
and nothing marred their contentment until they, in 
their turn, were visited by the Destroyer of delights and 
Separator of friends. 


THE PARABLE OF TRUE LEARNING 

And Shahrazad said to King Shahryar: 

“That, O auspicious King, is all I know concerning 
Ala al-DIn and the Wonderful Lamp. But Allah knows 
all!” “The story is admirable, Shahrazad,” answered King 
Shaliryar, “but 1 admit that it astonished me by its 
discretion.” Then said Shahrazad: “In that case, O King, 
allow me to tell you the tale of Kamar and the expert 
Halimah.” “Do so, Shahrazad,” cried the King; but she 
smiled as she replied: “But, even before that, I wish to 
tell you a precept, which our fathers have handed down 
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concerning The True Learning, that it may teach you 
the admirable virtue of patience and fortify you to wait, 
without anger against your slave, the happy fulfilment 
of that Destiny which All^ means to your race through 
me.” “Let me hear this precept without delay,” said 
Shahryar, “and also tell me what destiny Allah can mean 
to my race through you, when I have no posterity.” “O 
King,” murmured Shahrazad, “allow your slave to keep a 
still tongue yet awhile concerning the mystery of those 
twenty silent nights in which your benevolence allowed 
her to repose because she was ill and during which the 
splendourofyourdestiny was revealedtoher. ’’Then, with- 
out another hint, Shahrazad, the wazir’s daughter, said: 

It is related that a handsome and studious young man 
once lived in a certain city, where every branch of know- 
ledge was freely taught. He had a great desire to be for 
ever learning something fresh, that his life might lack no 
happiness. One day a travelling merchant told him that 
there existed, in a far country, a sage who was the holiest 
man of Islam and who, though wiser than the sum of 
all others at that time, practised the simple trade of a 
blacksmith, as his father and grandfather had done before 
him. Straightway the young man took his sandals, his 
foodbag and his stick, and journeyed towards that far 
country, hoping that he might learn a little of the black- 
smith's wisdom. After forty days and forty nights of 
danger and fatigue, he came to the city which he sought, 
and was directed to the smith’s shop. He kissed the hem 
of the saint’s robe and then stood before him in silence. 
“■What do you desire, my son?” asked the smith, who was 
an old man with a benign face. “Learning,” answered the 
youth. Without a word the smith put the cord of the 
bellows into his hand and bade him pull it. The new 
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disciple pulled the cord of the bellows until sunset. On 
the morrow he did the same thing; for weeks, for months, 
and finally for a whole year, he worked the bellows, with- 
out receiving a word from the master or the many 
disciples who were engaged in various kinds of the like 
hard and simple toil. Five years passed before the young 
man dared to open his lips, and say: “Master!” The smith 
paused in his work and the other disciples ceased their 
occupations to look on anxiously. The master turned to 
the young man in the silence of the forge, and asked: 
“What do you wish?” “Learning,” answered the youth, 
and the smith said, as he turned back to the lire: “Pull the 
cord.” Another five years passed, during which the dis- 
ciple pulled the cord of the bellows from morning to 
night, without rest and without having a word addressed 
to him. When any of the disciples needed guidance, he 
was allowed to write his question on paper and hand it to 
the master when he entered the forge in the morning. 
The smith, who never read these writings, sometimes 
threw them into the fire and sometimes placed them in 
the folds of his turban. By throwing the question into the 
fire he showed that it was not worth an answer; but, if he 
placed it in his turban, the disciple would find an answer 
in the evening, written in gold characters upon the wall 
of his cell. 

When the ten years were over, the old smith 
approached the young man and touched him on the 
shoulder; then the youth left hold of the cord for the 
first time in ten years, and a great joy descended upon 
him. “My son,” said the master, “you may now return to 
your own country, knowing that you carry the whole 
leaming of the world about with you. You have acquired 
patience.” 

He gave his disciple the kiss of peace, and the young 
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man returned to his own country, as one inspired with 
light, one who sees clearly. 

“TTiat is an admirable parable!” cried King Shahryar. 
“It inclines me to thought.” He reflected for a minute, 
and then added: “Now, O Shahrazad, tell me the tale of 
Kamar and the expert Hallmah,” But Shahrazad said; 
“Let me postpone that story yet again, O King, for to- 
night I do not feel inclined to it; I would rather begin the 
purest, freshest, pleasantest tale of all I know.” “Cer- 
tainly, Shahrazad,” said the King, “my spirit is also turned 
towards such things to-night. Also, by waiting for the 
other tale, I shall learn to profit by your parable.” So 
Shahrazad said: 

FARIZAD OF THE ROSE'S SMILE 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there was once, 
in the days of long ago, a King of Persia named Khusrau 
Shah— -but Allah knows all — ^whom the Giver had 
dowered with power, beauty and youth, and above all 
with so just a heart that, during his reign, the tiger and 
the kid walked side by side and drank together from the 
same stream. This King delighted to see for himself what 
passed in his capital city and used to walk about at night, 
disguised as a foreign merchant, accompanied by his 
wazlr or some other dignitary of the palace. 

One night, as he wandered through the poorest 
quarter of the city and was passing the mouth of a little 
court, he heard young voices talking from the end of it. 
Entering with his companion, he perceived that the 
voices came from a very small and humble house; so he 
placed his eye to a crack in the door and looked within. 
He saw three young girls chatting together, seated about 
the light upon a mat which bore the remnants of their 
evening meal. These girls, who were as like as sisters, 
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were entirely beautiful; but the youngest was visibly 
fairer than the other two. 

The eldest said: “As we are talking of wishes, my wish 
is to marry the Sultan's pastrycook. You know how I love 
pastries and especially those admirably delicate and 
delicious leaved cakes which are called Sultan Cakes. 
Only the King’s pastrycook can make them. I am sure, 
dear sisters, that you would be whole-heartedly jealous 
of me when you saw how a diet of fine pastry could 
round out my white curves and delicately calm the 
colour of my cheeks.” 

The second said: “I am not so ambitious; I would be 
content to marry the Sultan’s cook. How I should love to 
do sol I could satisfy all my repressed desires for those 
rich and extraordinary meats which are only served at the 
palace; especially those baked stuffed cucumbers, which 
trouble my heart when I only see them carried on the 
heads of porters during the King’s feast days! How I 
would eatl And if my husband allowed me, I would bring 
you some of those cucumbers from time to time, but I 
fear that he would not allow me.” 

The two sisters who had already expressed their wishes 
turned to the third who kept silence, and asked jestingly: 
“What is your wish, little one? Why do you lower your 
eyes and not speak? Do not be anxious, for, when we are 
married, we promise to arrange a wedding for you with 
one of the royal grooms, so that you may be ever near us. 
Is that your wish?” 

The youngest blushed, and answered in a voice as 
pleasant as running water: “O my sistersl” As she spoke 
no more, the other two laughed and goaded at her until 
she decided to tell all and said, without raising her eyes: 
“My wish is to marry our master, the Sultan. I would give 
him fair posterity. Our sons should be worthy of their 
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father, and our daughter would be a smile of the sky, and 
I should love her; her hair would be silver and gold; her 
tears, if she wept, would be falling pearls; her laughter, 
if she laughed, would be gold coins; and if she smiled, her 
smiles would be buds of rose glowing upon her lips.” 

Khusrau Shah and his wazir saw and heard these things, 
but at this point they retired, fearing to be discovered. 
The Sultan felt a desire to satisfy these three wishes 
growing among the laughter of his heart, so he bade 
his companion mark down the house, that he might fetch 
the three girls on the morrow into the royal presence. 
Next morning the wazir executed this order and brought 
the three sisters before the throne. 

At a sign from the King’s head, the three came nearer 
trembling, and the Sultan smiled good-naturedly upon 
them, as he said: “Peace be with you, O young girls! 
To-day is the day of your Destiny, when the wishes of 
your heart shall be accomplished. And I know what those 
wishes are, O young girls, for nothing is hidden from the 
kings of the world. O eldest, you shall marry our pastry- 
cook to-day, and you, O second sister, shall marry our 
cook.” Then the King paused and turned to the third 
sister, whose heart beat so violently that she was like to 
sink to the carpet. He raised her up and made her sit on 
the bed of the throne. “You are my Queen,” he said, 
“and this palace is your palace.” 

The three weddings took place that day, the Queen’s 
in unprecedented splendour and that of the other girls 
with the ordinary usages which befitted their husbands’ 
rank. Thus spite and jealousy entered the hearts of the 
two older sisters, and even so soon they began to plot the 
downfall of their youngest. Yet they were careful not to 
let their feelings show, and accepted with feigned grati- 
tude the marks of affection and unusual liberties of 
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intimacy which their sister heaped upon them in spite of 
their low degree. Far from being satisfied with the reali- 
sation of their wishes, they were tortured with hate and 
envy for the good fortune of the Queen, 

After nine months, Allah allowed the Queen to give 
birth to a princely boy, as fair as the crescent of the new 
moon. Because she requested it, her two sisters were her 
midwives; but, instead of being touched by her favour 
and the beauty of the child, they found in this birth an 
occasion to break the heart of their sister. While the 
mother was still in her pains, they took the child and set it 
aside in a basket of osiers substituting for it a little dead 
dog, which they showed to the women of the palace as 
the fruit of the Queen’s labour. Khusrau Shah saw the 
world darken before his eyes when he heard this thing, 
and he shut himself away, refusing all care for the king- 
dom. But the Queen’s grief was greater, her soul was 
humbled and her heart was racked by grief. 

The two aunts set the basket of the newborn child 
afloat on the running water of a canal which washed the 
foot of the palace; but Destiny had decreed that the 
Sultan’s chief gardener should see the basket floating by, 
as he walked on the side of the canal. Guiding it ashore 
with a spade, he looked within and saw the handsome 
infant. You may be sure that his astonishment was as 
great as that of Pharoah’s daughter when she found 
Moses among the reeds. 

This chief gardener had been married for many years 
and, though he and his wife ardently desired children, 
none had been vouchedsafe by the Almighty. Therefore 
the two had lived sadly in the isolation of the barren. 
Thus it was that, when the gardener discovered the per- 
fect child, he took it up in the basket and ran joyfully to 
his own house at the further end of the King’s gardens. 
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“Peace be upon you, O daughter of my unclel” he cried 
in a biK)ken voice to his wife. “See what the Generous has 
sent us upon a blessed day! This child, who is the child 
of Destiny, shall be our child also.” He told his wife of the 
manner in which Allah had answered their constant 
prayers, and she took the child and loved it. Glory be to 
Allah Who has planted the seed of motherhood in the 
breasts of barren women, as He has given to lonely hens 
the instinct to cover pebbles when they have no eggs! 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 


In the following year the bereaved queen again gave 
birth to a son, and he was fairer if possible than the first; 
but the hatred of the two sisters was not abated and they 
played the same pitiless trick upon their sister, setting 
adrift the second baby on the canal and showing a young 
cat to the palace as the fruit of the Queen’s labour. 
Consternation took hold of every heart, and the Sultan’s 
shame was so great that he might have given himself up to 
fury, if the virtues of humility and justice had not been so 
deeply implanted in his soul. The Queen was drowned in 
bitterness and her heart wept. 

Allah, Who watches over little children, caused the 
basket of the second son to swim into the chief gardener’s 
view, so that he was saved from the water and taken up 
and adopted as his brother had been . 

And, that all might be fulfilled. He quickened the 
Queen a third time, and she gave birth to a princess; but 
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the jealousy of the two elder sisters had increased with 
time, and they were determined to compass the Queen's 
final destruction by abandoning the little girl in the same 
way. However she was saved by the large-hearted 
gardener, even as her two brothers had been, and cared 
for and nourished and loved by the same foster parents. 

This time the two sisters produced a little blind mouse 
as the new offspring, and the Sultan, in spite of his sense 
of justice, could contain his fury no longer. “Allah has 
cursed my race because of this woman!” he cried. “I have 
taken a monster to be the mother of my children. Only 
death can assoil my dwelling from such a taint!” He 
pronounced sentence of death against his Queen and bade 
his executioner be present; but when he saw her dear 
form, which he had loved, standing before him dro-wned 
in tears, he felt great pity and, turning aside his head, 
bade the woman be shut for the rest of her days in a closet 
in the depths of the palace. There she stayed with her 
tears, a prey to all the sorrows of the world. 

But her two sisters knew the great joy of a satisfied 
hatred, and were able to stuff themselves without bitter- 
ness with the dishes of their husbands confecting. 

The days and the years pass as swiftly over the heads of 
the innoceut as over the heads of the guilty, bearing at 
an equal rate a Destiny to all. The gardener’s three 
adopted chidren grew to so exquisite a youth that the 
eyes of all were startled at beholding them. Tlie eldest 
was called Farid, the second Faruz, and the third Farizad, 

Farizad was a smile of the sky, her hair was silver and 
gold; her tears, when she wept, were falling pearls; her 
laughter, when she laughed, was gold coins; and, when 
she smiled, her smiles were buds of rose glowing upon 
her lips. Her father, her mother and her brothers, when 
they called her by name: “Farizad!” could not help adding: 

III QQ 
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•Rose-Smile.* But more often they called her simply 
Rose-Smile. Folk marvelled at her beauty, wisdom and 
sweetness, and at her strength when she rode out to hunt 
with her brothers, or shot with the bow in their com- 
pany, or hurled the javelin; they marvelled at the 
elegance of her manners, her knowledge of poetry and 
occult science, and the splendour of her hair, which was 
silver and gold. Her mother’s friends wept with emotion 
to look upon her. 

While his adopted children had grown up about him, 
the King’s gardener had passed, amid their loving respect 
and cheered by their great beauty, into the confines of 
extreme old age. But his wife went before him into the 
mercy of Allah, and this death was so great a grief to the 
small family that the gardener resolved to stay no more 
in that house, where the dead woman had been the 
serene source of all their happiness. He threw himself at 
the Sultan’s feet and begged to be relieved of that office 
which he had borne for so many years, and the King 
regretfully gave him leave to depart. But he would not 
let him go, imtil he had given him a magnificent dwelling 
near the city, with great policies of arable land, woods 
and fields, and having — in the midst of a perfect garden, 
laid out by the old man himself, and a vast park stretching 
between high walls, peopled with coloured birds and 
beasts, wild and tame — a palace richly furnished after 
the old man’s heart. 

The good old gardener lived pleasantly for some time 
in this retreat, surrounded by the affectionate care of the 
three children, and then passed into the peace of our 
Lord. He was wept as a real father has seldom been wept; 
moreover, he carried with him, beneath that stone 
which is never lifted, the little which he knew concern- 
ing the birth of Farid, Faruz, and Farizad. 
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The brothers lived with their sister in this domain of 
natural beauty, and had no other dream or ambition; for 
they had been taught with wisdom and simplicity. 

The two boys would often go hunting in far woods and 
fields, while Farizad of the Rose’s Smile preferred to 
wander in the gardens. One day, as she was about to visit 
them, her slave informed her that an old woman was at 
the gate, marked with every sign of benediction, who 
' solicited permission to repose for an hour or two in the 
shade of the wonderful trees. Farizad, whose heart was 
as compassionate as her body and soul were beautiful, 
received the old woman in person and fed her from a 
porcelain dish of fruit, pastry, and both dry and wet 
conserve. Then she led her through the gardens; for she 
had learnt that it is always profitable to listen to the words 
of those to whom years have brought experience. 

Rose-Smile sustained the tottering feet of her guest 
through the alleys and at last sat down beside her in the 
shade of the most handsome tree which the garden held. 
After edifying talk of this and that, she asked the old 
woman what she thought of the domain , and if it pleased 
her. 

The old woman reflected for an hour, and then 
answered: , “Dear mistress, I have spent a long life 
wandering over the length and breadth of Allah’s world, 
and I have never rested in a more delightful spot; but, 
just because you are unparalleled upon earth as the sun 
is unparalleled in heaven, I cannot help wishing that this 
fair garden, which holds you, held also the three in- 
comparable things which it lacks at present.” Farizad 
of the Rose’s Smile was astonished that her garden 
should lack three incomparable things, and said to the old 
woman: “I pray you tell me what those things are, good 
mother.” “I will tell you,” replied her guest, “to reward 
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you for the loving hospitality which you have given to an 
old and unknown woman.” She was silent for a moment, 
and then said: 

“Dear mistress, if the first of these things were in your 
garden all the birds would flock together to regard it, and 
would sing in chorus; for the nightingales, chaffinches, 
larks, warblers, goldfinches and doves, together with 
all the infinite races of the birds, would recognise its 
supremacy. It is Bulbul al-Hazar, the Talking Bird. 

“If the second of these incomparable things were in 
your garden, the light wind would leave singing among 
the trees to hear it, and the lutes and harps of your home 
would break their cords; for the light wind singing among 
the trees and the lutes and the harps of your home would 
recognise its supremacy. It is the Singing Tree, and 
neither the light wind in the trees nor lutes and harps 
can make so musical a harmony as the thousand inAdsible 
mouths which are its leaves. 

“Dear mistress, if the third incomparable thing were 
in your garden, the waters of your garden would cease to 
run murmuring, to look upon it. For the waters of land 
and sea, with nmlets and waves, with proud rivers 
marching through cities and tiny brooks babbling among 
flowerbeds, would recognise its supremacy. It is the Gold 
Water. A single drop, let fall in an empty basin, will 
swell and jet up a birth of golden sprays, rising and falling 
and never overflowing. With that water, which is all gold 
and has the transparency of the topaz. Bulbul al-Hazar, 
the Talking Bird, quenches his thirst, and by that water, 
gold and topaz cool, the thousand mouths of the singing 
leaves of the tree are slaked. 

“O my mistress, O princess, if these three marvelloiis 
things were in your garden, your beauty would be 
exalted, O child of shining hair.” 
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At this point Shixhrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“All THIS IS admirable, visage of blessing, my mother,” 
cried Farizad of the Rose's Smile, “but you have not told 
me where these three incomparable things are to be 
found.” The old woman answered, as she rose to depart: 
“Dear mistress, these three marvels, which are worthy 
of your eyes alone, lie in a place near the frontiers of 
India, and the road to them leads behind this palace. If 
you ever send anyone to look for them, tell him to follow 
the road for twenty days and on the twentieth day to say 
to the first man whom he meets: ‘Where are the Talking 
Bird, the Singing Tree, and the Gold Water?’ The 
stranger will answer with the necessary directions. Now 
may Allah reward the generosity of your soul with all 
things which have been created for beauty 1 His blessing 
be upon you, O blessedi” 

Murmuring further benedictions, the old woman 
wrapped her draperies about her, and retired. When she 
had gone, Farizad came out of the dream which her 
words occasioned and would have run after her to ask 
more precise directions; then, seeing that it was too late, 
she repeated over and over again the few instructions 
which she had obtained, so that she might not forget 
them. Though she tried not to think of the three marvels, 
she felt an irresistible desire rising in her soul to possess 
them, or see them at the least. She walked in the alleys 
of her garden and visited the familiar nooks of it; but all 
was without charm for her and full of weariness. She 
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found importunate the voices of the birds who gave her 
greeting as she wandered. 

Farizad became sad and wept among the alleys; her 
tears as they fell left a trail of pearls behind her on the 
sand of the paths. 

Soon Farid and Faruz returned from hunting and, not 
finding their sister Farizad under the jasmine bower 
where she usually waited their return, were grieved at 
her negligence and went to look for her. Almost at once 
they found the pearls of her tears lying upon the sand of 
the alleys, and said to each other: “Our sister is sad. What 
can have troubled her soul to make her weep?” They 
followed the trail of pearls and presently found her crying 
in a thicket. They ran towards her and kissed her; they 
petted her, saying: “Little Farizad, where are the roses of 
your joy and the gold of your gaiety? Answer us, O 
sister.” Farizad smiled faintly, because she loved them, 
and a very little rose was bom crimson upon her lips. 
“O my brothers,” she said and then fell silent, because 
she was ashamed of her first desire. “What is this un- 
known trouble, O Rose-Smile?” they asked. “Trust in 
our love and tell us of your grief.” So Farizad decided to 
tell, and said: “I do not love my garden.” Then she wept, 
and the pearls fell from her eyes upon the grass. “I do not 
love my garden any more,” she said again, as they waited 
in anxious silence. “There is no Talking Bird, no Singing 
Tree, and no Gold Water in it.” 

Swayed by the intensity of her desire, Farizad told her 
brothers excitedly of the good old woman's visit and of 
the excellence of the Talking Bird, the Singing Tree, 
and the Gold Water. Her brothers were astonished, and 
said to her: “Calm your eyes and refresh your dear soul, 
my sister; even were these things upon the inaccessible 
peak of Kaf, we would bring them to you. Tell us wher-e 
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they are to be found, so that our search may be easier.” 
Blushing again because she had expressed her first desire, 
Farizad told them what the old woman had said of the 
way. “That is all I know of it,” she added; but they cried 
together: “We will set forth at once, dear sister.” Yet she 
entreated them in alarm; “No, no, do not go, my 
brothers.” Then said Farid, the eldest: “Your desire is 
upon our head and before our eyes, 0 Farizad. But it is 
for the elder to fulfil it. My horse is still saddled and will 
carry me to the frontiers of India without flagging.” Then , 
to his brother Faruz, he continued: “You must stay here 
to watch over our sister; she must not be left alone in the 
house.” He leapt into the saddle and bent down to kiss 
his brother and sister. “Dismount, dear brotherl” cried 
Farizad. “Giv6 up this journey, for it may be full of danger . 
Rather than suffer your absence, I wish never to see the 
Talking Bird, the Singing Tree, and the Gold Water.” 
But Farid kissed her again, saying: “Little sister, have no 
fear for me; my absence will not be long and I am sure 
that Allah means me no harm by the way. See, I give you 
this knife, whose hilt is crusted with the pearls of the 
first tears you ever shed. It will keep you informed of my 
condition. Examine the blade from time to time; as long 
&s it stays clean and bright, you will know that I am well 
and fortunate; but if it shows dull or rusty, I shall have 
met with some accident or been thrown into captivity; 
if it becomes spotted with blood you may be certain that 
I have ceased to live. Should that last happen, I beg the 
two of you to call down the compassion of Allah upon 
me.” He handed the knife to his sister and galloped off, 
without waiting for a reply, along the road which led to 
India. 

He rode for twenty days and twenty nights, through 
solitudes filled only with green grass and the presence of 
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God, and on the twentieth day came to a meadowland at 
the foot of a mountain. In this meadowland there was a 
tree and beneath the tree a very old man was seated. His 
face was hidden entirely by the long hair of his head, by 
the unkempt tufts of his eyebrows, and by a prodigious 
beard, as white as new-carded wool. His arms and legs 
were very thin, and his hands and feet were tipped with 
nails of extraordinary length. With his left hand he told a 
chaplet of beads, while he held his right immovable at the 
height of his brow with the index finger raised, to attest 
the unity of Allah. There can be no doubt that he was an 
old ascetic who had left the world for unknown years and 
years. 

As this was the first stranger whom Farid had en- 
countered on the twentieth day, he dismounted and 
advanced towards him, saying; “Greeting, O holy man!” 
The sheikh answered his greeting, but his voice was so 
muffled by the thick moustache and beard that Farid 
could not reco«mise the words he said. 

O 

“I must make him hear,” said Farid to himself, for he 
had but halted to enquire his way. Taking a pair of 
scissors from his haversack, he said: “Venerable uncle, 
allow me to give you some few attentions which your 
ceaseless preoccupation in saintly thought has prevented 
you from accomplishing yourself.” As the old man said 
neither yes nor no, the prince set himself to cut and trim 
the mighty beard, the moustaches, brows, and hair, and 
finally the nails, until the snipping and paring had shorn 
away twenty years at least. Then, as bai'bers do, he said; 
“May it be a refreshment and delight!” 

When the old man felt himself lightened from all this 
encumbrance, he was extremely satisfied, and said to the 
traveller, with a benign smile and in a voice as clear as a 
child’s: “May Allah shower His blessings upon you, my 
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son, for the courteous attention which you have paid to a 
very old man. And I, myself, O traveller of good omen, 
am ready to help you with my counsels and experience.” 

“I have come from far off, to find the Talking Bird, the 
Singing Tree, and the Gold Water,” answered Farid. 
"Can you tell me in what place I must look for them?” 

The old man suddenly ceased to tell his beads, but he 
did not answer; so Farid asked again; “Why do you not 
speak, good uncle? I do not wish to allow my horse to 
grow cold, if you do not know.” "I know the place, my 
son, and the road which leads to it,” replied the old man 
at length, “but the favour which you have done me is so 
great that I cannot make up my mind to expose you to the 
terrible dangers of such an enterprise , Turn back, my son , 
and ride to your own place; for many and many a young 
man has passed this way before you and not one has ever 
returned.” “Only show me the way,” said Farid proudly, 
“and do not trouble yourself about the rest; for Allali has 
given me a strong arm.” “Flow will a strong arm defend 
you against the Invisible,” demanded the old man slowly, 
“especially when Those of the Invisible are numbered in 
thousands upon thousands?” “There is no power or might 
save in Allah, O sheikh!” exclaimed Farid. “My Destiny 
is about my neck; if I turn fiom it, it will follow me. 
Only tell me what I must do, and I will be eternally 

obliged,” 

When the Old Man of the Tree saw that he could not 
dissuade this young adventurer, he put his hand m a bag 
v% Inch hung about his waist and drew from it a ball of red 
granite. This he handed to Farid saying. . . 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of monnng 

and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“Mount your horse and throw this ball in front of 
you; it will roll ahead and guide you. When it stops, 
dismount and fasten your horse’s bridle to the ball; then 
the animal will wait your return, without moving from 
that place. Climb on foot up that mountain whose sum- 
mit we can see from here. You will behold great black 
stones on every side’ and you will hear voices which are 
not of the torrents, not of the winds in the abysses, for 
they belong to Those of the Invisible. They will shout 
terrible words at you, enough to freeze the blood of man, 
but you must not listen; for, if you look behind you while 
they call from near and far, you will be changed to a black 
stone like the others. If you can resist their calling 
and come to the top of the mountain, you will find a 
cage there with the Talking Bird inside it. You must 
say; ‘Greeting, O Bulbul al-Hazarl Where is the 
Singing Tree? Where is the Gold Water?’ And the 
Talking Bird will answer. And Allah have you in 
His keepingl” 

The old man sighed and fell silent; as he spoke no more, 
Farid leapt into the saddle and threw the hall in front of 
him with all his force. The round red granite rolled and 
rolled and rolled before, and Farid’s horse, which was as 
a stream of light among other horses, couldhardly follow 
it through the briars it broke, the hollows it leapt, and 
the little hills it overcame . It did not slacken its pace until 
it came among the first rocks of the mountain ; but there it 
stopped suddenly. Prince Farid dismoimted, and twisted 
the bridle of his horse about the granite ball; at once the 
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creature grew still upon its four legs, as if it had been 
nailed to the ground. 

At first Farid heard nothing as he began to climb the 
mountain, and only saw about him as he went masses ol 
black basalt shaped like human bodies. Though he did 
not know it, these were the bodies of the young lords 
who had gone before him into that desolate place. 
Suddenly a cry rose among the rocks, such as he had 
never heard before, and two other cries followed it, to 
right and left, which could not have issued from a man's 
throat. Nor were they the bowlings of savage winds 
among the rocks, nor the moaning waters of the torrent, 
nor the soimd of cataracts hurling themselves into a 
measureless abyss ; for they were the voices of Those 
of the Invisible. Some said: “What do you want? What 
do you want?” Some said: “Stop him. Kill himl Stop him. 
Kill him!” Some said: “Throw him dovm! Throw him 
down!” And some said: “He is charming! He is charming! 
Come to us! Come to us!” and seemed to laugh. 

Prince Farid went on climbing bravely, without 
turning his head; but soon the voices became so numer- 
ous and terrible, sometimes bellowing and touching his 
face with their breath, sometimes far off and far behind, 
sometimes so menacing, and sometimes so seductive, 
that at last the poor boy trembled in spite of himself and, 
forgetting the advice of the Old Man of the Tree, turned 
his head in the direction of a more frightful cry which 
breathed upon his face. At once the voices rose to a 
single laughing yell of triumph and then fell awfully silent, 
as Prince Farid changed where he stood into a block of 
black basalt. 

And his horse, also, was turned to a formless black 
rock at the foot of the mountain, and the ball of red 
granite rolled back towards the Old Man’s Tree. 
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When Princess Farizad made her examination of the 
knife on that day, she turned pale and trembled, because 
the bright blade had become dull and rusted, Paruz ran 
up to help her and she lapsed into his arms, crying: 
“Farid, Farid, where are you? Why did I let you go? I am 
unhappy. O wicked Farizad, I will never love you morel” 
She sobbed as if her heart would break, and Prince 
Faruz, though he was no less afflicted, set himself to con- 
sole her, “What has happened weis fated to happen,” he 
said. “Now I will set out to find our brother, and also 
bring you back the three things which you desire.” 
“Do not go for my silly wishes,” begged Farizad. “If mis- 
fortune befell you also, I should die.” But her tears could 
not turn the second brother from his resolution. He 
mounted his horse and, after kissing his sister farewell, 
gave her a chaplet of pearls made from the second tears 
which she had wept as a child. “If ever these pearls seem 
to be stuck together and will not run through your 
fingers,” said he, “you may know that I have met the same 
fate as my brother.” Farizad embraced him sadly, sighing: 
“God grant that does not happen, dearestl May He send 
you both back to me in safety.” So Prince Faruz took the 
road which led to India. 

On the twentieth day of his riding, he found the 
Old Man of the Tree sitting, as Farid had seen him, with 
the index finger of his right hand held on a level with his 
brow. After greeting, the sheikh informed the prince 
of his brother's passing and made every effort of elo- 
quence to turn him back. Then, seeing that he could not 
shake his resolve, he gave him the ball of red granite, 
which led him to the foot of the fatal mountain. 

As Prince Faruz climbed courageously, the voices rose 
about his steps; but he would not listen to them. Menaces, 
curses, and flattering calls had no effect on him; but a 
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sudden desolate cry of “Brother, dear brother, do not 
pass me!” made him turn his head, and he was at once 
turned into black basalt. 

Farizad ceased not day and night from telling the 
pearls and when, on the twentieth day, they no longer 
obeyed her fingers but seemed stuck together, she cried: 
“O poor devoted brothers, lost through my caprice, I 
come, I cornel” She fought down her sorrow and would 
waste no moment in lamentation; she disguised herself 
as a man and set out on horseback upon the same road, 
armed from head to heel. 

On the twentieth day, she came upon the Old Man 
sitting under his Tree beside the road, and saluted him 
respectfully. “Saintly father,” she said, “have you seen 
two young and handsome lords pass by, seeking the 
Talking Bird, the Singing Tree, and the Gold Water?” 
“Sweet mistress Farizad of the Rose’s Smile,” answered 
the old man, “I both saw them and gave them direction, 
but I fear that Those of the Invisible have caught them, 
as they have caught so many others.” Hearing the old man 
call her by her name, Farizad stood in perplexed silence, 
while the saint continued: “Mistress of splendour, those 
who spoke to you of the three incomparable things, so 
often sought upon this road by lords and princes, told 
you the truth; but they did not say that terrible danger 
hedges the undertaking with impossibility.” He told the 
princess all that she risked in going after her brothers ; 
but she replied: “O holy man, my soul is troubled within 
me, for it is a soul easily frightened; but I cannot turn 
back when the safety of my brothers is concerned. 
Hearken to a loving sister’s prayer, and show me a way 
to deliver them.” “O Farizad, O King’s daughter, here is 
the granite ball which will lead you upon your brothers’ 
tracks,” said the sheikh after a pause, “but you will never 
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free them until you have gained possession of the three 
marvels. Yet, as you do not risk your immortal soul from 
any desire to vanquish the impossible, but only from love 
of your brothers, the impossible shall become your slave. 
No human may resist the calling of the Invisible, but the 
sons of men may use guile against their strength, and 
come off victorious.” 

So saying, the Old Man of the Tree handed the red 
granite ball to Farizad and then took a wisp of cotton 
from his belt, crying; “This light wisp of cotton shall 
conquer the Invisible! Lean down the glory of your head, 
O Farizad.” She bent the silver and gold glory of her head , 
and the old man cried again: “May the daughter of men 
conquer the armies of the Invisible with a wisp of 
cottoni” Then, dividing the cotton into two parts, he put 

one into each of Farizad ’s ears , and signed to her to depart . 

Farizad followed the ball, as her brothers had done, 
and began hardily to climb the mountain. The voices 
rose about her feet among the rocks of black basalt in a 
terrible howling, but she heard only a vague humming 
and, being unable to distinguish any words, felt no 
fright at all. Though her feet were only used to the fine 
sands of her garden alleys, she went on imwearying and 
came at last to the top of the mountain. There, in a flat 
space, she saw a gold cage standing on a gold pedestal, 
holding the Talking Bird bright within it. 

She ran forward and placed her hand upon the cage, 
crying: “I have you, bird! You shall never escape me!” 
At the same time she pulled the wisps of cotton from her 
ears and threw them far from her, for already the voices 
of the Invisible were still, and a silence slept upon the 
mountain. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

The voice of the Talking Bird rose in the breast of 
that silence, singing clear: 


Farizad, 
Rose's Smile, 
Farizad, 
Rose's shape, 

should /, 
Farizad, 
Farizad, 

Seek escape ? 


For I know, 

Rosens smile. 
Better far, 
Farizad, 
Farizad, 

Than you know, 
Farizad, 

Who you are. 


To the grave, 

Farizad, 

Farizad, 

I am slave, 

Rose's smile, 

Farizad, 

To the grave. 

Thus sang the Talking Bird, 0 lutes! Farizad forgot her 

weariness and said to the miracle: “0 Bulbul al-Hazai, 
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O marvel of the air, if you are my slave, prove it to 
mel” 

Bulbul sang this answer; 

Farizad, 

You to say, 

FarJzdd, 

You to say 
And for me, 

Farizad, 

To obey. 

Then Farizad asked where she might find the Singing 
Tree, and Bulbul bade her turn to the opposite slope of 
the mountain. There she saw a tree so great that it might 
have shaded a whole army, and wondered exceedingly 
how she should be able to unroot it and carry it away. 
Seeing her perplexity. Bulbul sang again that it was 

enough to break off the least branch of that tree and to 

plant it in her garden. So Farizad walked towards the Tree 
and listened to the singing of its leaves. Then she under- 
stood that she was in the presence of the second marvel, 
for neither light winds in Persia gardens, nor Indian 
lutes, nor Syrian harps had ever made music to be com- 
pared with the concerted singing of the thousand invisible 
mouths, which were the leaves of that melodious tree. 

When Farizad had sufficiently recovered from her 
ecstasy to pluck a small branch, she returned to Bulbul 

and asked him where she might find the Gold Water. The 
Talking Bird bade her turn towards the West and look 

behind a blue rock which she would then see. So she 
turned her steps to the West and beheld a mass of tender 
tur(|Uoise, and a slim stream of liquid gold gushed from 

its azure wall upon the further side; but though the jet 
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was gold, it was as cool and translucent as a water of 
topaz. With the splendid water harizad filled a crystal 
um which stood in a niche of the blue rock, and returned 
to Bulbul, carrying both her prizes. 

Thus Farizad of the Rosens Smile gained possession of 
the three incomparable things. 

"O most beautiful, I have yet one more prayer to 
make,” she said. “The goal of my setting forth has not yet 
been attained.” The Bird invited her to say on, and she 
murmured in a trembling voice: “My brothers, O Bulbul, 
my brothers!” 

For a moment Bulbul was terrified, for he had been 
used so long to serving Those of the Invisible; but soon he 
called to mind that the princess had conquered, and sang 
in answer: 


With the Jountain , Jountain , fountain p 
Fountain water , fountain tinkle. 

In the urn, the urn of crystal, 

Farizad, Farizad, 

Rise, O rose, oh, rise and sprinkle 
All the black stones of the mountain, 
With the fountain, with the fountain, 
Farizad, Farizad. 


Farizad took the crystal um in one hand and, holding 

the gold cage and the singing branch in the other, began 

to retrace her steps down the mountain. As she passed 

any black basalt rock, she would sprinkle it with water 
and it would take on life and change into a man. Soon her 

brothers were restored to her by this means and ran to 
embrace her, while all the other noble youths, wakened 
from their stony sleep, hastened to kiss her hand an^i 

declare themselves her slaves. The whole troop reached 
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the bottom of the mountain in safety and, when Farizad 
had restored their horses with the gold water, rode ofiF 
in the direction of the Old Man’s Tree. 

But the Old Man was not in the meadowland, and his 
tree had disappeared. Farizad questioned Bulbul con- 
cerning this, and he answered in a voice which had be- 
come suddenly serious: “Why do you wish to see the old 
man, Farizad? He gave a daughter of men the teaching of 
a cotton wisp, so that she overcame the importunate 
voices of evil, and now, as a master retires before his 
work, he has gone to his own place. His wisdom remains 
with you and the evils which afflict the human race may 
not take hold of you, because you have learnt not to lend 
the attention of your soul to outside happenings. Outside 
happenings only exist because the attention of the soul 
is lent to them. You have learnt serenity, which is the 

mother of happiness.” 

So spake the Talking Bird in the place where the Old 
Man's Tree had stood, and all who heard marvelled at the 

depth and beauty of his language. 

At first the troop kept together upon the road, forming 
an escort about Farizad, but soon the lords and princes 
branched off, one after the other, to go to their homes, 
and, on the evening of the twentieth day, Farid, Faruz, 
and Farizad arrived alone and without accident at their 
palace. 

When they had dismounted, Farizad hung the gold 
cage under the jasmine arbour and, as soon as Bulbul 

sounded the first note of his voice, all the birds of the 
garden flocked together to regard him, and sang his 
praise in chorus. For the nightingales, chaffinches, larks, 
warblers, goldfinches and doves, together with all the 
infinite races of the birds, recognised his supremacy. In 
voices high and low they sang responses among the 
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leaves to his solitary couplets, and acclaimed each skilful 
trill of his in the language of their kind. 

And Farizad went to the fountain basiq of alabaster, in 
whose depths she had been used to behold the silver and 
gold splendour of her hair, and let fall into it one drop of 
water from the crystal urn. The gold bead swelled and 
jetted up a birth of golden sprays, rising and falling and 
never overflowing, and filling the sun-flecked air with the 
cool of a sea cave. 

And with her own hands Farizad planted the Singing 
Branch, so that it took root and grew in a few moments 
to as great and fair a tree as the one from which it came. 

It sang with all its leaves and neither light winds in 
Persian gardens nor Indian lutes nor Syrian harps had 
ever made such music; to hear the thousand invisible 
mouths which were its leaves, the waters of the garden 

ceased to run murmuring, the birds fell silent, and the ^ 
wandering breeze among the roses hushed the silken 
sighing of its dress. 

The days of monotonous happiness began again: 
Farizad resumed her walks among the alleys, staying for 
long hours to talk with the Talking Bird, to listen to the 
Singing Tree, and to delight her eyes with the Gold 
Water; while Farid and Faruz returned to their hunting 
and riding in the neighbouring woods. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

One day, as the two brothers rode out himting, they 
saw the Sultan approaching by the same narrow wood path 

in which they went, so they hastened to dismount and 
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prostrate themselves. The King, who was surprised to 
see two richly-dressed and unknown cavaliers so near his 
city, bade theiji rise that he might behold their faces. 
They rose and stood before him with an air of nobility 
which admirably suited their respectful mien; the King 
was struck by their beauty, and looked them up and dovm 
for a long while, then, as his heart was drawn towards 
them, he asked them where they dwelt. “0 King of time,” 
they answered, “we are the sons of your old slave, the 
'’hief gardener, who is now dead. We dwell not far from 
lere, in the house which you gave him.” The Sultan 
■ejoiced to make the acquaintance of his faithful servant's 
;hildren; but he was astonished that they had not pre- 
sented themselves at the palace, and said so. “O King of 
time,” they answered, “pray forgive us our absence from 
before your generous face; but we have a young sister, 
who was our father's latest trust to us, and we watch over 
her with so much love that it has never occurred to us to 
leave her.” Touched by this answer, the Sultan exclaimed: 
“I never thought that I had in my kingdom two youths so 
charmingly accomplished and so free from ambition. I 
will, if I may, visit your dwelling and rejoice my sight 
further with such a prodigy.” Immediately Faruz led him 
forward, and Farid rode ahead to inform his sister of the 
King's coming. 

Farizad heard the news with a certain dismay, as she 
was unused to receiving guests; in her perplexity she 
consulted her friend Bulbul, the Talking Bird. “O 
Bulbul,” she said, “the King is about to honour our house 
with a visit, and we must entertain him. Teach us how to 
behave, that he may go upon his way content.” “Dear 
mistress,” answered Bulbul, “it will be useless for you to 
get the cook to prepare multitudinous dishes for the 
King. To-day a single one will serve him, a dish of 
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cucumber stuffed witli pearls.” Farizad thought that the 
Bird's tongue had betrayed him; so she cried with a 
laugh: “O Bird, Bird, what are you thinking of? 
Cucumber stuffed with pearls, indeed! There never was 
such a dish. If the King honours our cloth, he will want 
to eat, not to swallow pearls. You meant to say: cucum- 
bers stuffed with rice.” But the Talking Bird answered 
angrily; “Not at all! Not at all! Not at all! Stuffed with 
pearls, with pearls, with pearls! Not with rice, not with 
rice, not with rice!” 

So Farizad, who had every confidence in her miraculous 
pet, bade the old cook prepare a dish of cucumbers 
stuffed with pearls, of which there were naturally great 
store in the house. 

Soon Faruz led the Sultan into the garden, where Farid 
greeted him and helped him to dismount. Farizad of the 
Rose’s Smile, veiled for the first time in her life, on 
Bulbul’s advice, came to kiss his hand. The King wept, 
for her sweet grace and the jasmine purity which exhaled 
from her reminded him that he was growing old without a 
daughter. As he blessed her, he said: “He who leaves 
posterity does not die! O father of these fair children, 
may Allah grant you a place upon His right hand in 
Paradise!” Then, glancing again at the bowing Farizad, 
he continued: “But now, I beg you, O scented stem, O 
daughter of my servant, lead me to some delightful 
thicket, where we may be shaded from the heat. So the 
trembling Farizad led him towards the depths of the 
garden, followed by her two brothers. 

The first marvel which struck the eyes of Khusrau Shah 
was the spray of Gold Water. He paused for a moment 
before it, and cried: “Marvellous gold rain, cooling the 
eyes!” As he would have examined it more closely, he 
heard the music of the Singing Tree and lent a ravished 
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ear to it for many silent minutes. “Music of dreams!” he 
cried. But as he would have walked nearer to the tree, its 
singing ceased and a great silence fell upon the garden. 
Tfie voice of the Talking Bird rose small and sweet and 
clear from the breast of that silence: “Welcome, King. 
Welcome, King. Welcome, Khusrau Shah! Welcome, 
welcome!” Then, as the last note ceased, all the birds of 
the garden answered in their own tongue: “Welcome, 
welcome, welcome!” 

Khusrau Shah felt his heart made tender by astonish- 
ment, and he cried: “O house of peace! Would I might 
cast aside my power and live with the children of my old 
slave for ever!” The brothers and sister pointed out the 
beauties of the Singing Tree and the Talking Bird to him, 
and Farizad said: “The getting of these marvels is a tale 
which I shall tell our lord the King when he is rested.” 

The Sultan reposed under the jasmine arbour and there 
the cucumbers stuffed with pearls were served before 
him on a gold dish. 

The King was extremely fond of stuffed cucumbers 
and rejoiced when he saw them; but when he found 
that they were filled with pearls instead of rice or nuts, 
he exclaimed: “Surely this is a novel way of cooking 
cuciunbers?” Farizad was on the point of dropping the 
dish and fleeing in confusion, when the Talking Bird 
called the Sultan gravely by name, and said to him: “O 
Khusrau Shah, O Khusrau Shah, since when has a Queen 
of Persia given birth to animals? If you could believe that 
impossibility, O King of time, this impossibility should 
mean nothing to you. Dear master, do you not remember 
the words which were spoken in a humble dwelling one 
evening twenty years ago? If you have forgotten, Farizad’s 
slave will repeat them to you.” 

Imitating the sweet speech of a young girl, the Bird 
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went on: “My wish is to marry our master, the Sultan. 

I would give him fair posterity. Our sons should be 
worthy of their father and our daughter would be a smile 
of the sky, and I should love her; her hair would be silver 
and gold; her tears, if she wept, would be falling pearls, 
her laughter, if she laughed, would be gold coins; and, if 
she smiled, her smiles would be buds of rose glowing 


upon her lips.” 

The Sultan hid his face in his hands and sobbed; for his 
old grief was even greater in the recalling than in the 
happening. Far thoughts flowed from their place in the 
deeps of his soul into his heart and tore it savagely. 

But Bulbul raised his voice again and this time gaily, 
saying: “Unveil before your father, Farizad! 

Farizad lifted her veils and her hair fell down with 
them, so that the Sultan saw it and stretched out his arms 
with a happy cry. “Behold your daughter, O King!” sang 
Bulbul. “Surely her hair is silver and gold, and there are 
pearls of joy upon her lids and a young rose coming to 

blossom at her mouth!” 

The King then looked upon the two brothers and 
recognised himself in them. “Behold your sons, O King!” 
sang out the voice of Bulbul. While Khusrau Shah 
stayed still for very happiness, with his arms about his 
children, the Talking Bird told him the whole story of 
their birth from beginning to end. But nothing would be 
gained by repeating it in this place. As the tale went on, 
the Sultan and his children mingled their tears and kisses 
together. Glory be to Allah, the Great, the Unfathom- 
able, Who blesses His people with reunion! 

“My sweet ones,” cried Khusrau Shah, when they had 
all a little recovered from the emotion of their meeting, 
“let us ride in all haste to tell your mother.” But we shall 
not try to describe the poor woman’s joy when she saw, 
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after her lonely years, the love and splendour of her 
children. Let us rather give thanks to Allah for that 
infinite justice which struck the two jealous sisters dead 
from rage upon that happy day, and gave years and long 
delights to Khusrau Shah and to his Queen, and to the 
princes and to Earizad, until they were visited by the 
Separator of friends, the Destroyer. Glory be to Him 
Who, seated among eternity, knows no changel 

That is the marvellous Tale of Farizad of the Rose’s 
Smile. But Allah knows all! 

When Shahrazad made an end of this story, little 
Dunyazad cried; “Dear sister, your words are sweet and 
delightful, fresh and savoury 1 1 found the story charming.” 
“So did I,” agreed King Shahryar. Then Dunyazad 
whispered to Shahrazad: “I think I see a tear in the King’s 
left eye, and a second tear in his right eye.” Shahrazad 
cast a quick look at the King, and said with a smile, as she 
embraced the little one: “I trust the King will be as 
pleased by the tale of Kamar and the expert Hallmah.” “I 
have never heard that tale, Shahrazad,” answered 
Shahryar, “and you know how eagerly I have waited for 
it.” But Shahrazad exclaimed: “If Allah wills, and the 
great King allow, I shall begin it to-morrow.” So 
Shahryar, who remembered the parable of true learning, 
said to himself; “I must be patient until to-morrow.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

Little Dunyazad cried: “O Shahrazad, in Allah’s 
name begin the Tale of Kamar and the expert Halimahl” 
So Shahrazad said: 
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THE TALE OF KAMAR AND THE EXPERT 

HALlMAH 

It is related that there was once in the antiquity of 
time — but Allah knows all! — a worthy merchant called 
Abd al-Rahman whom the Giver had favoured with one 
son and one daughter. The daughter’s name was Morning- 
Star, because of her perfect beauty, and, since the boy 
was altogether like the young moon, they called him 
Kamar. When they grew up from babyhood, the mer- 
chant, who saw that Allah had dowered them with 
dangerous charm, feared the evil-eye of envy and all the 
wiles of corruption; so he kept the two shut up in his 
house until they were fourteen, and never allowed them 
to see anyone, except the old slave who ministered to 
their wants. But a day came when the merchant, con- 
trary to his custom, seemed in a jovial and bending 
humour; so his wife said to him: “O father of Kamar, 
ovir son has become a man and can do as men do. Tell me 
now, is he a girl or is he a boy?” “A boy, surely,” cried the 
astonished Abd al-Rahman. “In that case,” retorted his 
wife, “why do you keep him shut up from the eyes of the 
creation like a girl, instead of taking him to the market 
and seating him beside you in the shop? Why do you not 
introduce him to the world and let people know that you 
have a son to succeed you? I pray to Allah that your life 
may be long, but, when you have to die, no one will know 
of the existence of your heir if you keep him imprisoned 
in this way. It will be all very well for him to say: T am 
the son of Abd al-Rahman. ’ Folk will quite justly answer: 
‘We never heard that Abd al-Rahman had a son or any- 
thing like a son.' Then, woe upon our house, the 
government will seize your goods and cheat the boy of his 
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inheritance. . . . And with Moming-Star it is the same! 
I wish to make her known to our relations; for that 
might lead to a suit in marriage and we could rejoice 
again in her wedding as we rejoiced in our own. This 
world is made of life and death, O father of Kamar, and 
we may not know the day of Destiny.” 

The merchant Abd al-Rahman reflected for an hour, 
and then answered: “O daughter of my uncle, it is true 
that no man may escape the Destiny which hangs about 
his neck; but I only hid the children for fear of the evil- 
eye; surely you cannot reproach me for my prudence?” 
“Far be all Evil!”exclaimed his wife. “Pray for the Prophet, 
O sheikh!” So he cried: “The blessing of Allah be upon 
Him and His!” and she continued: “Now put your trust 
in Allah, for He can safeguard our children from all ill- 
omen. Here is the turban of white Mosul silk which I 
made for Kamar; I sewed a roll of holy verses in a silver 
tube among its folds; therefore you need have no fear. 
Take Kamar with you to-day, show him the market and 
introduce him to his father’s shop.” Without waiting 
for a reply, she went to fetch young Kamar, whom she 
had advised to dress in his best, and led him into the 
presence of his father. Abd al-Rahman rejoiced to see 
him, and said: “The name of Allah be upon you and about 
you, O Kamar!” Then, being overpersuaded by his wife, 
he took the boy by the hand and led him forth. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHF.N 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

But no sooner had they left the threshold and 
ventured into the street than they were surrounded 



'he Tale oj Kamar and the Expert Hallmah 643 

>y a crowd of passengers, who halted in trouble of spirit, 
nared by the sweet damnation of Kamar ’s looks. Yet the 
treets were as nothing to the market; on their entrance, 
ill who walked there immediately ceased from walking 
ind surged about the two. Some kissed Kamar’s liands, 
jthers saluted his father, and yet olliers cried: “O Allah, 
:he sun has risen twice this morning! The little crescent 
moon of Ramadan has come again! Here is the new moon 
in the market!” A babel of admiration and good wishes 
rose about father and son, and, although Abd al- 
Rahman in confusion and anger pushed and expostulated, 
the citizens continued to stand in close rank, feasting 
their eyes on beauty and calling down the blessing of 
Allah upon that day. Doubtless they excused themselves 
with these words of the poet: 

Who beauty loveth and created hath 

With the same breath which bade us Jcar Thy wrath, 
Lover and Lord, we pray Thee to remove 

Either restraint or beauty J^rom our path. 

The merchant’s perplexity knew no bounds when he 
found his son the centre of a packed mob of men and 
women, all gazing at him with shining eyes. Under his 
breath he heaped on his wife all those curses which he 
would have liked to have aj^plied more loudly to these 
vulgar admirers. As none of liis entreaties had any effect, 
he finally pushed roughly through the people and, 
gaining the shelter of his shop, seated Kamar so far back 
that passers could only see him from a distance. At once 
the shop became the one centre of interest in the market, 
and hour by hour the jostling of great and small grew 
heavier about it; for those who had seen wished to see 
again and those who had not seen most ardcjitly desired 
to see. 



644 TTiousand Nights and One Night 

When the spectators were at their thickest, a darwlsh 
with an ecstatic eye came towards the shop and, seeing 
Kamar sitting beside his father, halted witli a profound 
sigh, and said these lines in a broken voice: 


I saw the thin branch oj the ban 
Where shines the moon oJ Ramadan 
In sickle saffron glow. 

“What isj^our name?" “Lulu" said he, 

“Lulu, a pearl." Then I: “Li? Li? 

Li? Li? 0 pearl, are you for me?" 

He: “La! Id!, Ldl Id!, no!" 

Then the old darwlsh came up to the counter, stroking 
his long white beard, his great age making a way for him 
among the crowd. He looked at the boy with tc ar-filied 
eyes and offered him a branch of sweet basil; finally he 
sat down quite close to him upon the front bene ]i of the 
shop. If you had seen his emotion, you might have 
applied these words of the poet to him: 

Where, Ramaddn s gold moon tojasters, 

There is a slight fair hoy, my masters. 

You may be sure to sec draw near 
A sheikh, snow-bearded and severe. 

Who has so studied lore of love, 

Below, behind, about, above. 

With licit and with illicit. 

That he could take degrees in it. 

Between the lasses and the lads 
He’s lost his pleasant body pads, 

A toothpick in a shroud is he. 

But oh, a Moor for buggery I 
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Thej' say his interest in woman 
Is rather casual, though human; 

But 1 can tell you, for a fact. 

He holds his own in either act. 

With bearded and with breasted youth 
He seeks the principles of truth. 

And in young concave, young convex 
Holds fair the balance of his sex, . . 

(With this proviso, certainly. 

That he's a Moor for buggery.) 

Seeing the ecstasy of this darwish, the people drew 
their own conclusions, saying; “As Allah lives, all 
darwTshes are alike! They are all knives for colocassia, 
making no difference between male and female.” And 
others^ cried: “Far be the Evil One! He burns for the 
pretty boy! Allali confound such darwTshes!” 

The merchant Abd al-Rahman thought that the best 
way out of these dilficultics woidd be to letuin home 
earlier than usual. In the hope of persuading the darw ish 
to depart, he drew some money from his belt and held it 
towards him, saying: “Take to-day s chance, O darwish! 
Then he turned to his son, and exclaimed: “My child, I 
trust that Allah w ill punish your mother according to her 
deserts, for she has given us a hard day!” Finally, as the 
darwish did not move or make any motion to take the 
money, he said to him: “Rise up now, uncle, for I wish to 
shut the shop.” He got to his feet as he spoke and began to 
close the two leaves of the door, so that the darwish was 
obliged to rise from the bench, to which he had seemed 
nailed, and go out into the street; yet he never took his 
eyes from young Kamar. Also, when the merchant and 
his son had shut the shop and battled their way through 
the crowd, he followed them out of the market and came 
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behind them to their house, his stick beating a rhythm 
to their footsteps. Seeing his tenacity, and not daring to 
curse him, both because of the bystanders and because of 
his respect for religion, the merchant turned round, and 
asked: “What do you want, O darwish?” “O my master,” 
the man replied, “I greatly desire to be your guest to- 
night; and remember that he who invites a stranger 
invites God.” Kamar’s father exclaimed as heartily as he 
could: “Welcome to the guest of Allah! Enter my poor 
house, O darwish!” But below his breath he said: “I Imow 
what he is after; if he has evil intentions towards my son 
and should be so unlucky as to try anything, I will kill him 
and bury him in the garden and spit upon hi^ grave! But 
first I suppose I must give him something to eat, for he is 
my guest met upon the road of Allah.” He led the old 
man into his house and bade the negress take him food 
and drink and water for his ablutions. The darwish 
invoked the name of Allah as he washed and, placing him- 
self for prayer, recited all the Chapter of the Cow, 
followed it with the Chapter of the Table, and finished 
with the Chapter of Immunity. Then, and not till then, 
he invoked the Name a second time and ate with dis- 
cretion and dignity. 

As soon as Abd al- Rahman learnt from the negress that 
the darwish had finished his repast, he determined to test 
the old man's intention; so he called his son, saying: “O 
Kamar, go to our guest and ask him if his need is satisfied; 
talk with him a little, for the words of those who walk 
over the length and breadth of the world are pleasant to 
hear, and the tales they tell are profitable. Sit quite near 
him, and if he takes your hand do not snatch it away; 
those who teach often prefer to have some direct contact 
with their pupils, as a surer means of transmitting know- 
ledge. In all things show him the respect due to a guest 
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and to an old man.” Then he sent his son into the darwish 
'and hastened to post himself at a window in the upper 
storey, through which he could see and hear all that went 
on in the hall. 

As soon as the lovely youth appeared on the threshold, 
the holy old man was so moved that tears jetted from his 
eyes and he sighed as a mother sighs who has lost and 
found her child. Kamar went up to him and, in a voice 
which would have turned the bitterness of myrrh to 
honey, asked if he lacked for aught and had taken suffi- 
cient of Allah's blessing. Then, with a graceful move- 
ment, he sat down quite close to him and, as he sat, 
unintentionally exposed a thigh whiter and smoother 
than almond curds. Well-inspired was the poet who 
sang: 


All men shall rise oh Resurrection Day 
Up to the sky, 

Or when the pearl and almond you display, 
Sweet, of your thigh. 


But instead of allowing himself any kind of liberty 
with the charming youth, the old man retired a few paces 
from him and sat down again in an attitude of assured 
decency and self-respect. He went on looking at him in 
silence and shedding tears, so that Kamar was surprised 
and asked if he had offended him, or if the hospitality of 
the house had been insufficient. For sole response the 
darwish recited, with great elegance and dignity, these 
musical lines: 


The horses of beauty have drawn up my heart. 
For beauty is perfection , to a spot 
High in the hills, where longing has no part 
And flesh is not. 
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Kamar’s father saw and heard these things in great 
astonishment. “I offended against Allah,” said he, “when I 
suspected this wise darwish of perverse intentions. May 
He confound the Tempter who lures us to have evil 
thoughts about our brothers 1 ” He hastened down to the 
hall and greeted his guest most benevolently, saying: “I 
conjure you, in Allah’s name, my brother, to tell me the 
reason of your tears and sighs when you beheld my son; 
for surely such an effect must have a cause.” “You are 
right, O father of hospitality,” answered the darwish. So 
the merchant said again: “Then will you not tell me that 
cause?” “Good master,” replied the old man, “why 
should you force me to open a closed wound and turn the 
knife of memory within?” “I do not force you,” ex- 
claimed Abd al-Rahman, “but I beg you to satisfy my 
curiosity. Has not a host the right to do so?” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 


THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

Then said the old man; 


I am a poor darwish who wanders for ever over Allah’s 
world, marvelling at the work of His hand by day and 
night. 

One Friday morning my fate led me to the city of 
Basrah, where I saw the markets, shops and stalls open 
and filled with merchandise, loaded with food and drink 
and all which may be bought and sold; but no trace among 
any of them, or coming and going before any of them, of 
merchant or purchaser, woman or little girl, or dog or 
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cat or children playing. In all the streets was but loneli- 
ness, silence, and the presence of God. I was astonished, 
and said within my soul: “Where can these people have 
gone so swiftly, leaving their goods exposed on every 
stall?” Then, as 1 was tortured by hunger, I made my way 
to the best furnished tray of a pastrycook and ate my fill. 
After that, I helped myself from the stall of a seller of 
roast meat and devoured two or three, or it may have 
been four, skewers of fat lamb, with one or two chicken 
hot from the oven, and a few light warm rolls such as my 
tongue and nose had never savoured in all my pilgrimage. 
Giving thanks to Allah, I next went up into the shop of a 
sherbert-seller and di'ank one or two goblets of sherbert 
perfumed with nard and benzoin. I took only enough to 
remove the edge from my thirst, for my throat had long 
been unused to the drinks of rich citizens. Then I 
thanked the Beneficent once more that He has allowed to 
His Believers on this earth a foretaste of the fountain 
Salsabll. 

As soon as I had stilled the cravings of my body, I began 
to ponder again on the strange appearance of that city. 
It seemed to me that the streets could only have been 
abandoned a few minutes before my coming, and I was 
beginning to fear the echoes of my own footsteps in that 
solitude, when I heard the sound of approaching music. 
In the trouble of my mind I took this as a final proof that 
the city was bewitched. Certain that the music pro- 
ceeded from evil spirits, I fled into a grain shop and hid 
myself at the back of it, behind a sack of beans; but as I 
am curious by nature — Allah pardon it in me! I placed 
myself in such a position that I could see all which 
happened in the street, without myself being seen. I had 
hardly made myself comfortable when I saw a shining 
band, which may not have been of spirits, but was cer- 
m ss 
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tainly of Paradisal hurls. Forty girls with unveiled faces, 
painted by moonlight, advanced in two ranks, with a 
movement of the feet which in itself was singing. Lut^ 
players and dancers went before, lighter and whiter than 
the doves of summer, so that I could not but suppose that 
they were presences from many-columned Iram, or from 
the gardens of Allah. 

The last had just passed the shop where I lay hidden, 
when a mare with starry front came into my view, her 
bridle held by two young negresses, and a woman riding 
upon her so dressed in beauty and youth that I lost my 
breath and well-nigh fainted behind my sack of beans. 
Her clothes were sewn with jewels, her neck and wrists 
and ankles were banded with them, and her hair pow- 
dered with the colour of them. Upon her right hand 
walked a slave, bearing a naked sword whose hilt was 
carved out of a single emerald. The mare marched on in 
majesty, like a queen proud of the crown upon her head. 
This vision of youth passed, leaving the dagger of passion 
in my heart, my soul in chains, and my eyes ready to 
remember and say to all other beauty: “You are ugliness.” 

As soon as the sound of the music had faded from my 
ears, I came out from behind the sack and left the shop; 
immediately I saw the markets take on life and the mer- 
chants and purchasers appear as if by magic and go about 
their business. I determined to ask one of them the 
meaning of what I had seen and the name of the woman 
who rode upon the starry-fronted mare; but the first man 
I questioned turned yellow in the face and, pulling up his 
draperies, ran away from me, as if the hour of his Destiny 
pursued him. I stopped a second merchant and asked the 
same question; but he looked in the opposite direction, 
as if he had not heard me, and passed by. I accosted many 
more; but they all remained silent and avoided me as if 
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[ had come up out of a cesspool or were brandishing a 
terrible sword. Then I determined that my last resort 
was the barber; for I knew that those who exercise that 
profession have ever an itching tongue and a word lying 
near the end of it. Therefore 1 entered abarber’s shop and, 
giving him all my money, asked him the question. The 
man rolled his eyes in terror and then answered: “If you 
would keep your head upon your neck, good uncle, you 
must not speak of what you have seen. Also I advise you 
to leave the city without delay. I can say no more; for the 
matter is a mystery which tortures all Basrah. Men die 
like locusts here, if they are not hidden before that 
procession comes. The slave who walks with a naked 
sword ruthlessly decapitates any head she sees. That is 
all I can say.” 

As soon as the barber had finished shaving my head, I 
left that city, finding no peace until 1 had gone out from 
the shadow of its walls. I travelled over field and desert 
until at last I came to this place. Day and night, eating and 
drinking and sleeping, I could think of nothing but that 
snatch of beauty seen at unawares. When I passed your 
shop to-day and beheld your son, his beauty reminded me 
of the marvel of Basrah; for he is as like her as if the two 
were twins. It was that resemblance which caused my 
tears, my sighs, and my emotion. Surely I must be mad. 

When the darwish had finished his tale, he looked at 
young Kamar and shed fresh tears. Then he said, sobbing: 
“Now in Allah’s name, show His servant the door which 
leads from your house and let him depart upon the road 
of his Destiny. I pray one prayer for you: that He Who has 
created two perfect creatures in your son and in the girl 
of Basrah, may crown His work by bringing about their 
union.” 

So saying he rose, in spite of the merchant s entreaties 
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that he should stay, and went out sighing into the street. 
So much for him. 

Young Kamar could not close his eyes all night for 
thinking of the girl who had appeared in the old man's 
story. At dawn he went into his mother's room and woke 
her, saying: “Make me a bundle of clothes and provisions, 
for I must set out on the road to the city of Basrah, where 
my Destiny awaits me.” His mother lamented and called 
her husband, to whom she repeated this unexpected 
determination. Abd al-Rahman tried to reason his son 
away from his purpose; but Kamar would only answer: 
“If I do not go to Basrab immediately, I shall surely die.” 
So the merchant and his wife were compelled to ac- 
quiesce with sighs of foreboding, and you may be sure 
that Kamar 's father put all the blame upon his wife. “O 
Abd al-Rahman,” he muttered to himself, “this is the end 
of all your careful prudence! There is no power or might 
save in Allah! That which is written must come to pass; 
none may fight against the decrees of Destiny!” Mean- 
while Kamar's mother, doubly grieving at her husband's 
anger and her son's loss, was constrained to prepare for 
the boy’s departure. She gave him a little bag into which 
she had fastened forty large jewels of the first water, 
rubies, diamonds and emeralds. “Guard this carefully, 
my son,” she said, “for it will be of use if you should come 
to lack money.” The merchant gave his son ninety 
thousand gold dinars, and the two old people, with many 
tears, embraced him in farewell. Abd al-Rahman gave 
him into the care of the master of a caravan which was 
setting out for Irak, and Kamar lelt the city of his birth in 
its company. Later, by the blessing of Allah, he arrived 
without accident at Basrah. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDKED-AND-EIGIITY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

It was on a Friday morning that he came into the city, 
and he was thus able to control the truth of the darwish’s 
tale; for the markets were empty, the streets deserted, 
and the shops lay ojhmi with all their goods, but with no 
sign of buyer and seller. As he was hungry, he ate and 
drank his fill and then, on hearing distant music, hid 
himself as the darwish had done. He saw the girl pass with 
her forty maidens and, at the first glimpse of her unveiled 
face, swooned in the corner where he had concealed 
himself. 

When he came to himself, he found the market 
thronged and folk bustling about their business as if no - 
thing had happened .Still dreaming of the woman ’s face, 
he bought magnificent garments from the chief mer- 
chants and Look a long and detailed bath at the nearest 
hammam. He came out shining like a young king, and 
5 (^Q'i'ched out the shop of the barber who had shaved the 
darwish’s head. He entered it with courteous greeting, 
and said to the proprietor: “O father of light hands, I wish 
to talk to you in private. I beg you to shut your shop and 
take this purse to pay you for the loss of custom.” The 
barber took the purse of dinars which Kamar handed to 
him and, after weighing it with a e^uick gesture of the 
hand, thrust it into'his belt. When the two were alone 
together, the boy said again: “O father of light hands, 1 
am a stranger in this city and wish to learn why the mar- 
kets were deserted this Friday morning.” Quite won over 
by the fine air and open-handed generosity of his 
questioner, the barber answered: “That is a secret which 
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I have never tried to penetrate, though I am very careful 
to shut myself away on Friday mornings; but, as the 
matter seems to touch you deeply, I will do for you what 
I would not do for my own brother, I will make you 
acquainted with my wife, who sells perfume among all 
the harlms of Basrah and knows everything which passes 
in the city. As you are obviously impatient, I will go at 
once to my wife and put your case before her. Wait here 
until I return.” 

The barber hurried home and gave his wife the purse, 
telling her of Kamar’s enquiry. At once the shrewd and 
kind-hearted woman cried: “May he be welcome to our 
city! I am ready to serve him with my head and eyes. 
Bring him to me at once.” So the barber returned to his 
shop and led Kamar to his own home, where the woman 
set him in the seat of honour upon the couch, and 
greeted him: “Let this be a home of liberty to our 
charming guest! The house is your house and we, the 
masters of it, are your slaves! It is for you to command 
and for us to obey.” Then she served him with sweet 
refreshments on a copper tray and made him take a 
spoonful of every kind, saying, as he swallowed each: 
“May it be a delight and a comfort to the heart of our 
gracious guest!” 

As soon as he had tasted all, Kamar placed a large 
handful of gold pieces on the knees of the barber's wife, 
saying: “Excuse the poverty of this gift; I swear by Allah 
that you will find me more generous in the future. Now, 
good mother, I pray you tell me all you know concerning 
the object of my anxiety.” So the barber’s wife said: 

My son, light of my eye and crown of my head, one day 
the Sultan of Basrah received as a gift from the Sultan of 
India a pearl so beautiful that it must have been born 
from the glance of a sunbeam on the sea . It was both white 
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and gold, according to the way the light struck it, and 
there was a movement in its breast as of a fire burning 
belovv milk. The King looked at it for a whole day and 
then determined to carry it on a silk ribbon round his 
neck, so that he might behold it always. As it was virgin 
and imperforate, he called the jewellers of Basrah to 
him, saying: “I wish you to pierce this sovereign pearl. 
He who can do it without harm may ask the wish of his 
heart and it shall be granted. He who has the misfortune 
to be clumsy and to spoil my pearl shall die the most 
terrible of deaths; for I will behead him after having 
practised upon him those tortures which are worthy of 
his sacrilegious ineptitude. What have you to say to this, 
my jewellers?” 

The jewellers became afraid, and answered as with one 
voice: “O King of time, to pierce a pearl like that is a 
most delicate undertaking. To operate on an ordinary 
pearl requires fingers picked from a hundred thousand, 
and the greatest of us must expect some few accidents 
before we succeed. We beg that you do not put us to a 
trial of which we are altogether unworthy; for we can 
tell the King where he may find the skill which we lack. 
Surely the sheikh of our guild can pierce this pearl.” 
“Who is your sheikh?” demanded the King, and they 
replied: “He is Ubaid, the master jeweller. He has more 
skill than the rest of us put together. He has an eye in 
the end of each finger and each of those eyes is of a super- 
human sensibility.” “Bring him to me! cried the King. 

The jewellers departed and returned with their 
sheikh,Ubaid, who kissed the earth between the King’s 
hands and waited for an order. The Sultan told him what 
was required and mentioned the rewards and penalties 
attaching to success or failure. The jeweller Ubaid took 
the marvellous pearl and examined it for an hour; then 
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he cried; “I deserve to die if I cannot drill this pearl of 
marvel!” With the King’s permission, he squatted down, 
there and then, and placed the pearl securely between 
his two heels; then, fetching certain fine tools out of his 
belt, he began to use them with a supreme lightness of 
touch and the careless dexterity of a child playing with a 
to]). In less time than it would have taken another man 
to blow an egg, he had drilled the pearl, without in the 
least roughening it or chipping it, so that the two ends of 
the hole were equal and symmetrical. He wiped it on his 
sleeve and returned it to the King, who trembled for joy 
and satisfaction. At once the Sultan threaded the pearl 
upon a silk cord and, as it hung like a little sun about his 
neck, looked down at it on every side with a glow of 
great content. 

Then he turned to the jeweller, saying: “Now for your 
wish, O master craftsman!” Ubaid reflected for an hour, 
and then replied; “Allah prolong the life of our King! 
But the slave whose crijqded hands have bad the notable 
honour of touching our master’s pearl, possesses a young 
wife without whose advice he dare do nothing; for he is 
an old man and, after the fashion of okl men, he has to 
spoil his wife in order not to be distasteful to her. I beg 
you, O King of time, to allow me to consult my wife, for 
perhaps she may have some better wish to suggest than 
any which I could imagine for myself. Allah has not only 
given her youth and charm, but also a sound judgment 
and rich imagination.” “Go quickly, O LIbaid,” answered 
the King, “for I shall have no rest until I have fulfilled 
my promise.” So the jeweller hastened to his wife and told 
her all. As soon as she heard that the Sidtan n^ould satisfy 
her husband’s any wish, the girl exclaimed: “Glory be 
to Allah, my day has come before its time! For I liave 
a wish already formed, a strange and delightful wish. 
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Thanks to Allah’s goodness and your wisdom in aflairs, 
vve are rich and out of reach of want for ever. Therefore 
we have no need to ask money, and my wish can be 
satisfied without the King expending a single dirham ol 
his treasure. I desire, only and simply, leave to ride 
through the city every Friday morning with a train like 
that of a princess, and that the markets and streets be 
cleared before me and that no one dare to show himselt 
or look upon me under j)ain of death. Surely that is a 
small reward for the piercing of a pearl.” 

“Allah Karim!” cried the astonished jeweller. “Who 
may boast that he understands what passes in the brains 
of womi'ii?” But then, as he loved his wile aiul was too old 
and ugly to risk her discontent, he said: “O daughter of 
my uncle, your wish is upon my head and belore my eyes. 
But consider this: if the merchants leave all their goods 
without guard and go to hide themselves as you pass by, 
the dogs aiul cats will raid their counters and the loss 
will be upon our conscience.” “I hat is no dilliculty, 
said his wife. “An order must be given for all dogs and cats 
to be shut away on Fridays. 1 wish especially tor the shops 
to remain open while my train goes thiough the city. 
But all the citizens, gre.at and small, must hide them- 
selves behind the closed doors of the mosques and none 
put forth his head without losing it.” 

The jew eller Ubaid went in confusion to the King and 
told him of his wife’s wish. “1 see no reason against it/’ 
said the King, and straightway gave order, through his 
heralds, that the citizens should leave their shops open 
on every Friday morning, two hours before the prayer 
and hide themselves in the mosques. They were warned 
that, if they showed their heads in the street, they shouh 
lose them; and were advised to shut away all dogs and 
cats, donkeys and camels, which might harm the goods 
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left unguarded upon the stalls. Since that time, the 
jeweller's wife has gone in procession every Friday 
morning, two- hours before the noon prayer, and no man 
or dog or cat has dared to show himself in the street. 
It was she whom you saw this morning, my lord Kamar, 
going about in glory with her forty girls and attended by 
the young slave with the naked sword. 

The barber's wife fell silent and looked at Kamar with 
a smile; then she added: “But I see, dear master and face 
of sweetness, that the tale alone is not enough for you, 
that you will not be content unless you see the old 
jeweller’s wife again.” “Such is my desire, good mother,” 
answered Kamar. “It was to see her that I left my country 
and a weeping father and mother in my house.” “Then 
tell me what valuables you have, my son,” requested the 
woman. “Mother,” the boy replied, “I have jewels of four 
grades: the first are worth five hundred golden dinars, 
the second seven hundred dinars, the third eight 
hundred and fifty dinars, and the best at least a thousand 
dinars each.” “And would you part with four of them, 
each of a different grade?” she asked. “I would part with 
them all and everything else I have,” he answered. “Then 
rise up, my son, rise up, O generous crown upon my 
head,” said she. “Seek out the jeweller Ubaid in the gold- 
smith’s market and, when you have met him, do exactly 
as I tell you.” 

She gave him minute instructions, and added: “Use 
prudence and patience in all things, my son. And, when 
you have profited by my advice, do not forget to return 
with news, bringing a hundred dinars for my husband 
the barber, who is a poor man.” Kamar agreed to this 
and left the house, repeating the instructions of the 
scent-seller over and over again, and thanking Allah 
Who had set such a powerful talisman upon his way. 
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At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 


THE SEVEN'HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

When he came to the market of the goldsmiths and 
had been directed to the shop of the sheikh of the 
jewellers, he hastened forward till he found Ubaid among 
his apprentices. He wished him peace, carrying his hand 
with great respect to heart and lips and brow, and the 
old man returned his greeting and begged him to be 
seated. Soon Kamar drew from his purse a jewel of 
miraculous beauty, though chosen from among the 
lowest grade which he possessed, and handed it, with 
twenty pieces of gold, to Ubaid, saying: “Good master, I 
wish you to mount this stone in a ring; but, though I 
require workmanship worthy of your great renown, I do 
not need any but the simplest and lightest setting. This 
money is a feeble advance against the completion of the 
work.” Then he gave a gold piece to each of the many 
apprentices, as a matter of greeting, and gold to each of 
the numberless beggars; for they seemed to have sprung 
up in the street as soon as the richly-dressed young 
stranger entered the shop. When he retired, he left all 
who had seen him marvelling at his liberality and beauty 

and distinguished manners. 

Ubaid would not allow a moment’s delay in the con- 
struction of the ring; as he had unparalleled dexterity, 
and appliances to his hand such as no other jeweller on 
earth possessed in that age, he Hnished the work ex- 
quisitely by the time the sun went down. Then, as he did 
not expect young Kamar until the morning, he took the 
ring back with him to show it to his wife, for he felt that 
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the flashing quality of the stone would make her mouth 
water. 

The girl found the ring very much to her taste and 
asked for whom it had been made. “For a young man far 
more beautiful than the gem itself, though that is fair 
enough,” answered her husband. “He paid me in advance 
more than I have ever received before for so simple an 
undertaking; but that is nothing. Believe me, my dear, 
his eyes wound all the world, his cheeks are petals of 
anemone fallen upon a terrace strewn with jasmine, his 
mouth is the seal of Sulaiman, and his lips are dyed with 
the blood of rubies; he has the neck of a young antelope 
and it bears up the glory of his head as a lily is carried on 
its dew-wet stem. He is above all praise, for he has beauty 
such as a craftsman can appreciate, and is as charming as 
he is beautiful. These things make him resemble you in 
everything, my love.” 

Thus the jeweller painted Kamar to his wife and did 
not see that his words lit a flame of passion in her heart, 
the greater because she had not seen the youth. Though 
he had a forehead as ripe for horns as a well-dunged field 
is ripe for cucumbers, he did not know that the most 
successful pander of all is a husband talking of a stranger’s 
beauty. By this you may see that Allah blinds His 
creatures, when He needs them to further the designs of 
Destiny. 

His young wife laid up the glowing description in her 
heart, but was very careful not to show the agitation 
which possessed her. Instead, she asked to be shown the 
ring, in a tone of absolute indifference, and, when she 
had received it, put it carelessly upon her finger, with an 
air of utter detachment. “See how well it fits me,” she 
said, “it might have been made for me.” “The fingers of 
the hurls are all alike,” answered her husband. “Sweet 
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mistress, the owner is both generous and thoughtful; 
to-morrow I will ask him to sell me the ring, for any 
price he cares to name, and then you shall wear it 
always,” 

During that time, Kamar had carried his news to the 
barber's wife and given her a hundred golden dinars for 
her husband, that poor man. When he asked what more 
he should do, she answered: “When you see the jeweller 
to-morrow, pretend that the ring is too small for your 
finger and give it to him as a present; then hand him one 
of those gems which are worth seven hundred dinars, 
and ask him to set it choicely in another ring. Give him 
sixty dinars and present each of his workmen with two. 
Also do not forget the beggars at the door. All this will 
turn to your advantage. And when you bring me news, 
my son, do not forget a little something for the barber, 
that poor man." 

Next morning Kamar presented himself at Ubaid’s 
shop, and the old man, after greeting him most respect- 
fully and rising in his honour, gave him the ring. Kamar 
pretended to try it on, and then said: “It is excellently 
made, mymaster, but is a little too narrowfor my finger. 
Keep it, I pray, and give it to one of the numberless slaves 
in your harim. In the meantime, I desire you to mount 
this jewel, which I certainly prefer to the other one. He 
handed the second stone to Ubaid with sixty dinars for 
himself and two for each of his apprentices, remarking as 
he did so: “Simply to buy sherberts! But I trust that you 
will all be satisfied with my idea of a payment when the 
work is over.” Then he departed, throwing gold pieces 
to left and right among the beggars at the door. 

The jeweller was more astonished than ever at such 
liberality, and that evening he could not help saying to his 
younj^ wife: “As Allah lives, the youth is not contented 
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with being more beautiful than any who have gone before 
him; he must needs be as open-handed as a king’s son.” This 
speech fanned the flame of love which the woman had in 
her heart for Kamar; as she slowly put on the ring which 
his generosity had made her own, she asked if he had not 
ordered a second. “He ordered a second and I have 
already made it,” answered her husband. “Let me see it,” 
she commanded and, when he gave it into her hands, 
exclaimed: “Oh, I should like to keep itl” “Who knows?” 
murmured her foolish husband. “Perhaps he will leave it 
with me as he left the other.” 

During that time, Kamar had taken his news to the 
barber’s wife, together with four hundred dinars for the 
barber, that poor man. “Your affair goes excellently, my 
son,” she said. “When you see the jeweller to-morrow, 
pretend that the ring is too big and leave it with him as a 
gift; but entrust him with one of the eight hundred and 
fifty dinar stones. Give him a hundred dinars for him- 
self and three for each of his apprentices. And when you 
bring me news, my son, do not forget a little something 
for my husband, that poor man, that he may be able to 
buy a crust of bread. Now Allah guard you and prolong 
your days, O child of generosityl” 

Kamar followed the scent-seller’s instructions to the 
letter, and the jeweller could find no words to paint the 
hberahty of his young customer to his wife. As she tried 
on the new ring, she said: “Son of my imcle, are you not 
ashamed that you have never asked so generous a buyer to 
taste the hospitality of your house? You are not a miser, I 
thank Allah, nor were any of your ancestors misers; but 
sometimes you seem to me a little to lack breeding. It is 
your plain duty to ask this stranger to take bread and salt 
with you.” 

In the meanwhile, Kamar had consulted the barber's 
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wife a third time and given her eight hundred dinars to 
hand to her husband, that poor man, that he might have 
wherewith to buy a crust of bread. On the following 
morning he presented himself at the jeweller’s shop to 
try on the third ring; but, after he had slipped it on his 
finger, he drew it off again and looked at it with disfavour, 
saying; “It fits well enough, but the stone does not please 
me at all. Keep it to give to one of your slaves, and mount 
this other jewel for me fittingly. Here is an advance of 
four hundred dinars and four for each of your apprentices. 

I must beg you to pardon me for all the trouble I am caus- 
ing you.” So saying, he gave Ubaid a white and marvellous 
stone worth at least a thousand dinars, and the jeweller 
said confusedly: “Dear master, will you consent to 
honour my house with your presence and favour me with 
your company at supper this evening? Your benefits are 
thick upon me and my heart has gone out to you.” “Be it 
upon my head and before my eyes,” replied the youth, 
and he gave the jeweller the address of the khan at which 
he lodged. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


but when 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

That evening the jeweller fetched his guest from the 
khan and conducted him to his own house, where the two 
feasted splendidly together. As soon as the dishes of meat 
and drink had been removed, a slave served them with 
sherberts which the jeweller’s wife had prepared with 
her own hands. For, in spite of the desire which burned 
her, she would not offend the decencies by taking part in 
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the meal; but waited in the harim for the result of her 
expedient. 

As soon as Kamar and his host had tasted the delicious 
sherbert, they fell into a profound sleep, for the girl had 
mingled a soporihe powder with their cups; and the slave 
who had served them retired, as soon as she saw them 
Ivina still, to tell her mistress. 

The git 1 had waited, dressed only in her chemise and 
all prepared as if for a second bridal night; she raised the 
curtain and walked softly into the feast hall, and if you 
had seen her eyes languishing among the disorder ot her 
hair you woidd have felt your heart crack. She came to 
where Kamar was sleeping and looked down u]ion him 
for a long while. Then she sat all against him and began to 
pass her hands softly across his face; until suddenly, in her 
hunger, she threw herself greedily upon the boy and bit 
his lips and cheeks with kisses until the blood came. 
Finally, excited beyond measure, she sat down upon him 
in his slee{), and Allah alone knows what the agitation of 
her body signified. 

She did not weary of this game all night; but when 
morning came she lifted her hot legs from off him and, 
taking tour knuckle-bones trom her brc'ast, placed them 
in his pocket. As soon as she had returned to the harim, 
she sent her faithful slave, the one who guarded her 
j)rocessions with a naked sword, to wake the old 
jeweller and the boy by making them breathe a powdered 
antidote. When they sneezed and woke, the slave said to 
Llbaid: “My mistress HalTmah commanded me to rouse 
you and tell you that the muezzin is even now calling 
Believers to the morningjn'ayer. I have brought you water 
for ablution.” “As Allah lives,” cried the old man in a 
maze, “one sleeps soundly in this hall! Each time I lie here, 
I do not wake until the sun is high.” Kamar did not know 
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what to answer, but, when he fcU during his ablution 
that bis fips and cheeks and those parts which did not 
show were burning as with lire, he said; “My lips and 
cheeks feel as if they had been toucliccl with red-hot 
coals. What can be the meaning of it?” “ fhat is noticing,” 
answered the jeweller, “those are only mosquito bites. 

It was foolish of us to sleep without a curtain.” “Why arc 
there no bites upon your face also?” asked Kamar. 
“Because mosquitoes love young blood and a fair beard- 
less face, but hate the cheeks of liairy age,” replied Ubaid, 
as he turned to make his prayer, 'fhe two broke fast 
tocTcther, and then Kamar took leave of his host and 
went to rejiort to the barber’s wile. 

She greeted him with a laugh, saying; “You need 
not tell me of your night, my son, for 1 sec a thousand 
tokens of it on yinir face.” “'Fliosi' are mosc|uito bites and 
nothing more, good mothc'r,’ answa'i’t'd Kamai seiiously. 
The barber’s evife laughed more loudly still. “Mosquito 
bites?” she scoffed. “Was that all you bore away from the 
house of love?” “No,” said he, “I bore away four knuckle- 
bones such as children play with. I found them in my 
pocket, but I do not know how' they got there.” “Show 
them to me,” she said and, after examining them, went 
on in great delight; “You arc very simple, my son, if 
you cannot distinguish between mosquito bites and the 
passionate kisses "of a desirous woman. She juit these 
bones in your pocket herself, meaning to reproach you 
for sleepin<a when you might have been belti. 1 c mployrd 
with her. They signify; MMu are a child who plays^with 
sleep, because he\loes not know the other game.’ You 
can prove what I say this evening, for I am sure tliat the 
jeweller will invite you again. Now, see that you behave 
to your ovvn salisiaetiou and to hkis, and also to the 
satisfaction of Uio mother wlio loves )OU, ni\ son. When 

rr 


III 
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you come back with news, smile of my eye, remember 
the wretched state of my husband, that poor man.” “1 
shall remember," answered Kamar, as he took leave 
before returning to the khan. 

“And how did you behave to your young guest?” asked 
Hallmah when her husband sought her in the harim. 
“With honour and respect,” he answered, “but I am afraid 
he must have passed a poor night, for this morning he had 
been bitten all over his face by mosquitoes.” “You should 
have slept imder a net,” said Halimah. “He will not be 
troubled in the same way to-night if you take that 
precaution. ... I hope you are going to ask him again; 
it is the least that you can do when he has been so 
generous.” The jeweller was all the more pleased to 
agree to this second invitation, as he began himself to 
feel a great affection for the youth. 

When Kamar come to the shop, the old man invited 
him to a second supper, and, in spite of the mosquito 
net, the boy had much the same night as before; for 
Halimah drugged the two again and, feeling her body 
hotter than before, spent the dark hours astride her 
sleeping love, with even more strange contortions. 
When Kamar came out of his heavy sleep on the following 
morning, he felt his face burning and all his body 
wounded with the biting, sucking, and kissing of his 
ardent hostess; but he said nothing to the jeweller when 
the old man asked him how he had slept. Instead, he took 
courteous leave and hurried to the barber's wife. As he 
arrived at her husband's shop, he plunged his hand into 
his pocket and foxmd a knife which had not been there 
before. So, after he had given his wise guide five hundred 
gold dinars as a compliment to her husband, that poor 
man, he showed her the knife. The old woman kissed his 
hand and cried: “Allah guard you, my child, for your 
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mistress is angry and threatens to kill you if she finds you 
sleeping a third time.” “But how can I help sleeping?” 
asked Kamar. “I tried to keep awake last night but could 
not.” “Let the jeweller drink alone,” urged the barber’s 
wife. “Throw the sherbert behind you, as you pretend to 
drink it, and then feign to sleep before the eyes of the 
slave.” Kamar thanked her for her advice and determined 
to act upon it. 

That night Ubaid invited Kamar to a third supper, 
according to the usages of hospitality, and, as soon as 
the slave who brought the sherbert saw the two men 
lying still before her, she went and told her mistress. 

The burning Halimah raged, because she thought the 
youth did not understand the signals which she had left 
upon him, so she entered the hall with a knife in her 
hand, ready to plunge it into the offender’s breast. But 
Kamar rose with a smile and bowed before her. “Who 
taught you that trick?” asked the girl, and Kamar ex- 
plained that he had been taking lessons from the barber’s 
wife. “She is cleverl” exclaimed Halimah. “But now I 
shall teach you myself. I do not think that you will dis- 
like the lessons.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. , 


but when 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: , 

She drew the virgin flesh of the boy towards her an 
with skilful fingers taught him how to find all the parte 
of the verb, to express the active in the passive, and 
make the two genders agree in number and case. He ac- 
quitted himself so valiantly in this battle of legs and 
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thighs, with mighty strokes and strong defence, that it 
was a night indeedl Glory be to Allah Who gives wings 
to the fledged bird and teaches the kid to dance from its 
first day, Who supples the neck of the young lion. Who 
jets the river from the rock, and plants in the hearts of 
His Believers an instinct as strong and beautiful as the 
cock's desire to crow at dawn! 

When the expert Halimah had a^ppeased something of 
her flame with this new- wakened valiant, she said be- 
tween her kisses: “Fruit of my heart, I cannot live with- 
out you. One or two nights, one or two weeks, one or 
two months, one or two years, will not suffice me. I must 
leave my old and ugly husband, I must follow you to your 
own land and live with you for ever. Listen to me now, 
and if you have loved our night, do as I say: if my husband 
asks you again, tell him that the nature of man is such that 
it would be indiscreet of you to keep him for more than 
three nights away from his harlm. Then beg him to hire 
a house for you near ours, so that you can pass the even- 
ings together without inconvenience to each other. I will 
advise my husband to do as you request; after that Allah 
will provide .” Kamar swore to do her bidding and , to ratify 
that oath, ran once more through all the gender rules she 
had taught him, without making a single mistake. The pil- 
grim’s stick tapped many times along the road that night. 

At length Kamar laid himself down by the jeweller 
as if nothing had happened, and in the morning would 
have taken his leave without a word; but Ubtiid con- 
strained him with an invitation to come again that night. 
So Kamar begged him to hire a house near by, in order 
that neither might inconvenience the other. The old 
jeweller readily agreed and immediately went forth to 
rent the house which lay against his own. While he was 
furnishing it richly and installing his young friend, the 
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expert Hallmah had an opening made in the wall of 
partition, and hid it by a cupboard on each side. 

Early next morning, to Kamar’s joyful surprise, 
Hallmah came to him in the bedroom of his new house 
and, after explaining the mystery of the cupboards, bade 
him imitate a cock with hens. Kamar gave his imitation 
seven times; when Hallmah was wet with satisfied 
desire, she drew a dagger from her breast and gave it to 
her lover, saying: “This belongs to my husband; he 
jewelled the hilt of it himself. Take it to his shop to- 
morrow and ask him how much it is worth. When he 
wishes to know where you obtained it, tell him that you 
bought it from a man who boasted that his mistress had 
stolen it from her old and ugly husband. While he is 
pondering your words, hasten back here and pass the 
dagger through the wall to me.” 

Kamar did as he had been told, and the old jeweller 
was plunged into a great trouble of spirit by the sight of 
the dagger. Kamar left him muttering to himself and, 
hurrying to his own chamber, passed the dagger through 
the wall to Hallmah. 

Ubaid ran home to his wife, hissing like a jealous 
snake, and rushed into her chamber, crying: “Where is 
my dagger?” Hallmah cast wondering eyes at him, and 
answered innocently: “It is in the casket, in its usual 
place; but you look so wild that I will not give it you. 
Then, when the jeweller swore that he would do no one 
a mischief, she opened the casket and handed him the 
dagger. “A miracle!” he cried. “I could have taken any 
oath that I saw this dagger in my young friend s belt. 
“Unworthy old manl” exclaimed Hallmah. Have you 
dared to suspect me?” So the jeweller humbly begged her 
pardon and comforted her as best he might. 

Next morning, after playing seven games of chess 
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with her lover upon his couch, Halimah sat down to 
consider how she might open the eyes of her husband 
and get him to divorce her. “I have a better plan this 
time,” she said at length. “I will dress myself as a slave, 
and you must lead me to my husband’s shop. Then you 
must tell him that you bought me at the market, and lift 
my veil that he may see my face. Surely that will open 
his eyesl” She rose and, dressing herself as a slave, accom- 
panied her lover to her husband’s shop. “I have bought a 
slave for a thousand dinars,” said Kamar to the old 
jeweller. “Does she please you?” So saying, he lifted 
Halimah 's veil, and poor Uhaid nearly fell to the floor 
when he recognised his wife, decked with the work of 
his own hands and wearing the rings which he had made 
for Kamar. “What is her name?” he stuttered, and Kamar 
answered; “Her name is Halimah.” At this old Ubaid fell 
fainting to the floor and the lovers ran from the shop. 

As soon as he came to himself, the jeweller hurried to 
his house and well-nigh perished of surprise when he 
found his wife sitting demurely in her own chamber, 
dressed as he had seemed to see her in the shop. “There 
is no power or might save in Allah!” he cried. “My young 
friend has just bought a slave, and I could have sworn 
that you were she.” Feigning great indignation, Halimah 
exclaimed; “Calamitous greybeard, do you dare to sus- 
pect me? Go to our neighbour at once and, if what you 
say is true, you will find the slave sitting beside him.” 
“You are right,” answered the unfortimate old man. 
“That will be certain proof.” So he climbed painfully 
downstairs and left the house to visit Kamar. 

Halimah immediately passed through the wall and 
was sitting with Kamar when her husband entered. 
“Allah is great!” murmured the jeweller in face of that 
extraordinary resemblance. “He forms His creatures in 
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the shapes which please Him best.” In troubled per- 
plexity, he returned to his own house and, finding his 
wife as he had left her, heaped apologies on her and 
praises of her virtue, before going back to his shop. 

As soon as her husband had retired, Halimah rejoined 
Kamar and said to him: “Nothing will teach these old 
foolsl It only remains for us to leave this city. The camels 
are ready and the caravan awaits us.” She covered her- 
self with her veil, and the two went out to join them- 
selves to the caravan. Allah had decreed that they should 
arrive in Egypt without accident. 

Kamar was received at his father’s house with tears of 
jubilation and, when Halirnnh entered behind him, th«» 
eyes of all were dazzled by her beauty. “Is she a princess, 
my son?” asked the merchant; but Kamar answered: 
“She is not a princess, yet she was the cause of my 
departure from among you, the marvellous girl of whom 
the darwish spoke. Now I propose to marry her.” He told 
his father the whole story of his adventures; but nothing 
would be gained by repeating it in this place. 

When he had heard all, the venerable Abd al-Rahman 
cried out in horror: “I curse you in our world and the 
next, my son, if you marry a hell-born woman such as 
this. One day she would treat you as shamefully as she 
has treated her husband, the jeweller! Put aside all 
thought of her, and I will choose a well-born wife for you 
among the daughters of my friends.” He spoke so wisely 
and at such length that Kamar answered: “1 will act in all 
things according to your wish, my father.” So the mer- 
chant kissed him and ordered Halimah to be kept pri- 
soner in a pavilion, at some distance from the house, 
until he could make up his mind concerning her . 

After anxious searchings in the city, Abd al-Rahman 

married Kamar to the kadi’s daughter, who was the 
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fairest maiden in all Cairo. At the end of forty days of 
feasting and dancing and coloured fires, a special festival 
was given for the poor, and all the needy of the city 
gathered round the dishes which were loaded for them. 

Kamar, who was overseeing the service of this feast, 
beheld an old man among the poorest of the poor, 
dressed in rags and marked both by the sun and heavy 
grief. Looking at him closely, he recognised the jeweller 
Ubaid, and ran to tell his father. “The time has come to 
undo the wrong you did,” exclaimed the merchant and, 
going among his guests, he called the old man by name 
and kissed him tenderly and asked the recison of his 
sudden poverty. Ubaid told him that he had left Basrah 
to escape the mockery of his foes, and had fallen into the 
hands of a troop of marauding Arabs, who spoiled him 
of everything he carried. Abd al-Rahman conducted him 
to the hammam and, after the bath, clothed him in rich 
garments. Then he said: “You are my guest and I owe 
you the truth. Your wife Hallmah is here, prisoned in 
one of my pavilions. I had thought to send her back with 
an escort to Basrah, but now that you are here her fate 
is in your hands. I will lead you to her, and you may 
either pardon her or treat her as she deserves. 1 know the 
whole painful story and can assure you that your wife is 
alone to blame. A man has nothing with which to re- 
proach himself when he is seduced by a woman, because 
Allah has planted in him an instinct to yield; but when 
a woman is tempted and does not repulse a man, she is 
most reprehensible. Alas, my brother, a man with a 
wife needs to be very wise and patient.” “You are 
right, my brother,” answered the jeweller. “She alone 
is to blame. Where is she?” Kamar’s father held out the 
keys of the pavilion and pointed the way to it. With many 
expressions of joy, the old man took the keys and, 
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unlocking the door of the pavilion, strode into his wife’s 
presence. He walked towards her without a word and, 
flinging his two hands about her neck, strangled her, as 
he cried; “Thus shall all wantons diel” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

In order to undo his son’s fault, the merchant Abd 
al-Rahman considered it meritorious in the sight of 
Allah to marry his daughter Morning-Star to Ubaid. 
But Allah has more generosity and greater wisdom! 

As Shahrazad fell silent. King Shahryar cried: “May 
all unfaithful wives suffer the death of Halimah! A great 
many of your stories ought to have ended in this way. 
But I must confess that you have often angered me, 
Shahrazad, by assigning a quite different Destiny to some 
of the women in your tales. You ought to have known 
better, remembering the way I punished my unfaithful 
wife and all her slaves. The curse of Allah be upon them!” 
Not wishing ,the King to brood further on his wrongs, 
Shahrazad made no answer, but hastened to begin. . . . 


THE TALE OF THE LEG OF MUTTON 

it is RELATED — but Allah knows all — that there was 
once in Cairo a girl of such subtlety that it was as easy 
for her to pass through the eye of a needle as to drink a 
cup of water. Allah had dowered her with so ardent a 

temperament that, if she had been one of the four wives 
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of a Believer and had received only the nights allowed her 
by law, she would speedily have died of frustration; 
but she had arranged her life so well that she was not 
only a man’s single wife, but the single wife of two men, 
each hardy cocL of Upper Egypt, who could assuage 
twenty hens one after the other. She had taken such wise 
precautions that neither man supposed that he was 
living in a way forbidden by the Faith. In this she was 
helped by the professions of her two husbands; for the 
one named Haram was a robber, working by night and 
returning only for the day, and the other, called Akil, 
was a pickpocket who laboured all day and only re- 
turned to her for the night. 

Weeks and months passed while the two husbands 
valiantly played the cock indoors and the fox outside, 
without having the least suspicion that they shared the 
same hearth. A day came, however, when Haram, 
after contenting the girl with his inheritance more 
amply than usual, said to her: “An affair of great im- 
portance calls me from the city. Pray for the success of 
my enterprise, dear wife, that I may the sooner return to 
you.” “May the name of Allah be upon you and about 
you, O head of my life!” answered the girl. “What will 
happen to this poor wretch while her strong one is 
away?” She would not let him depart without giving 
him a thousand ardent proofs of her attachment, so that 
Haram went forth, swinging a bag of provisions which 
she had stocked for him and clicking his tongue with 
delight. 

An hour afterwards, Akil the pickpocket returned 
md also told the woman that he had to leave the city, 
rhe girl gave him an even more remarkable farewell 
jpon her bed, and then packed a bag of food for hiin, 
K) that Akil left the house, giving praise to All^ that he 
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had so warm and thoughtful a wife, and clicking his 
tongue with happiness. 

Destiny waits at the corner of the road, and these two 
husbands found it when they least expected it. At the 
end of his day’s march, Akil the pickpocket entered a 
khan and fell into conversation with the only other 
guest. “My friend, you seem weary,” remarked Akil, 
and Haram, for it was he, answered with a smile that he 
had a right to feel weary, since he had walked that day 
from Cairo. “I also have walked from Cairo,” said Akil, 
“and I thank Allah that He has given me a companion for 
the rest of my journey. For the Prophet (upon whom be 
prayer and peace!) has said: ‘A companion is the best 
provision for the road.’ Let us seal our friendship by 
taking bread and salt together. Here is my bag: I think 
that I can offer you fresh dates and a roast with garlic.” 
“Allah increase you, good comrade!” answered Haram. 
“I accept your offer freely; but allow me to add my food 
to the common stock.” 

Both men emptied the contents of their bags upon 
the mat and, lo! they were exactly the same: loaves of 
sesame bread, dates, and half a leg of mutton. Though 
they were surprised at this coincidence, their astonish- 
ment was greater still when they found ^Ijat the two 
halves of the leg of mutton fitted exactly. Allah akbarl 
they cried. “Surely it was written that this sheep would 
find its leg whole again, in spite of death and fire and 
seasoning!” Then the pickpocket said: “Tell me, in 
Allah’s name, where you obtained your po^ion. My 
wife gave it to me before I started,” answered the robber 
“Now tell me where you found yours.” “My wde gave it 
to me,” replied Akil. “Will you tell me what part of Je 
city you honour with your dwelling?” 

Vtooty Gate,” said Haram. "And so do II cried Akil. 
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The two rascals went on from question to question until 
they discovered that they had both shared the same bed 
and hearth since the first day of their marriage. “May 
the devil be far from usi” they cried. “We have both been 
fooled by the same woman!” At first they were inclined 
to violence, but soon, being both wise and cautious, 
they agreed to return to the city together at once and 
tax the girl with their equivocal position. 

When they came to their common home, the girl 
opened the door and, seeing her two husbands together, 
realised that no shift of her imagination could conceal the 
truth; but she comforted herself with the thought that 
no man can resist the sight of tears; scattering her hair, 
she threw herself sobbing bitterly at the feet of the two 
men, and' asked for forgiveness. 

As they both loved her and were bound by her beauty, 
they lifted and pardoned her, after reading her a stiff 
lecture on the subject of perfidy. She listened in contrite 
silence, until they said: “We cannot go on living as be- 
fore, in tlie face of all religious teaching; you must 
choose between us, and at once.” 

The girl lowered her head and reflected for a long 
time; but, in spite of the urgent solicitations of the two 
men, she could not choose between them; for they were 
equally strong and valiant, and she loved them equally. 
When their patience was exhausted and they bade her 
speak or take the consequences, she lifted her head, 
saying: “There is no power or might save in Allah! You 
have asked me to choose, but I cannot choose; I can find 
nothing to weigh the scale in cither’s favour. You both 
live by your skill and thus can lie down to rest with an 
easy conscience; for Allah judges His creatures accord- 
ing to their use of the talents which He has given, and 
will surely not repulse you at the last. Akil picks pockets 
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by day, Haram steals by night; therefore I declare, before 
Allah and before you , that I will keep the man who shows 
the finer address in his next theft.” The two agreed to 
this test, and, when they cast lots for the first attempt, 
the choice fell to Akil. 

So Akil led Haram to the market of the money 


changers and pointed out an old Jew, who made his way 
slowly from shop to shop in the exercise of his profes- 
sion. “You see that son of a dog?” he said. “Well, before 
he has finished his round, I will make him give me the 
bag of gold which he carries to hold the dinars of his 
exchange.” So saying, he went up light as a feather behind 
the old man's back and, deftly picking his pocket of the 
prize, returned to Haram, who marvelled exceedingly 
and, at the same time, wished to depart in haste, for fear 
of being arrested as an accomplice. He led Akil away 
and congratulated him on his skill, saying: As Allah 
lives, I know that I could not accomplish so brilliant a 
feat! I thought that no Believer could ever rob a Jew until 
he was dead.” But Akil laughed, and answered: “That is 
only a beginnning, my poor friend; that is not the way 
to loot a bag of gold. The law might get upon my track 
at any time and force me to disgorge. No, I am going to 
get the kadi, himself to decide that the bag and its con- 
tents are mine and have never at all belonged to that 
gold-stuffed Jew.” He took his companion to a retired 
comer of the market and, after opening the bag, care- 
fully counted the gold pieces. Then he removed ten ot 
them and replaced them by a copper ring. Finally he re- 
fastened the bag with great care and, approaching the Jew 
again, deftly slipped it back into its place in the pocket of 

tL old man's kaftan. O Believers, skill is a pft from God! 

The Jew had only taken a few steps when the pic 

pocket approached him a third time, ut, on 
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occasion, from the front and with ostentatious haste. 
“Vile son of Aaron,” he cried, “you have done it once too 
often! Give me back my bag or come with me to the 
kadi!” The Jew who had never seen his accuser before, 
confounded himself with excuses in order to avoid being 
beaten, and swore by Abraham, Isaac and Jacob, that 
Akil was making a mistake. But, instead of listening to 
him, the pickpocket raised the whole market against the 
Jew and haled him along by his cloak, crying: “To the 
kadi, to the kadi!” Then, as the old man resisted, he 
dragged him by the beard through the hooting crowd, 
until the two were in the kadi’s presence. 

“What business is this?” demanded the kadi, and Akil 
answered: “O our master, this Jew is certainly the most 
audacious thief who has ever appeared before you. He 
stole a bag of gold from me and then dared to walk about 
the market, as if he belonged to the Faith and had no sin 
upon his conscience.” At this point the Jew fumbled at 
the beard which had been half tom from his chin, and 
groaned: “I protest, O master! 1 had never seen this man 
before. He came up to me and handled me roughly and 
raised the whole market against me, so that my credit 
and my reputation for honesty have gone for ever.” “Vile 
son of Israel,” cried Akil, “since when has the word of a 
Jewish dog prevailed against the oath of a Mussulman? 
O our master the kadi, this trickster denies his theft 
with all the cunning of that Indian merchant, of whom 
you have doubtless heard.” “I know no story about an 
Indian merchant,” replied the kadi. “Tell it to me briefly.” 
So Akil said: “This merchant had succeeded in inspiring 
such trust among the folk of his market that one day a 
vast sum of money was confided to him without a 
receipt. When the owner came tt) reclaim it, the mer- 
chant, knowing that there were no witnesses and no 
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documents, denied that any deposit had been made. He 
would have enjoyed his ill-gotten gains if the kadi of that 
city had not made him confess in a most clever fashion 
and then administered two hundred strokes on the soles 
of his feet. I am sure that your lordship's known sagacity 
will easily prove the guilt of this perfidious Jew. May I 
beg you to have him searched?” 

The kadi ordered his guards to search the Jew, and 
they soon found the bag of gold upon him. Then a great 
tumult rose, the old man swearing that the bag was his 
own and Akil contradicting him in opprobrious phrases. 
To still the noise the kadi bade each man declare the con- 
tents of the bag. The Jew said; “Good master, it contains 
five hundred golden dinars, neither more nor less.” But 
Akil cried: “You lie, you dog; there are four hundred 
and ninety gold pieces in the bag and also a copper ring 
bearing my seal if you have not removed it already.” At 
once the kadi opened the bag in the presence of witnesses 
and, naturally, found that its contents agreed with the 
pickpocket's description; therefore he handed the bag 
to Akil and bade his men beat the Jew severely. 

When Haram saw Akil thus come off with flying 
colours, he first congratulated him and then made an 
appointment , to meet him near the Sultan’s palace that 
night, that he himself might undertake an exploit, with 
his rival as a witness. They met in the place appointed at 
the dark of night, and Haram said: “My friend, you have 
hald the laugh of a Jew and a kadi;^ am going to have the 
laugh of a Sultan. See, here is my rope-ladder. You must 
come with me as a witness to what I do,” Akil was terri- 
fied at the other's rashness for he was a simple pick- 
pocket, knowing nothing of the higher theft; but, being 
ashamed to withdraw, he helped him to throw the rope- 
ladder over the palace wall. The two climbed up and 
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then, descending to the gardens, forced an entrance into 
the palace under cover of darkness. 

They glided along many galleries until they came to 
the Sultan’s sleeping chamber, where Haram lifted a 
curtain and showed his companion the King sleeping, with 
a boy who sat beside him and tickled his feet to favour 
his slumber. The lad himself seemed drowsy and was 
chewing a morsel of mastic to keep himself awake. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Seeing these things, AkTl felt his legs give beneath 
him for terror, but Haram whispered in his ear: “There 
is no need to be afraid. You spoke to the kad!, and I shall 
speak to the King.” Leaving his companion behind the 
curtain, he crept up to the boy, with the silence of a 
moth moving upon velvet, gagged and bound him in one 
movement, and set him aside by the wall. He sat down 
in the other’s place and began to tickle the soles of the 
King’s feet, increasing the strength of the movement 
until the SultSn yawned and woke; then Haram imitated 
the boy’s voice, and said: “O King of time, since you 
Cannot sleep, shall I tell you a tale?” “Certainly,” an- 
swered the Sultan, and Haram began: “There was once, 
O King of time, a robber named Haram and a pick- 
pocket named Akil, who lived in a certain city of the 
cities of the world and were rivals in audacity and skill. 
One day each of them undertook . . .” and he told the 
Sultan of Akil’s stroke in all its details and then moat 

brazenly went on to outline the audacity which was even 

then taking place, only changing the Sultan’s name and 
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the position of the chamber. “Now tell me, O King of 
time,” he concluded, “which of the two companions 
was more expert?” “The robber who broke into the 
King’s palace, without a doubt,” answered the Sultan. 
Having obtained this answer, Haram pretended that he 
had a pressing need to piss, and went forth to the 
cabinet. He rejoined his companion, who had been 
listening in a cold sweat of fear, and the two left the 
palace by the way they had come. 

Next morning the Sultan, who had been drowsily 
surprised at the long absence of his favourite, was 
astonished to find him trussed up against the wall, 
exactly as in the tale which had been told him. He under- 
stood at once that he had been the victim of a bold thief; 
but, instead of growing angry, he announced through 
heralds that he pardoned the midnight intruder and 
would reward him generously if he presented himself 
at the palace. So Haram came and stood before the 
Sultan, who praised him for his courage, and appointed 
him chief of police for all his kingdom. When the girl 
heard this, she chose Haram for her husband and lived 
with him pleasantly all the days of their life. But Allah 

knows all! . 

Shahrazad did not wish to leave this story to rankle in 

the King’s mind for a whole day, so she at once began the 
prodigious tale which follows. 

She said: 

THE KEYS OF DESTINY 

It is related, O auspicious King, that the Khahfah 
Muhammad ibn Thailun, Sultan of Egypt, was as wis 
and good a ruler as his father had been crue an oppres 

sive Instead of torturing his subjects to make them pay 

uu 


111 
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the same taxes three or four times over, and beating them 
with sticks to make them dig up the few poor coins 
which they had hidden in the earth from the collectors, 
he bent his whole power to bring back tranquillity and 
justice to his people. He used the treasures which 
Thailun had violently amassed, to protect poets and 
sages, to reward the valiant, and to help the poor. There- 
fore Allah blessed his reign; the risings of the Nile had 
never been so regular and abundant, the crops never 
so rich and frequent, the fields of lupine and lucern never 
so green, and the bags of the merchants’ gold never so 
heavy. 

One day Muhammad called all the dignitaries of his 
palace into his presence to interrogate them concerning 
their duties and wages and past services; for he wished 
to check their conduct and means of life with his own 
eyes and ears. “If I find any who toils wearily for light 
pay,” said he, “I will lessen his duties and increase his 
salary; but if I find any who has easy work and extrava- 
gant payment, I will decrease his salary and augment his 
toil.” First the wazirs appeared before him, forty vener- 
able old men with long white beards and wise eyes. They 
wore jewelled turbans and leaned upon long staffs with 
amber heads, which were the symbols of their power. 
Next came the walls of provinces, the captains of the 
army, and all those whose duty near and far was to render 
justice and maintain the peace. One after another they 
knelt before the King and kissed the earth between his 
hands, while he questioned them closely, blaming some 
and rewarding others, according to their merits. 

The last to present himself was the eunuch who bore 
the sword of justice, and, though he was a fat and idle 
man, his face was sad. Instead of stalking into the 
presence proudly, with his blade borne naked over his 
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shoulder, he entered with his sword in its sheath and 
a hanging head. He kissed the earth between Muham- 
mad’s hands, saying: “O master and crown upon our 
heads, surely the day of justice has dawned for your poor 
executioner! My lord, since the death of your father, the 
Sultan Thailun (may Allah have him in His keeping!) I 
have seen my duties and my profits dwindling day by day. 
My life used to be happy, but now it drags a mournful 
and a useless course. If Egypt remains peaceful and 
abundant, I shall die of hunger and not leave enouah 
money to buy a winding-sheet. But Allah prolong our 
master’s life!” 

After reflection the Khalifah Muhammad saw the 
justice of this complaint; for a sword-bearer’s profits 
do not come from any rich stipend, but are dependent 
on the gifts and legacies of his victims. Therefore he 
cried: “We come from Allah and return to Him! 
Universal good is an illusion, for the happiness of one is 
bought by the tears of another. Lift up your heart and 
refresh your eyes, O executioner, for from henceforth 
you shall receive two hundred dinars every year to buy 
you clothes and victual. I pray to Allah that, while I live, 
your sword may lie unused within its sheath and take the 
rust of peace from the quiet years.” The executioner 
kissed the hem of the Khalifah ’s robe and returned to his 
place among the rank of ofheers. This shows the justice 
and mercy of Muhammad. 

As the audience was about to be dismissed, the Sultan 
saw a wrinkled and bent old man, whom he had not yet 
questioned; so he signed to him to approach, and asked him 
of his duties. “O King of time,” the sheikh replied, “I have 
only one duty: to watch over a casket which your dead 
father put into my chai'ge. I receive ten gold dinars from 
the treasury every month for doing so.” “But that is high 
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pay for such easy worki” exclaimed the Sultan. “What is 
in the casket?” “As Allah lives,” answered the old man, 
“I have guarded it for forty years and I do not know." 
“Bring it to me quickly!” cried Muhammad. 

The old man retired and immediately returned with a 
chest of solid and wonderfully carved gold; at a sign 
from his King he opened it for the first time. And lo, it 
contained only a little red earth, and a manuscript 
written in bright lettering on the purple-stained skin 
of a gazelle I 

The Sultan took the manuscript and tried to read the 
brilliant characters in which it was written; but, 
though he was learned in many tongues, he could make 
nothing of that lettering; nor were the wazirs and 
ulama who were present at all more successful. The 
Sultan called all the famous sages of Egypt, Syria, Persia, 
and India to read the writing; but none of them could 
read it. What are sages after all but foolish old men in 
large turbans? 

So the Sultan Muhammad caused the news to be 
published throughout his empire that he would greatly 
reward any who could point out a man who should be 
able to read the imknown characters, 

A few days after this announcement, an old man in a 
white turban presented himself before the Sultan, 
saying: “Allah prolong the life of our master! The slave 
who stands before you used to serve your dead father, 
the Sultan Thailun; only to-day has he returned from the 
exile to which that gracious King condemned him. I 
come to tell you that the sole man who can read the 
manuscript written on gazelle skin is its owner, the 
sheikh Hasan Abdallah, son of al-Ashar, who was thrown 

into a dungeon forty years ago by ^our dead father. All^ 
alone knows if he groans ^ere still or if he is dead.” 
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“Why was 'he cast into prison?” asked the Sultan. 
’‘Because your dead father wished to force him to read 
the manuscript, after he had taken it from him by 
violence,” answered the old man. 

Muhammad immediately sent the captain of his guard 
to visit all the prisons, in the hope that the sheikh Hasan 
Abdallah might be still alive. Allali willed that the cap- 
tain should find him living, and dress him in a robe of 
honour, and lead him into the Sultan 's presence . Muham- 
mad saw an old man whose face was deeply marked by 
suffering; so he rose in his honour and begged forgive- 
ness for his father’s unjust act. Then he made Hasan 
Abdallah sit beside him and gave the manuscript into 
his hands, saying: “O sheikh, I do not wish to keep a thing 
which does not belong to me, even though it were the 
key to all the treasures of the world.” 

Hasan Abdallah shed abundant tears and turned his 
open palms towards the sky, crying; “O Lord, the Source 
of all wisdom, Who makes the poison and the antidote to 
flower in the same field, 1 have languished for forty yeais 
in a dungeon and now the son of my enemy has stretched 
out his hand and helped me forth, that I may die in the 
sunlightl Therefore I praise and adore You, O Lord, 
Whose secret thoughts are hidden from the sight of man.” 
Then he turned to the Sultan, saying: “Dear master, 
that which I refused to violence, I freely accord to your 
compassion. Henceforth this manuscript, for which I 
risked a score of lives, belongs to you for ever. It is the 
beginning and end of all wisdom; it is the only thing 
which I brought away with me from the mysterious city 
of Shaddad ibn Ad where no man may set his feet, from 

the city of Many-Columned Iram.” 

The Khalifah kissed the old man, as he exclaime . 

“My father, I beg you to tell me all you know about this 
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manuscript and about Many-Columned Irairf, the city of 
Shaddad ibn Ad.” “0 King, the tale of the manuscript is 
the tale of my life,” answered Abdallah. “If it were 
written with needles in the interior comer of an eye 
yet would it serve as a lesson to the circumspect.” And 
he told this story: 

My father was one of the richest and most respected 
merchants in Cairo, and I was his only son. He spared 
no expense on my education and gave me the best 
masters in Egypt, so that, by the time 1 was twenty, I was 
already renowned among the ulama for my knowledge 
of ancient learning. Wishing to rejoice in my marriage, 
my father and mother wed me to a young virgin, who 
was light and fair, slim and dainty, and whose eyes were 
like pools reflecting stars. Magnificent feasts were 
given for us, and we two lived in great delight, not only 

for the first few nights but for ten years. 

But who may fathom the intent of Destiny? After 
those ten years had flowed by like a dream. Fate cast all 
woes at once upon my house. In a few days my father 
perished of the plague, fire devoured the buildings of my 
inheritance, and the waters of the sea swallowed the 
ships which trafficked into far countries for my gain. I 
was left as poor as a child robbed of its mother’s breast, 
with no resort save a belief in Allah; so I frequented the 
courts of the mosques, with the beggars of His bounty, 
and lived on the noble words of the santons who were 
my friends. Often I would have to return home without 
a crust of bread, and famish throughout the night after 
having fasted all the day. My own misery was much, but I 
grieved more for the destitution of my mother and my 
wife and my little children. 

One day, when Allah had sent me no alms, my wife 
took off her last garment and handed it to me, weeping 
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and saying: “Try to sell this in the market that our 
children may have bread.” So I took the garment and 
went forth with it; but as I walked towards the market, I 
met a Badawi mounted on a red camel. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

When the BadawI saw me, he checked his camel 
and made it kneel.) “Greeting, my brother,” he said, 
“can you direct me to the house of the rich merchant 
named Hasan Abdallah, son of al-Ashar?” I felt a sudden 
shame for my poverty, though it comes from Allah even 
as riches come from Him; so I hung my head and an- 
swered: “The blessing of Allah be upon you, 0 father of 
Arabs! But I know of no such man in Cairo.” I would have 
gone on my way, but the Badawi leapt from his camel's 
back and, taking both my hands in his, said reproach- 
fully: “Allali is great and generous, my brother! But are 
you not yourself the sheikh Hasan Abdallah, son of al- 
Ashar? And is it possible that you should hide your name 
in order to get rid of a guest whom Allah sends you?” In 
my confusion I could not check my tears; I begged him to 
forgive me and would have kissed his hands, but he pre- 
vented me and took me in his arms, as if I had been his 

brother. So I led him towards my house. 

The Badawi walked by my side, leading his camel, 
and, as we went, my heart was tortured by the thought 
that I had nothing to set before my guest When we 
arrived at the house, I hastened to tell my wife of this un- 
expected meeting, and she said to me: “A stranger is the 

guest of Allah, even the children s bread is due to him. 
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Go out quickly and sell the garment to buy provisions 
for this ^dawi. If anything remains after he has eaten, 
we will live upon it.” In order to go out, I had to pass the 
vestibule in which I had left my guest. “What are you 
hiding beneath your cloak, my brother?” he asked when 
he saw me. “Nothing,” I answered in confusion, but he 
insisted, saying: “I beg you in Allah's name to tell me.” 
Turning very red in the face, I showed him the garment, 
saying: “This belongs to my wife; I am taking it to a 
neighbour who is skilful at repairing such things.” But 
the Badawi cried: “Allah is generous, my brother! You 
would sell your wife’s robe to fulfil the duties of hospi- 
tality towards a stranger! . . . Here are ten gold pieces, 

0 Hasan. Go forth and buy what is necessary for the 
whole house.” He kissed me so that I could not refuse 
the offer, and abundance returned to my poor home once 

more. 

Every day the Badawi gave me the same sum which 1 
spent in the same fashion, and for two weeks I glorified 
the generosity of Allah. 

On the morning of the sixteenth day, my guest said to 
me: “Are you willing to sell yourself, O Hasan Abdallah?” 
“I am already your slave, good master,” I answered, 
“both I and mine belong to you.” But he continued: “I do 
not mean that; I ask you if you are willing to sell yourself 
in reality. I do not wish to bargain, and will leave you to 
fix the price.” Not doubting for a moment that he jested, 

1 answered with a smile: “A free man’s price is fixed by 
the Book at a thousand dinars, if he is killed at a single 
blow. But, if he receives three or four blows or is cut into 
several parts, the price is one thousand five hundred 
dinars.” “That does not seem exorbitant,” answered the 

Badawi. “If you consent to the sale I will pay you the 

fifteen hundred.” Realising at last that my guest was quite 
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serious, I murmured to myself: “AllSh has sent this 
Badawi to save your children from the bitterness of 
hunger. If it is your Destiny to be cut in pieces, you 
cannot escape.” So I answered: “I agree to the sale, my 
brother, but I must have time to consult my family about 
it.” “Take all the time you need,” said he, and left me to 
go about his business. 

Then, O King of time, I sought my mother, my wife, 
and my children. “Allah has saved you from adversity!” 
I cried, and told them of the Badawi's offer; but my 
mother and my wife beat their breasts, wailing: “O 
woeful day! What will he do to you?” and my children 
ran to me and held me by the garment. They all wept 
until my wife, who had been dowered with wisdom and 
a good counsel, exclaimed: “If you refuse, perhaps this 
evil Badawi will reclaim the money which he has spent 
here; therefore you must go at once and try to sell this 
wretched house, our last possession, so that you may 
have money with which to satisfy him. Then you will 
owe him nothing and remain a free man.” But, as she 
thought of our children in the street, she wept again, 
and my perplexity was greater than before. “O Hasan 
Abdallah, do not spurn this chance which Allah sends,” 
1 said to myself. “If you sell yourself, your children will 
have bread for many months. But then, but then, why 
does he want to buy you? For what does he need you? Of 
what use can you be to him? If you were young and 

beardless! But your beard is like Hagar^s train; you would 
not tempt a man from Upper Egypt. I fear he means your 
death to be a slow one, as he is willing to pay the fifteen 

hundred.” 

Yet, by the time the Badawi returned in the evening, 
I had made up my mind; so I received him with a smiling 
face, and said; “I am yours, 0 guest!” At once he drew 
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one thousand five hundred dinars from his belt and 
counted them over to me. “Pray for the Prophet, O 
Hasan Abdallah!” he cried, and I said: “The prayer, the 
peace, and the blessing of Allah be upon him!” Then 
said the Badawi: “Now that you belong to me, O brother, 
you need have no fear; for you shall retain both life and 
freedom. I only bought you to be a faithful and agreeable 
companion to me on a long journey which I am about to 
undertake. The Prophet has said: ‘A companion is the 
best provision for the road.'” 

I returned joyfully to my mother and wife, and placed 
the fifteen hundred dinars on the mat where they were 
seated; but, instead of waiting for my explanation, they 
tore their hair and gave piercing cries of grief, as if they 
were already about my tomb. “Woe, woe, it is blood 
money!” they cried. “We will never touch the price of 
your dear life; we would rather die of hunger.” I left 
them until they were quieter, and then returned to 
reason with them. By pointing out that the Badawi was 
a man of excellent intention, only actuated by charity, I 
succeeded in diminishing their grief; so, taking advan- 
tage of the momentary calm, I kissed them goodbye, 
and kissed my children goodbye, and departed sore at 
heart. 

I accompanied the Badawi to the beast market and, 
acting under his orders, first bought myself a camel 
famous for swiftness, and then filled the provision bags 
with food for a long journey. When all was ready, I 
helped my master on to the back of his camel and mounted 
my own. We invoked the name of Allah and set forth. 

Soon we were in the desert, and rode on without a 
halt through those solitudes in which only Allah dwelt, 
and across those moving sands which held no human 
trace. My master guided himself over these vast waves of 
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sand by some hidden knowledge; and we rode beneath a 
burning sky for ten days, each as long to me as a night of 
evil dreams. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


'BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETIETH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

On THE ELEVENTH moming we came into a mighty plain 
which seemed to be made of grains of silver. In the middle 
of this plain there rose a high column of granite, bearing 
on its top the upright figure of a youth moulded in copper, 
whose right hand, open and extended, held a heavy key 
dangling from each of its five fingers. The first key was of 
gold, the second of silver, the third of Chinese copper, 
the fourth of iron, the fifth of lead; and all were magical. 
The man who mastered each had to bear the fate of each, 
for they were the keys of Destiny: the gold was the key 
of misery, the silver the key of suffering, the Chinese 
copper was the key of death, the iron the key of glory, 
and the lead the key of happiness and wisdom. But I knew 
nothing of the nature of the keys, and from my ignorance 
sprang all the misfortunes of my life. Yet good and evil 
come from Allah, and His creature must accept them 
with humility. 

When we came to the foot of this column, the 
Badawl dismounted from his camel and, while I was 
doing likewise, drew a strangely-formed bow from its 
case and fitted an arrow to the string. He bent the bow and 
shot at the copper figure in the air, but- because he 
either lacked skill or feigned to lack it, the arrow fell 
far short. Then he turned to me and said: “Now you can 
repay me and buy back your liberty, for you are strong 
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and skilful. Take this bow and shoot down the keys.” 
Happy at the chance to regain my freedom, I took the 
bow with alacrity and saw that it was of skilful Indian 
workmanship. Wishing to cut a good figure in my 
master’s eyes, I shot at the youth’s hand with all my 
stivngth and skill, and my first arrow caused the gold key 
to fall to the ground. I picked it up proudly and would 
have handed it to the Badawi; but he refused it, saying: 
“Keep it for yourself, good friend, as a reward for your 
excellent shooting.” So I placed the gold key in my belt, 
not knowing that it was the key of misery. 

My second shot dislodged the silver key and, as my 
master refused it also, I put it in my belt with the other, 
not knowing that it was the key of suffering. 

My next two arrows brought down the iron key and 
the lead key, one of glory and the other of happiness 
and wisdom, had I but known it. The Badawi pounced 
on them with a joyful exclamation: “Blessed be the womb 
that bore you, 0 Hasan Abdallah! Blessed be the man 
who strengthened your arm and taught your eye! Now 
you are free!” When I would have kissed his hand, he 
took me in his arms; but when I would have given him 
the gold and silver keys, he said: “Keep them, for they 
are yours.” 

I fitted a fifth arrow and would have shot at the last 
key, the key of Chinese copper, not knowing that it was 
the key of death. But my master pulled the bow from my 
hands, crying: “What are you about, unhappy man?” 
I gave a start at his violence and dropped the arrow, 
which pierced my left foot, leaving a painful wound. 
That was the beginning of my misfortunes. 

My master bound up the hurt as well as he could, and 
helped me on to my camel. 

After three days and nights of riding which caused 
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iny foot great agony, we halted in a stretch of meadow- 
land, thickly studded with trees which bore fair and 
unknown fruits exciting to the eye and hand. As I was 
driven hard by thirst, I dragged myself to one of the trees 
and, pulling down a fruit, coloured a gold-red and 
scented pleasantly, placed it in my mouth and bit upon 
it. At once my teeth fastened so strongly into it that my 
jaws would not move; I would have cried out, but the 
sound which reached beyond the fruit was only a 
muffled whisper. I felt that I was stifling, and began to 
limp to and fro, gesticulating like a madman, until I fell 
to the earth, with my eyes bursting out of my head. 

At first the Badawi was frightened at my behaviour, 
but when he discovered the cause of my torment, he 
came close and tried to free my jaws. His efforts only 
hurt me more and made the fruit stick closer, so he left 
me and began to pick up several fruits of the same kind, 
which lay under the trees. After a careful consideration 
of them all, he chose one and threw away the others. 
“Look closely at this fruit, Hasan Abdallah,” he said when 
he returned. “You will notice countless insects biting 
and undermining it. If we have patience, I think we may 
use these little creatures as a cure for your misfortune. 
I calculate that, if we place a good number of them upon 
the fruit which is stopping your mouth, they will tree 
you at the latest in two or three days.” As he was a man of 
experience, I let him set about the cure; but I could not 
help thinking: “Surely death were better than three days 

and nights of such a tormentl i c.. 

My master sat beside me in the shade and, after 
satisfying himself that the insects had begim their work 
drew dates and bread from the provision bag and started 
to eat. But he was good enough to interrupt hin^lf from 
time to time, to urge patience on me, saying: You see, 
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O Hasan Abdallah, how your greed has interrupted my 
journey and postponed the execution of my plans. Yet, 
being a wise man, I do not worry over such a trifling 
accident. And there is no need for you to worry.” Then 
he composed himself to sleep, advising me to do the 
same. 

I passed that night and the next day in acute torture, 
for, over and above the pain of my foot and the pain of 
my jaws, I was racked by himger and especially by 
thirst. To console me, the Badawl would report the 
progress of the insects from time to time, and in some 
sort managed to keep me sane until the third day. 

Early on the third morning I felt my jaws relax and, 
blessing the name of Allah, I hurled the rest of that evil 
fruit away. 

My first care on becoming free was to rummage in 
the foodbag and shake the waterskin; but, during my 
three days fast, my master had emptied both. I wept and 
accused him sOrely, but he answered sweetly and with- 
out anger: “Are you just, Hasan Abdallah? Would you 
have had me die of hunger and thirst? Put your trust in 
Allah, and search for some water stream.” 

I rose and limped about in search of water or some 
known fruit, but the fruit was all of that one evil kind. 
At last, however, I found a trickle of bright water flowing 
from a hollow rock and, going on my knees, drank and 
drank of it again. 

With my thirst allayed, 1 consented to journey on, 
and, mounting my beast, followed the Badawl, who 
was already far ahead on his red camel; but I had not gone 
a hvmdred paces before I felt so terrible a colic within me 
that the fire of hell seemed to be burning in my bowels, 
“O Allah, O my mother!” I cried, as I tried to moderate 
the speed of my camel, which was taking great swift 
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strides to overtake its fellow. Its bumping and jumping 
caused me such great agony that 1 shrieked aloud and 
cursed the camel, myself, and all the world. At last my 
master heard me and, riding back, helped me to halt and 
stagger to the ground. At once I squatted on the sand, if 
the King of time will excuse the liberty, and gave free 
course to the impulsion of my bowels. I felt as if my guts 
were leaving me in thunder; even as I heard the ^dawi 
saying: “Be patient, O Hasan Abdallah,” I fell forward 
in a dead faint. 

I do not know how long I was unconscious; when I 
came to myself, it was evening and I was again movmted 
on the back of that detestable camel, following my 
companion across the desert. We halted at the foot of a 
high mountain behind which the sun was setting, and my 
master said to me: “I thank Allah that we shall not fast 
to-night. Stay quietly here, for my knowledge of travel 
will enable me to find safe refreshment, where you, 
without doubt, would gather us some poisoned thing.” 
He went up to a cluster of plants, whose broad and 
fleshy leaves were covered with sharp spines, and, after 
chopping some of them down with his sword, peeled 
away their outer covering with his knife, showing a 
sweet yellow flesh within. He gave me as much as I could 
eat and I was refreshed by the taste, which was of figs. 

I began to forget my sufferings in the hope which I 
entertained of a night’s quiet sleep; for I seemed to 
have forgotten the savour of it. At moonrise I stretched 
my camel’s-hair mantle on the ground and was making 
ready to sleep, when the Badawi said to me: 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent,. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-HRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“Now IS YOUR chance to show me that you are really 
grateful; I wish you to climb up that mountain and wait 
on the summit for the sim’s rising. As his rim appears, 
you must turn to the east and recite the morning 
prayer; after that you may come down. Be very careful 
not to let yourself be surprised by sleep, for the exhala- 
tions of that peak are deadly beyond belief and would 
undermine your health for ever.” 

In spite of my great weariness and many sufferings, I 
could not forget that the Badawi had provided my 
children with bread; so, though thinking the request a 
strange one and much against my will, I climbed pain- 
fully to the top of that mountain, bearing, with what 
fortitude I might, the agonies which I felt in my foot and 
belly at the least movement. The peak was white and 
bare, affording no shelter from a piercing wind which 
blew violently across it. I had no sooner reached the top 
than my accumulated weariness took hold of me and cast 
me to the ground, where I slept, in spite of myself, until 
morning. 

When I woke and saw that the sun was just about to 
appear, I tried to rise to my feet, but only fell backwards 
without movement. My limbs had swollen to the size of 
an elephant’s legs and were both painful and flabby, 
refusing to bear up the enormous weight of my belly, 
which had grown to the bigness of the largest water- 
skin. My head was like lead upon my shoulders and I could 
not move my arms. 

Yet 1 made a superhiunan effort, for fear of displeasing 
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the Badawl, and obliged my body to stand upright. Well- ' 
nigh swooning from the terrible pain, I turned to the 
east and recited the morning prayer. As 1 did so, the sun 
rose and threw the distended shadow of my unfortunate 
body away to the west. 

As soon as my duty was done, I started to descend the 
mountain, but 1 was so feeble and the slope so great that 
my monstrous legs doubled under me at the first step. I 
began rolling, like a fast ball, down the sheer slope; the 
stones and brambles at which I clutched to save myself 
only tore away strips of flesh and clothing; after watering 
the whole of that mountain with my blood, I bounded 
out into the plain and lay groaning at my master’s feet. 

He leaned over the sand and was so engrossed in 
certain lines which he was tracing that he saw nothing of 
the manner in which I had arrived and did not notice my 


presence until my prolonged moaning drew his attention. 
He cried over his shoulder without looking at me: “Let 
us praise Allahl You were born under a happy star and 
all our undertakings shall succeed. Thanks to your 
shadow, which I measured upon the plain, I have at last 
been able to discover something for which I have 


searched for many years.” 

“Come and help me to dig,” he said without raising his 
head, “just here, where I have planted the point of my 
lance.” But then, as I only answered with broken sobs, 
he turned towards me at last and, seeing me lying in a 
pitiful round mass upon the sand, ran towards me, 
crying: “O Hasan Abdallah, you have been very im- 
piidentl You have slept upon the mountain and the evil 
vapours, passing into the blood, have poisoned all. This 
he said angrily, but afterwards, when he saw that my 
teeth were chattering with pain and consternation, he 
spoke more calmly: “But do not think that I am angry 


m 


ww 
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with you. Come, I will cure you.” So saying, he drew a 
knife with a fine sharp blade from his belt and, before I 
could oppose the least resistance, stabbed me deeply 
in many places. Water flowed forth in abundance from . 
the punctures which Tie had made in my belly and arms, 
my thighs and legs; I grew to be like an empty waterbag 
and my skin fluttered upon my bones like a second-hand 
garment too great for the wearer. Yet I felt a little 
relieved, and was able to drag myself to my feet and help 
my master in his digging. 

We shovelled away the earth about the lance until we 
had uncovered a white marble tomb, whose cover the 
Badawi lifted. Then we saw a flurry of human bones and a 
manuscript written in bright gold on the purple-stained 
skin of a gazelle. You hold it in your hands, 0 King of 
time. 

My master snatched the manuscript with trembling 
hands and, though it was written in an unknown tongue, 
began to read it with great attention. As he turned over 
page after page, his pale brow grew red with pleasure 
and his eyes began to sparkle joyously. At last he cried 
aloud: “Now I know the way to that mysterious city! 0 
Hasan Abdallah, rejoice with me, for soon we shall enter 
Many-Columned Iram, where no human has set foot 
before: soon we shall hold the secret of that red sulphur 
which is the germ of all precious metals and the principle 
of all the riches of the world.” 

But the thought of further journeying filled me with 
terror, and I cried: “Excuse your slave, my lord! Though 
he rejoices with you, he has found that riches are not 
profitable to him, and would prefer to live in health and 
poverty at Cairo than drag all the miseries of his body to 
Many-Columned Iram.” My master looked at me piti- 
fully, and answered: “Poor fool, I labour as much for you 
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as for myself.” “That is true,” I retorted, “but alas, it is 
always I who reap the unfortunate results of those 
labours.” 

Without paying any attention to my decision, the 
Badawi gathered together an ample provision of the 
fig-tasting flesh of those plants which I have mentioned. 
Then he mounted his camel and I was obliged to do the 


same. 


We skirted the flanks of the mountain and rode to- 
wards the west for three days and three nights until, on 
the fourth morning, we saw before us on the horizon 
something which glittered and threw back the sunlight 
as if it had been a mighty mirror. Drawing closer, we 
foimd that our way was barred by a river of mercury, 
spanned only by a crystal bridge with no handrail and so 
narrow, steep, and slippery that a man of sense would 
never have ventured his foot upon it. 

But my master, without a moment s hesitation, dis- 
mounted and bade me also dismount. After unsaddling 
the camels that they might graze at ease, he drew two 
pairs of woollen slippers from his saddle-bags and, 
covering his feet with one pair, told me to put on the 
other. He commanded me to follow him closely, with- 
out looking t,o right or left, and himself walked firmly on 
to the crystal bridge. I followed trembling, and we both 
came, more by Allah’s mercy than by any confidence of 

mine, safely to the opposite bank. . .1 j 

We walked forward for some hours in silence an 

arrived at last at the entrance of a valley, strewn 

with gigantic black rocks and horribly shaded by black 
trees I saw vast serpents covered with black scales 
slipping to and fro among the black leaves ; m my t^ror 
I tuLd to flee from that horrible place but the black 
rocks were all about me like the sides ot a well. 
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I fell to the earth weeping, and cried to my master: 
“O son of excellence, why have you led me by a road of 
suffering to a vile death in this place? Alas, alas, I shall 
never see my children or their mother any morel Why 
did you lift me from the calm of my poverty? I was only 
a beggar upon the road of Allah but I sat at ease in the 
courts of the mosques and heard the noble words of the 
saints.” “Be brave, be a man, Hasan Abdallah!” answered 
the Badawl, without a trace of anger in his voice. “You 
are not going to die, and when you return to Cairo it will 
not be as a poor man, but as one richer than the King.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent, 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

So SAYING, MY master sat down on the ground and 
began turning the leaves of the manuscript with a 
moistened thumb, as calmly as if he were in his own 
harlm. After reading for an hour, he raised his head and 
said: “O Hasan Abdallah, do you wish to leave this spot 
as quickly as possible?” “Most certainly I do!” I cried. 
“Tell me what feat I must perform, for pity’s sake! Must 
I recite all the chapters of the Koran? Must I repeat all 
the names and sacred attributes of Allah? Must I make a 
vow to go on pilgrimage to Mecca and Madinah ten years 
running? Speak, master; I am ready for all and more than 
all!” 

The Badawl gave me a kindly glance, and answered: 
“No, Hasan Abdallah, no, your task is much more easy: 
take this bow and this arrow, and walk about the valley 
until you see a vast serpent with black horns. As you 
are a skilful shot, you should have no difficulty in killing 
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him. When you have done so, you must bring me his 
head and heart; then you will have done your share.* 
“Ay, ayl” I cried. “Do you call that easy? Why do you not 
do it yourself? I tell you I would rather lie as I am and 
perish as I lie.” But the Badawl laid his hand on my 
shoulder, saying: “Hasan Abdallah, have you forgotten 
your wife’s garment and your children’s bread?” So I 
burst into tears and, taking the bow and arrow in my 
trembling hands, walked towards the black rocks, in 
and out of which serpents of the same colour writhed in 
terrifying knots. It was not long before I found my prey; 
when I beheld a snake vaster than the rest and bearing 
horns upon its hideous head, I called on the name of 
Allah and let fly my arrow. The serpent bounded under 
the wound, lashing its body like a monstrous whip, until 
it fell motionless all along the ground. When I was sure 
that it had died, I cut its head off with my knife and, 
jlitting up the belly, removed its heart. 

I carried these things back to my master, who took 
them from me with an affable smile, saying: “Now help 
me to make a fire.” I collected dry grass and small 
branches, until the pile was large enough; then the 
Badawl took a diamond from his pocket and, turning it 
to the sun, darted a reflected ray on to the dry wood, 
K) that it kindled. 

Then he drew from beneath his robe a small iron 
vessel and a tube cut from a single ruby. “You see this 
ruby phial, Hasan Abdallah,” he said, “but the content is 
unknown to you. It is the blood of the Phoenix.” He 
uncorked the tube and, after pouring the liquid into the 
iron vessel, ^added the heart and brain of the serpent. 
Finally he set the iron vessel on the fire and, opening 
the manuscript which you hold, O King of time, rea 
unintelligible words over the brew. 
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Suddenly my master rose to his feet, bared his 
shoulders as do pilgrims when they leave Mecca, and, 
dipping the corner of his belt in the mixture on the fire, 
ordered me to rub his back with it. 1 obeyed him and saw 
the skin of the shoulders swelling and breaking as I 
rubbed and a pair of wings grow forth and increase in 
size until they trailed upon the ground. The Badawi 
began to beat these wings with greater and greater 
strength till he shot up into the air; but I, who would 
have died a thousand deaths rather than be left alone in 
those sinister places, jumped after him and clung mightily 
to the skirts of his robe, so that I was carried from that 
black valley and soared with him above the clouds. 

I cannot say how long we flew, my lord, but I know 
that we found ourselves at length above a mighty plain, 
bounded at the further end by a wall of blue crystal. 
The sand of this plain was powdered gold, the pebbles 
were bright gems, and in its midst rose a city filled with 
palaces and gardens. 

“Behold, Many-Columned Iram!” cried my master 
and, ceasing the oarage of his wings, let us sink gently 
to earth beneath the walls of the city of Shaddad, son of 
Ad. At once the wings grew small and disappeared. 

The walls of that city were made of alternate gold and 
silver blocks, and seven gates opened in them like the 
gates of Paradise. The first was of ruby, the second of 
emerald, the third of agate, the fourth of coral, the fifth 
of jasper, the sixth of silver, and the seventh of gold. 

We entered by the gate of gold and, as wc advanced, 
called upon the name of Allah. We passed through 
streets bordered by palaces with colonnades of alabaster, 
and by gardens where the air was milk and the streams 
ran flower-water. In this way we came to a palace which 
dominated the city from its centre and was built with a 



The Keys of Destiny 703 

breadth and art which cannot be described. Its terraces 
were held up on a thousand columns of red gold, and had 
balustrades of coloured crystal and walls starred with 
emeralds and sapphires. In the middle of this palace 
blossomed the glory of an enchanted garden, whose 
earth was scented with musk and whose flowers were 
watered by three rivers: one of clear wine, one of rose 
essence, and one of honey. In the garden’s centre stood a 
pavilion where a throne of gold and ruby was shaded by a 
vault smoothed from a single emerald. And upon that 
throne stood the small gold box which you now hold, 
my lord. 

The Badawl took the box and opened it. Finding it 
full of a red powder, he cried: “See, see, O Hasan 
Abdallah! Here is the red sulphur, the KTmiya of the 
sages and philosophers, which they have given their lives 
in vain to find!” “Throw away the dirty stuff, good 
master,” said I, “and let us fill the box with those precious 
stones which lie in heaps about the palace.” “Poor fool, 
he answered with compassion, “this powder is the very 
soul of riches. A single grain of it can transmute the 
vilest metal into gold! O child of ignorance, it is red 
sulphur, it is the KTmiya! With this powder I could build 
a mightier palace and raise a more magnificent city even 
than these; I could buy the lives ol men and the con- 
science of the pure; I could seduce virtue herse f and 
make myself a king’s son, born of kings.” “And could you 
add a day to your life with the powder, master?” I asked. 
“Or efface a single hour of the past?” But he answere : 

“Allah alone is great!” , , r 1 

As I had no great faith in this red sulphur, I preferred 

to pick up great handfuls of pearls and precious stones. 
I had already filled my belt and pockets and turban, when 
the Badawl cried: “What are you doing, eart ly 
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imbecile? If we take a single stone out of this palace, we 
shall be stricken with instant death.” He strode swiftly 
forth, carrying the box with him, and I was regretfully 
compelled to empty my pockets, my belt and my tur- 
ban, and to follow him, though not without many a 
backward glance at those winking glittering multitudes. 
When I caught up with my master, he took me by the 
hand and led me quickly from the city by the ruby gate, 
lest I should be tempted to possess myself of some trifle 
if I walked alone. 

Turning our backs on those marvellous walls, we 
walked straight forward to the horizon of blue crystal, 
which opened to let us pass. When we reached the other 
side, we turned for a last look at the Many-Columned 
city of Irani, but city and plain alike had disappeared, and 
we found ourselves on the bank of the river of mercury. 

We crossed by the crystal bridge and came upon our 
camels grazing quietly where we had left them. I must 
confess that I apfiroached mine as eagerly as 1 would have 
approached an old friend of my youth. Alter tightening 
the girths of our saddles, w'e mounted. And when my 
master said: “Now let us return to Egypt,” I lifted up my 
arms and gave thanks to Allah. 

Yet, O King of time, the gold and silver keys were 
still in my belt and I did not know that they were the 
keys of misery and suffering. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WtlEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-THIRD NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Misery, privation and ill-health dogged our foot- 
steps to Cairo; but, for a reason of which I was still 
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ignorant, these things made head against me only, while 
my master went his way calmly, blossoming like a flower 
after the rain and seeming to take on an added prosperity 
from my griefs. He passed through peril and weariness 
with a smile and walked in life as upon a silken carpet. 

My first care when I came to Cairo was to run to my 
own house; but I found none to receive me, neither 
mother, wife, nor children; the door was broken and 
open, and wandering dogs had made their home within. 
Hearing my cries of des])air, a neighbour opened his 
door, saying: “O Hasan Abdallah, may your span be 
lengthened by the days which these have lost! All your 
household is dead.” 

I swooned over my threshold and only came to myselt 
to find my master, the BadawT, sprinkling my face with 
rose-water. I fought down my sobs, and at last gave lull 
rein to my indignation, cursing my companion and 
accusing him of all my sorrows. He listened in silence 
and then touched me on the shoiddcr, saying kindly: 
“We come from Allah and to Allah we return at last!” 
Then he took me by the hand and led me from that 
desolate house. 

He brought me to a magnificent palace on the banks of 
the Nile and constrained me to live there with him. 
Seeing that nothing would draw me ironi my misery, 
he wished to divide all his riches with me and even 
carried generosity so far as to teach me the hidden 
sciences and educate me in alchemy and the dec iphering 
of cabalistic books. He would often bring quintals ol 
lead into my presence and transmute them into the 
purest gold, by means of the red sulphur which we had 
brought back with us. 

But though I lived in the midst of treasures an< t ic 
luxury of my master’s daily feasts, I remained racked in 
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body and soul; a time came when I could not support the 
weight or contact of the rich garments and precious 
stuffs which were thrust upon me, and had no taste for 
the delicate meajts and chosen wines which were set 
before me. Sleep would not come to me on purple 
couches and beds of scented wood. The gardens of our 
palace were refreshed by the Nile breezes and planted 
with rare trees fetched at great cost from India, Persia, 
China, and the Isles. Cunning machines raised the water 
of the river and caused it to tumble in refreshing spray 
among basins of marble and porphyry; but my heart cared 
for none of these things, since a poison worked in my 
flesh and upon my soul. 

But my master’s days passed in the breast of pleasure, 
and his nights were an anticipation of Paradise. He lived 
in a pavilion of dark silk branched with gold, where the 
light was as soft as moonlight. It stood among orange trees 
and lemon trees, wading fruit-deep among jasmine and 
roses. Each night he entertained new friends with kingly 
magnificence and, when their hearts and senses were 
prepared for lust by exquisite wines and sighing music, 
caused a procession of girls, bought for their weight in 
gold in the markets of Egypt, Persia and Syria, to walk 
in single file before them. When one of the guests cast 
the eyes of desire upon a girl, the Badawl would take her 
by the hand and lead her to him, saying: “My lord, you 
will greatly oblige me by taking this slave to your house 
when you depart.” All who came near him were his 
friends, and he was known throughout the city as the 
Magnificent. 

He would often visit me in my solitary suffering, and 
one day he came unexpectedly, bringing a new girl with 
him. His face was lighted by drunkenness and joy, his 
eyes gleamed with an extraordinary fire of exaltation. 



The K^s of Destiny 707 

He sat quite close to me, taking the young girl on his 
knees, and said: “O Hasan Ahdallah, you have never heard 
me sing. I am going to sing now.” He took me by the 
hand and began to sing in an ecstatic voice, wagging his 
head to and fro the while: 


/ am red wise 

For wine is more than roses, 

Water's for prayers; 

Your cheeks run wine. 

My soul reels and runs crimson wisdom. 

Here are only the orange trees 
Drinking the wind; 

Drink first, and scent my cup. 

Here is only my heart beating 
And the opening of roses; 

Sing wicked and wanton. 

Here are but nightingales. 

Though you undress. 

The moon and her lascivious little girls 
Have seen bfore. 

Though I kiss the points of your breasts. 
The jasmine is accustomed. 

The rose has seen before. 

Lie naked. 

Veiling your ^es in hair, 

0 jealousy of God. 


when he had made an end of this song, my mastet 
nave a great sigh of happiness and, leaning his head upon 
his breast, seLed to sleep. The girl slipped from h.s 
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arms, fearing to trouble his repose, and glided from my 
presence. I went to cover my companion and prop his 
head with a cushion; but I saw that he had ceased to 
breathe. I leaned anxiously over him, and discovered 
that he had died smiling at life, like those who are born 
imder a happy star. Allah be good to him! 

I forgot the misery of all the days since I had met him 
and remembered only his serene benevolence; I wept 
and made preparation for a worthy funeral. I washed the 
body myself in scented water, I closed all the natural 
openings of the body with perfumed cotton, I depilated 
the dead and carefully combed his beard, I dyed his 
brows, blackened his lids, and shaved his head. Then I 
wound him in a tissue which had been woven for a 
Persian king and set him in a coffin of aloe wood overlaid 
with gold. 

I called together my master’s many friends and bade 
fifty of the slaves carry the coffin turn by turn. The 
procession started forth, interspersed with paid weepers 
uttering plaintive cries and waving their handkerchiefs 
above their heads, and preceded by readers of the Koran 
chanting the sacred verses, to which the crowd about 
our way gave the response: “There is no God but Allah 
and Muhammad is the Prophet of Allah!” A multitude of 
the Faithful pressed forward to help in the bearing of the 
coffin, if only by touching with their fingers, and we 
buried him among the lamentation of a whole people. I 
caused a flock of sheep and a herd of young camels to be 
slaughtered upon his tomb. 

When I had finished my last duties to my master by 
presiding over his funeral feast, I shut myself in the 
palace and began to put my companion’s affairs in order. 
I opened the gold box and found that only a little of the 
red sulphur remained (the amount which is now before 
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you, 0 King of time). The rest had been spent to satisfy 
the Badawi’s unheard-of prodigality. But, as the rest was 
enough to render its owner more powerful than any king 
and as I cared nothing for riches, I did not concern myself 
about the waste of the powder. Instead, being anxious to 
learn the contents of the mysterious manuscript which 
my master, while teaching me to decipher written 
characters, had never let me read, I opened the sheets of 
gazelle skin and eagerly devoured their contents. I learnt 
for the first time, among other marvels which I will tell 
you some day, the powers of the keys of Destiny, and 
understood that the Badawi had only bought me in order 
that I should take upon myself the evil influence of the 
gold and silver keys. I had to call all the noble thoughts of 
the Prophet to my aid (prayer and peace be upon him!) 
to prevent myself cursing my master and going forth to 
spit upon his tomb. 

I swore to be rid of the fatal keys for ever; so I snatched 
them from my belt and set them in a crucible upon the 
fire until they should be resolved and fume away .While 
the’vessel was heating I searched everywhere for the 
other two keys, of wisdom and of happiness; but 1 could 
find them nowhere. I therefore returned to my crucible 
and stood watching the fusion of the silver and gold. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 

the seven-hundred-and-ninety-fourth nigh I 

had come 

While I watched, as I thought, my ^ck meltmg 
away before my eyes, the pavilion was s-ldcnly mvad^d 
by the Khalifah’s guards, who bound me and carried me 
into the presence of their master. 
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The Sultan Thailun, your father, my lord, told me 
angrily that he was aware that 1 had the secret of alchemy 
and that I must at once reveal it to him; but, fearing that 
an unjust ruler would use svich knowledge for the hurt of 
his people, I refused to speak. Your father therefore had 
me loaded with chains and thrown into the darkest of his 
dungeons. He sacked our palace and destroyed it, after 
taking away the gold box with its manuscript and the rests 
of the red sulphur. Also he had me tortured every day, 
hoping that I would speak. But Allah gave me fortitude, 
and I spoke not. Instead 1 dragged out the long years of my 
Destiny, hoping for death to strike off my chains and 
unlock the door of liberty. 

But now, my lord, I shall die contented, because my 
persecutor has gone to render an account to Allah, and 
the most just and glorious of Kings reigns in his stead, 

Sultan Muhammad rose from his throne and embraced 
the venerable Hasan Abdallah, crying: “Glory be to 
Allah Who has allowed his servant to repair an injustice!” 
He appointed Hasan to be his grand-wazTr and put his 
own royal mantle upon him; then he placed him in the 
care of the wisest doctors of his kingdom that they might 
cure him of his many ills. Also he ordered the most 
expert of the palace scribes to write down this tale in 
letters of gold and placed it among the archives of his 
reign. 

As the Sultan Muhammad fully believed in the virtue 
of the red sulphur, he melted a thousand quintals of lead 
in vast earthenware crucibles and mingled the remaining 
powder with them, while crying the magic words which 
Hasan Abdallah read to him out of the manuscript. 

The lead immediately turned to pure gold, and the 
Sultan, not wishing to spend it upon things perishable, 
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set it aside for a labour pleasing to Allah. He dreamed 
of a mosque which should be without equal in the land of 
the Faithful and, calling the most famous arehilccts of his 
empire, bade them trace out the plans of his dream, 
without thought of cost or difficulty. So the architects 
drew an immense square, each side facing one chief point 
of the compass, at the foot of the hill which overlooks 
that city. In each corner a well-proportioned tower was 
set, having a gallery and dome of gold; and each side of 
the mosque was lifted upon a thousand pillars, bearing 
strong arches of admirable curves which rooled a terrace 
whose balustrade was of marvellously fretted gold. 
From the centre of the building rose a mighty cupola, 
of such airy construction that it seemed to boat without 
support between heaven and earth. It was worked inside 
with azure enamel and pounced with stars of gold. The 
floors of the mosque were lar letched marble and the 
walls were a mosaic of jasper, porphyry and agate. The 
pillars and arches were deep cut and painted in pure 
colour with interlacing verses ol the Koran. And, that 
this marvel of time need have no fear ol lire, no wood at 
all was used in the building of it. Seven years, seven 
thousand men, and seven thousand quintals of golden 
dinars went to the achievement of this mosque, and it is 
called the Mosque of Sultan Muhammad ibn Thaiffin to 

this day. . 

The venerable Hasan Abdallah soon recovered Ins 

health and lived honoured and resjneted to the age o 
one hundred and twenty years, which had been mn ked 
for him by Destiny. But Allah knows alll He alone lives, 

for He dies not! 

Shalirazad foil silent and King Slialtryar said: No man 
may escape his Destiny. But, 0 Sliahrazad, tins tale lias 
made me sad.” “It is for that very reason,” ansvveicd 
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Shahrazad, “that I am about to tell you the tale of the 
Everlasting Slippers, taken from the Diwan of Easy Jests 
and Laughing Wisdom of the sheikh Majid al-Din Abu 
Tahir Muhammad. Allah be good to himl” 

And Shaharazad said: 


THE DlWAN OF EASY JESTS AND 
LAUGHING WISDOM 

THE EVERLASTING SLIPPERS 

It is related that there was once in Cairo a druggist 
named Abu Kasim, who was celebrated for his avarice. 
Though Allah granted him riches and prosperity in his 
trade, he lived and dressed like the poorest beggar; his gar- 
ments were a vast collection of rents and scraps; his 
turban was so old and dirty that it was impossible to tell 
its original colour; but, of all he wore, his slippers were 
the most notorious witnesses to his meanness. They were 
not only studded with great nails and armoured like a 
machine of war, and had soles mended a thousand times 
until they were as thick as the head of a hippopotamus, 
but their uppers were so patched that for twenty years 
one of the chief labours of the cleverest cobblers and 
curriers in Cairo had been to keep their component 
rubbish from disintegrating. Abu Kasim’s slippers were 
so heavy that they had become proverbial throughout all 
Egypt. When a guest stayed too long, they would say of 
him: “His manners are as heavy as Abu Kasim’s slippers.” 
When a pedantic schoolmaster tried to be funny, they 
would say of him: “His wit is as heavy as Abu Kasim’s 
slippers,” Porters would sigh, and say of their load: “It is 
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as heavy as Abu Kasim's slippers.” When a nasty old 
woman in a harim would stop her master’s wives from 
playing together, they would say: “She is as heavy as Abu 
Kasim’s slippers.” When a man ate indigestible food and 
felt a tempest rising in his belly, he would say; “Allah 
preserve me, that meat was as heavy as Abu Kasim’s 
slippers!” In fact, folk would drag in Abu Kasim’s slip- 
pers in a thousand connections when heaviness was in 
question. 

One day Abu Kasim made an unusually good bargain 
in his business but, instead of giving some little feast as 
merchants do when Allah has particularly favoured them, 
he determined, by way of celebration, to visit the 
hammam, where he had not set his foot in the memory of 
man. He shut his shop and set forth, carrying his slippers 
on his back to save their use; when he arrived at the 
hammam, he left them on the threshold, with all the 
other footgear, and entered to take his bath. 

Abu Kasim’s skin was so penetrated with filth that the 
rubbers were a long time in completing their labours 
upon him, and it was not until sunset that he was ready to 
depart. When he went forth, he discovered that his 
slippers were missing and that an exquisite pair in citron 
yellow leather stood in their place. “Allah must have 
known that I have often thought of buy ing a pair like this," 
said Abu Kasim to himself, “or perhaps someone has 
exchanged with me by accident.” Delighted at this saving 
of expense, he put on the yellow slippers and departed. 

As a matter of fact, the yellow slippers belonged to 
the kadi, who was still in the hammam. Also, the slipper 
guard had found Abu Kasim’s monstrosities fuming and 
stinking on the threshold, and had hidden them in an odd 
comerfxhen, as his duties were over for the day he ha 
returned home, without thinking of replacing them. 
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When the kadi had finished his bath, the obsequious 
attendants searched everywhere for his slippers, but 
could only find Abu Kasim’s fabulous footwear, which 
they instantly recognised. They set out in pursuit and 
brought him back to the hammam, with the missing 
property hanging about his neck. The kadi exchanged 
slippers with Abu Kasim and sent him to prison, where 
he was obliged to pay the officers an enormous bribe 
before he could get free. 

As soon as he returned to his shop, he cursed his 
luckless slippers and threw them into the Nile, to get 
rid of them. 

A few days afterwards, certain fishermen with great 
difficulty pulled their nets to shore and found them laden 
with Abu Kasim’s slippers, the nails of which had 
seriously damaged the mesh. They ran to Abu Kasim’s 
shop and violently threw the slippers inside, with a 
curse for their unlucky owner. The slippers knocked 
down a large quantity of flasks, containing rose-water 
and rare essences, and smashed each into a thousand 
pieces. 

The grief of Abu Kasim knew no bounds, and he cried: 
“Ill-omened slippers, daughters of my arse, you shall do 
me no more harm!” So he went out into the garden and 
began to dig a hole in which to bury them; but one of his 
neighbours, who had a grudge against him, ran to the 
wall and informed him that Abu Kasim had dug up a 
hidden treasure in his garden, without reporting it. The 
wall believed this, as it chimed with his knowledge of 
Abu Kasim; so he sent for the unfortunate druggist and, 
in spite of the poor man’s oath that he was only burying 
his slippers, made him disgorge a large sum of money. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 



The Everlasting Slippers 


BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


Abu Kasim tore his beard in despair and walked with 
his slippers far into the country, meaning to see the last 
of them at all costs. After walking for many hours, he 
threw them into a canal and returned home, supposing 
that he would never hear of them again. But, as ill luck 
would have it, the current of the water carried the 
slippers down to a mill, which was served by the canal, 
and they violently stopped its working by being caught 
in the wheels. The owners of the mill ran to repair the 
damage and found two enormous objects caught in the 
gears, which they instantly recognised as Abu Kasim’s 

^^Tt^tLir instigation the druggist was heavily fined, to 
make good the damage, and again thrown into prison. 
He came forth after richly bribing the officers, and his 
slippers were returned to him at the gates. 

He walked home in a state bordering upon madness 
and, placing the slippers behind him on the terrace so 
that he might not see them, leaned on the 
began to cLsider deeply what he should do w.th them 
While he was cogitating, a dog belonging to one of 
neighbours saw the slippers and, lea;nng rom ° 
terLe on to that of Abu Kasim, took one of them in his 
arand began to play with it. In the course of casting 
It to and fro^he wretched animal sent it Aj-g 

balustrade, and it fell upon the head f ° IrecUhe 
who was passing below. Its ““--mous weight crushed the 
1 worn n flatus if she had been made of paper, and her 
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relations, recognising Abu Kasim’s slipper, appeared 
before the kadi, demanding either the price of the 
victim’s blood or the death of Abu Kasim. The poor 
druggist was obliged to pay the full sum demanded by 
law, and also to give a monstrous bribe to the police in 
order to escape being sent to prison for a third time. 

This last calamity taught him what to do; he went 
home, took up the fatal slippers and returned to the 
kadi. When he was in the presence, he lifted the slippers 
above his head, and cried so violently that the kadi could 
not forbear to smile: “Behold, my lord, the cause of 
all my tribulations! Because of them I shall hencefor- 
ward have to beg my bread. Therefore I entreat you to 
make a formal announcement that Abu Kasim no longer 
owns any slippers and is not responsible for anything 
which any slippers may do in the future.” So saying, he 
hurled the slippers into the middle of the hall and ran 
forth bare-footed, leaving all who were in that court 
fallen upon their backsides and shaking with laughter. 
But All^ knows all! 

And Shahrazad said again: 


buhlQl the jester 

It is related that the Khalifah Harun al-Rashid kept a 
jester in his palace to divert his moments of dark humour. 
This jester was called Buhlul the Wise. One day the 
Khalifah asked him: “O Buhlul, do you know how many 
fools there are in Baghdad?” “It would be a long list, my 
lord,” answered Buhlul. “Yet I bid you make it and make 
it exactly,” cried Harun. Buhlul gave a long laugh, and 
then replied: “As I have no taste for heavy work, I vdll 
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make you out a list of all the wise men in Baghdad. Those 
who do not appear upon it will be the fools.” 

This same Buhlul climbed up on to the Khalifah’s 
throne one day during his absence and received a volley 
of blows from the officers for his temerity. The Sultan 
came upon him weeping hot tears and tried to console 
him. But Buhlul said: “O Commander of the Faithful, I 
do not weep for myself; I grieve because I have calculated 
how many blows wait you downstairs.” 

Buhlul was wise enough to have a horror of marriage; 
so Harun, being one day angry with him, married him 
without his consent to a very beautiful slave. But Buhlul 
had hardly lain down by his wife's side for a moment on 
the first night before he leapt to his feet and fled from 
the room. While he was rushing like a madman about the 
palace, the Khalifah came to him, and said severely: 
“Vile fellow, why have you offended against the wife I 
gave you?” “My lord, there is no remedy for terror,” 
answered the jester. “I have no fault to find with the 
bride of your generosity, for she is beautiful and modest; 
but as soon as I lay beside her, I distinctly heard voices 
speaking from the deep of her breast. One asked me for a 
robe, another for a silk veil, a third for slippers, and a 
fourth for ari embroidered belt. So I took fright and fled, 
in spite of your orders and the maiden s charms, fearing 
if I stayed to become more foolish and unhappy even 
than I am.” 

This same Bulilul refused a present of a thousand 
dinars which the Khalifah offered twice; so Harun asked 
him the reason of his disinterestedness. For sole answer, 
Buhlul stretched out his legs in the Khalifah’s face. Seeing 
this supreme mark of incivility , the chief eunuch 
have taken the jester up and beaten him; but al-Rashi 
forbade him, and questioned Buhlul concerning his great 



’/1 8 The Thousand Nights and One Night 

lick of respect. “My lord,” answered the jester, “if I had 
stretched out my hand to receive your present I would 
have forfeited the right to stretch out my legs.” 

One day, as al-RashTd was returning from a warlike 
expedition, Buhliil entered his tent and found the 
Khalifah parched with thirst and calling for water. The 
jester hastened to fetch a cup of water and gave it to him, 
saying: “O Commander of the Faithful, before you drink 
pray tell me how much you would have given for this cup 
of water if it had been difficult to procure.” “I would have 
given half my kingdom,” answered al-RashId as he drank. 
“And now that you have drunk,” went on Buhlul, “sup- 
posing this cup of water refused to leave your body, 
owing to some retention on the part of your honourable 
bladder, what would you pay to see it safely forth?” 
“Surely half of my kingdom,” answered al-RashId; then 
said Buhlul; “I suppose, my lord, that an empire which 
could be bought for a cup of water and a jet of piss is 
worth these cares and bloody wars? . . .” Al-Rashid wept. 

And Shaiikazad said again: 

O 


THE INVITATION TO UNIVERSAL PEACE 

It is REiATi-D that the vcnerahle sheikh of a village 
had a fair courtyard on his farm, well stocked with 
poultry who gave him excellent eggs and plump pullets 
for the table. Among the males in this courtyard there 
was a certain great and wonderful Cock, with a ringing 
voice and golden plumage, who possessed, in addition 
to his fair exterior, the virtues of vigilance, wisdom and 
knowledge of the world. He was both just and attentive 
to his wives, fulfilling his duty towards them with zeal 
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id impartiality, so that they did not know the meaning 
jealousy or angry looks. Because he was both powei lul 
id benevolent he was cited as a model for husbands 
nong all the dwellers in the courtyard; and his master 
died him Voice-of-Dawn. 

One day, while his wives were looking after their 
lildren and arranging their feathers, Voiee-ol-Dawn 
ent for a visit about the farm. As he walked, he mar- 
.dled at all he saw and pecked industriously at any 
rains of corn, barley, mai/e or sesame wliii h lay upon 
le ground. The train of these delicacies led him on, 
ntil he found himself beyond the farm and beyond the 
illage, isolated in a savage spot which he had never seen 
efore. He looked to left and right for some lamiliar 
\ce, but could see none; so he became anxious and gave 
ent to one or two unquiet cries. Whde he was glancing 
bout to be sure of his way home, he beheld a fox rumung 
owards him with great strides. Trembling for his hie, he 
urned tail and dashed forward with extended wings 
intil he was able to Hap to the summit of a ruined wall, 
vhere there was just room for him to perch and which 
he Fox would certainly not be able to climb. 

At this point Shahrazid saw the approach of morning 
nd discreetly fell silent. 


Ulir WHI N 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETV-SIXIH NIC, ill 

HAD COMI 


iHE said; , f 

SocN THE Fox stood yapping and snulhng at the toot 

)f the Aall. When he found that he could m no way 
-each the bird of his desire, he lifted up his head saying: 
‘Peace be upon you, O face of gooebomen! Peace be upon 
pu, my brother, my charming companion. Voice -0 - 
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Dawn would not look down at him or answer his 
greeting, so the Fox continued; “My tender and beautiful 
friend, why will you not greet or glance at one who 
brings you great good news?” The Cock made no sign 
that he had heard this courtesy, and the Fox went on: 
“My brother, if you only knew the excellent news which 
I have been instructed to give you, you would descend in 
great haste to embrace me and kiss me upon the mouthl” 
But the Cock feigned to be distracted and fixed round 
eyes upon something afar off". “Know then, my brother,” 
continued the Fox, “that our lord the Lion, who is 
Sultan of the beasts, and our lord the Eagle, who is 
Sultan of the birds, recently met together in a green 
meadowland, rich in watercourses and wild flowers, 
and called together representatives of us all. When tigers, 
hyenas, leopards, lynxes, panthers, jackals, antelopes, 
wolves, hares, cats, vultures, hawks, crows, pigeons, 
doves, quails, partridges, and domestic fowl had come 
together before them, our two monarchs solemnly de- 
creed that henceforth safety, peace, and brotherly love 
should reign supreme over the whole habitable earth; 
that a comradeship in sympathy should be the only 
motive in the lives of savage beasts, domestic animals, 
and birds; that old enmities and racial hatreds should be 
forgotten, and that all should bend their efforts to the 
general and individual good. They also proclaimed that 
whosoever should prove recalcitrant must be brought 
before them for summary condemnation. They made me 
their herald and bade me proclaim their decision about 
the earth, giving me power to report the names of those 
who were not instantly obedient. That is why you see me 
at the foot of this wall, dear brother; for I, I myself and 
no other, am the representative, the commissioner, the 
herald, the officer of those great lords. So now you may 
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readily understand why I wished you peace and offered 
you friendship, sweet acquaintance.” 

But the Cock seemed not to hear; he regarded the 
horizon with round, vague, winking eyes, and wavered 
his head from time to time. The Fox, who panted to feel 
his teeth sink in deliciously, went on: “My brother, why 
do you not honour me with an answer or one little word? 
Will you not deign even to cast your charming eye at a 
representative of our lord the Lion and our lord the 
Eagle? I must remind you that, if you keep this con- 
tumacious silence, I shall be obliged to report you to the 
council. I have very little hope that you would escape 
with your life under the new law, for our masters have 
determined to establish universal peace, even if they have 
to destroy half the animals and half the birds in doing so. 
My charming brother, I beg you, for the last time, to tell 
me why you will not answer.” 

The Cock, who until then had remained isled in 
haughty indifference, stretched out his neck and turned 
it slightly, so that his right eye looked down upon the 
Fox. “In truth, my brother,” he said, “your words are 
upon my head and before my eyes. I honour you from the 
bottom of my heart, as the messenger and representative 
of our lord the Eagle. Though I did not answer, I assure 
you I had no thought of rebellion. No, no, I kept silence 
because I was troubled by a thing which I see far off across 
the plain.” “And what do you see far off upon the plain?” 
exclaimed the Fox. “I trust that it is nothing serious, 
nothing calamitous?” The Cock stretched his neck 
further, as he answered: “Surely you see it, my brother? 
Allah has set piercing eyes upon each side of your nose; 
though it is true that they are somewhat bleared, if I 
may say so without giving the least offence.” “But tell me 
what you see,” cried the Fox in some alarm. My eyes 
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pain me a trifle to-day, though, if I may say so without 
running the least risk of seeming to contradict you, they 
are not, and never have been, bleared.” “li you must 
know,” replied Voice-of-Dawn, “I see a cloud of dust 
and several hunting hawks turning in the air above it.” 
“Is that all you see, O visage of good-omen?” asked the 
anxious Fox. “Are you sure you see nothing running 
along the ground?” The Cock looked long before replying: 
“I certainly seem to see something running on four legs, 
high on its feet, long and slim, with a pointed head and 
drooping ears. Yes, it is coming towards us at some 
speed.” The Fox trembled, as he asked again: “Are you 
sure it is not a greyhound, my brother? Allah protect us 
all!” “I do not know whether it is a greyhound or not,” 
answered the Cock. “Allah alone could tell; I have never 
seen the kind. But it is a large quick dog of some sort, my 
handsome brother.” 

“I am afraid that I must take leave of you, dear friend,” 
cried the Fox, as he turned and gave his bushy tail to the 
wind. “Wait, wait, brother!” the Cock called after him. 
“I am getting down; why do you not wait?” “Because I 
have a strange antipathy to greyhounds,” answered the 
Fox over his shoulder. “But, O visage of blessing,” cried 
the Cock, “did you not tell me just now that you walked 
as a messenger of universal peace?” The Fox's answer 
came back from far away: “You are right, good brother, 
you are right; but that pimp of a greyhound— God’s 
curse upon him! — never came to the congress, did not 
send a representative, and is not mentioned in the 
proclamation. Allah preserve you in good health, dear 
Cock, till I return!” 

Thus the Cock escaped, thanks to his wit and wisdom. 
Jumping down from the wall, he returned in good 
case to the courtyard, glorifying Allah as he came. He 
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lost no time in telling his wives and neighbours of the 
excellent trick he had played upon their hereditary foe, 
and all the cocks in the courtyard crowed joyously to 
celebrate his triumph. 

And Shahrazad said again: 


THE TALE OF THE TIED POINTS 

It is related that a certain King was once sitting on 
his throne and giving audience to his subjects, when an 
old farmer entered, carrying a basket on his head, and 
laid it before the throne. “What is in your basket, O 
sheikh?” asked the King, and the farmer answered: 
“Fresh fruit and vegetables, my year's first yield, which 
I have brought as a loyal present to my Sultan.” “They 
are accepted!” exclaimed the King, as he lifted the 
green leaves which protected the contents of the basket 
from the evil-eye, and found an excellent collection of 
crisp cucumbers, tender gumboes, bananas, artichokes, 
lemons, and other early fruits and vegetables. He picked 
out a crisp cucumber and began to crunch it, calling 
upon Allah's name. Then he sent his eunuchs to the 
harTm with the rest of the gift. The women took their 
choice, congratulating each other, and saying: “May the 
first fruits of next year find us in life and beauty still! 
They gave what was left in the basket to the slaves, and 
sent a hundred dinars back by the eunuchs. The King, 
being delighted by his cucumber, added another two 
hundred dinars. And this was not all which came to that 
farmer from his fortunate present. For the King ques- 
tioned him about agriculture and other matters, and the 
farmer answered with wit and knowledge, in eloquent 
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speech and chosen gesture, so that the King desired to 
make a companion of him, and asked: “Do you know how 
to keep company with kings?” “I do,” answered the 
fallah. “Very well, then,” commanded the King, “take 
the dinSrs to your family and return as quickly as possible.” 

The fallah carried the three hundred dinars to his wife 
and rejoined the King, just as he was sitting down to the 
evening meal. The Sultan gave him a place beside him- 
self, and made him eat and drink to the limit of his 
capacity. Delighting in his conversation more and more, 
he cried: “Surely you know some charming tales?” “As 
Allah lives, I know many charming tales,” answered the 
farmer. “To-morrow night I will tell you one.” The King 
rejoiced and, wishing to reward his new-found favourite 
in advance, made him a present of the youngest and most 
beautiful girl in the Queen’s train. She was an untouched 
virgin, and the King had set her aside for his own 
delectation on some special night; but now he gave the 
two a fair apartment near his own, richly furnished with 
all the necessaries of love, and bade them a sweet night. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The girl undressed and waited on the couch until her 
lord, who had never tasted the joys of white flesh in hi* 
life, gave thanks to the Creator of it and began the 
thousand foolish games which are usual on such an 
occasion. But lol the child would not lift his head; he 
turned his back and lay there with a lifeless eye. Though 
the farmer admonished and encouraged him, he remained 
inert and uninterested, until his father became confused 



The Tale oj the Tied Points ^2^ 

and cried; “This is a prodigy!* The girl’s warm hand 
played pleasantly with the infant; but neither slaps nor 
caresses could wake him from his heavy sleep. “I leave the 
affair to Allah,” cried the girl; but still nothing happened. 
She asked the father why his offspring would not come 
to life and, when he answered that he did not know, she 
said: “I will tell you; some one has tied your points.” “Is 
there any way of untying them?” questioned the farmer 
anxiously. “Leave it to me,” replied the girl. 

She fetched male incense and, burning it in a brazier, 
fumigated the middle parts of her lord, as mourners 
fumigate the bodies of the dead. “Allah grant his resur- 
rection to this poor sleeper!” she cried. Then she washed 
the body of the child with rose-water, as the dead are 
washed, and covered it with a silk napkin by way of a 
winding-sheet. As soon as the rites of burial were com- 
pleted, she called in all the slaves, whom the Sultan had 
told off to wait upon her, and showed them the farmer’s 
luckless heir lying in its shroud among a mist of incense. 
The women broke into delighted cries and trills of 
laughter; then they turned tail and ran throughout the 
palace, telling all they met of this most solemn sight. 

Next morning the Sultan, who had risen earlier than 
his wont, sought out the farmer and asked after his night. 
The fallah answered with the whole truth, and the 
Sultan fell over on his backside in a gust of laughter. 
“A clever girl, a fine girl,” he cried, “I will take her back 
for my own use.” He called the girl into his presence and 
made her tell the whole story again. When she had done 
so, without the omission of a single detail, the King 
roared with laughter for the second time and, turning 
to the fallah, asked; “Are you sure it is true?” The fanner 
lowered his eyes and nodded his head; but the King, 
staggering where he stood, cried out: “Now you must 
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tell me all over again, from your point of view.” The 
unfortunate man repeated the tale in all its wealth of 
incident. “As Allah lives, it is a prodigy!” exclaimed the 
Sultan, as he wept for joy. When the two men had 
answered the call to prayer, the Sultan said: “Now, 0 
delightful companion, I pray you begin one of those tales 
which you promised me, that my pleasure may be com- 
plete on this blessed day ."“Willingly ,” replied the farmer, 
as he sat down cross-legged before the Sultan, and began: 

THE TALE OF THE TWO HASHlSH-EATERS 

There was once, my lord and crown upon my head, 
a man in a certain city, who was a fisherman by trade 
and a hashish-eater by occupation. When he had earned 
his daily wage, he would spend a little of it on food and 
the rest on a sufficiency of that hilarious herb. He took 
his hashish three times a uay: once in the morning on an 
empty stomach, once at noon, and once at sundown. 
Thus he was never lacking in extravagant gaiety. Yet he 
worked hard enough at his fishing, though sometime: 
in a very extraordinary fashion. On a certain evening, foi 
instance, when he had taken a larger dose of his favourit< 
drug than usual, he lit a tallow candle and sat in front o' 
it, asking himself eager questions and answering witl 
obliging wit. After some hours of this delight, he becami 
aware of the cool silence of the night about him and th' 
clear light of a full moon above his head, and exclaime< 
affably to himself: “Dear friend, the silent streets and th 
cool of the moon invite us to a walk. Let us go forth 
while all the world is in bed and none may mar ou 
solitary exaltation.” Speaking in this way to himself, th 
fisherman left his house and began to walk towards th 
river; but, as he went, he saw the light of the full moo 
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lying ill the roadway and took it to be the water of the 
river. “My dear old friend the fisherman,” he said, “get 
your line and take the best of the fishing, while your 
rivals are indoors.” So he ran back and fetched his hook 
and line, and cast into the glittering patch of moonlight 
on the road. 

Soon an enormous dog, tempted by the smell of the 
bait, swallowed the hook greedily and then, feeling the 
barb, made desperate efforts to get loose. The fisherman 
struggled for some time against this enormous fish, but 
at last he was pulled over and rolled into the moonlight. 
Even then he would not let go his line, but held on grimly, 
uttering frightened cries. “Help, help, good Mussul- 
mans!” he shouted. “Help me to secure this mighty fish, 
for he is dragging me into the deeps! Help, help, good 
friends, for I am drowning!” The guards of that ijuarter 
ran up at the noise and began laughing at the fisherman s 
antics; but when he yelled: “Allah curse you, 0 sons of 
bitches! Is it a time to laugh when I am drowning?” they 
grew angry and, after giving him a sound beating, dragged 
him into the presence of the kadi. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 

but when 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Allah had willed that the kadi should also be 
addicted to the use of hashish; recognising that the 
prisoner was under that jocund influence, he rate t e 
guards soundly and dismissed them. Then he handed 
over the fisherman to his slaves that they might give him 
a bed for calm sleep. 

After a pleasant night and a day given up to the 
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consumption of excellent food, the fisherman was called to 
the kadi in the evening and received by him like a brother. 
His host supped with him; and then the two sat opposite 
the lighted candles and each swallowed enough hashish 
to destroy a hundred-year-old elephant. When the drug 
exalted their natural dispositions, they undressed com- 
pletely and began to dance about, singing and committing 
a thousand extravagances. 

Now it happened that the Sultan and his wazir were 
walking through the city, disguised as merchants, and 
heard a strange noise rising from the kadi’s house. They 
entered through the imlatched door and found two 
naked men, who stopped dancing at their entrance and 
welcomed them without the least embarrassment. The 
Sultan sat down to watch his venerable kadi dance again; 
but when he saw that the other man had a dark and lively 
zabb, so long that the eye might not carry to the end of it, 
he whispered in his wazir 's startled ear; “As Allah lives, 
our kadi is not as well hung as his guestl” “What are you 
whispering about?” cried the fisherman. “I am the 
Sultan of this city and I order you to watch my dance 
respectfully, otherwise I will have your head cut off. I 
am the Sultan, this is my wazir; I hold the whole world 
like a fish in the palm of my right hand.” The Sultan and 
his wazir realised that they were in the presence of two 
hashish-eaters, and the wazir, to amuse his master, 
addressed the fisherman, saying: “How long have you 
been Sultan, dear master, and can you tell me what has 
happened to your predecessor?” “I deposed the fellow,” 
answered the fisherman. “I said: ‘Go away!’, and he 
went away.” “Did he not protest?” asked the wazir. 
“Not at all,” replied the fisherman. “He was delighted to 
be released from the burden of kingship. He abdicated 
with such good grace that I keep him by me as a servant. 
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He is an excellent dancer* When he pines for his throne, 

I tell stories. Now I want to piss.” So saying, he lifted 
up his interminable tool and, walking over to the Sultan, 
seemed to be about to discharge upon him. “I also want to 
piss,* exclaimed the kadi, and took up the same threat- 
ening position in front of the wazir. The two victims 
shouted with laughter and fled from that house, crying 
over their shoulders: “God’s curse on all hashish-eatersl" 

Next morning, that the jest might be complete, the 
SultSn called the kadi and his guest before him. “O dis- 
creet pillar of our law,” he said, “I have called you to me 
because 1 wish to learn the most convenient manner of 
pissing. Should one squat and carefully lift the robe, as 
religion prescribes? Should one stand up, as is the un- 
clem habit of unbelievers? Or should one undress com- 
pletely and piss against one’s friends, as is the custom of 
two hashish-eaters of my acquaintance?” 

Knowing that the Sultan used to walk about the city 
m disguise, the kadi realised in a flash the identity of his 
last night’s visitors, and fell on his knees, crying: My 
lord, my lord, the hashish spake in these indelicacies, not 
II” But the fisherman, who by his careful daily taking of 
the drug was always under its effect, called somewhat 
sharply: “And what of it? You are in your palace this 
morning, we were in our palace last night.” “O sweetest 
noise in all our kingdom,” answered the delighted King, 
“as we are both Sultans of this city, I think you had better 
henceforth stay with me in my palace. If you can tell 
stories. I trust that you will at once sweeten our hearing 
with a chosen one.” “I will do so gladly, as soon as you 
have pardoned my wazir,” replied the fisherman; so the 
Sultan bade the kadi rise and sent him back forgiven to 
his duties. Then he dismissed all save the fisherman, w o 
immediately began to tell him: 
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THE TALE OF THE FATHER OF FARTS 

It is related that there was a kadi in the city of 
Tarabulus in Syria, during the reign of the KhalTfah 
Harun al-Rashid, who exercised the functions of his 
office with a notorious severity. His only servant, and the 
only woman in his harim, was an old negress like a Nile 
buffalo; for the man’s parsimony equalled the rigour of 
his judgments. Allah curse him! Though he was abun- 
dantly rich, he lived on stale bread and onions. Also his 
avarice went hand in hand with an ostentation of gener- 
osity. When a neighbour called about meal time, the 
kadi would cry to the negress: “Lay the gold-fringed 
cloth!” No one was ever invited to the repast which 
followed, and the show of the cloth, instead of being 
taken as an indication of bounty, passed into a proverb; 
so that a man who had been ill-served at any feast would 
say: “I ate at the kadi’s gold-fringed cloth.” It will be 
seen that this wretched old man, to whom Allah had 
given both riches and honour, lived a life which would 
have sickened a starving dog. May he bum in Hell! 

One day, certain folk who wished to influence the 
kadi to give a favourable judgment, said to him: “O our 
master, why do you not take a wife? That old negress is 
not worthy of you.” “Who would find me a wife?” asked 
the kadi, and one of them answered: “I have a very 
beautiful daughter. Your slave would be highly honoured 
if you would take her to your house.” The kadi promptly 
accepted this offer, and the marriage took place at once. 
The girl was conducted to her husband’s house in the 
evening and, being most discreet and amiable, refused 
to show her surprise when no food was produced and no 
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nention made of it. The guests and witnesses stayed on 
n hope for some time and then, as the kitchen fiire was 
lot even lighted, returned to their own homes, cursing 
lie bridegroom's meanness. 

The young wife had begun to starve before she heard 
tier husband tell the negress to lay the gold-fringed cloth. 
\s she was accustomed to plenty of excellent food in her 
lather's house, she went forward eagerly as soon as the 
cloth was laid, but only to discover that the sole dish was 
a basin containing three bits of brown bread and three 
onions. As she sat in amaze, the kadi took one of the 
pieces of bread himself, gave the like to the negress, and 
invited the girl to devour her share, saying: “Do not fear 
to abuse the gifts of Allah!” He swallowed his portion 
with great gusto, and the negress made but one mouth- 
ful of hers, for it was the first meal of the day; but for all 
her good will the unfortunate wife could not swallow a 
mouthful of the horrible stuff. She left the table, fasting 
and bitterly resenting the darkness of her Destiny. 
Three days passed and, on each, the gold-fringed cloth 
was set with brown bread and sorrowful onions. But on 
the fourth day, the kadi, hearing cries from his harim, 
went to investigate and was met by the negress who told 
him that her mistress had revolted against that house and 
had sent to fetch her father. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE SEVEN-HUNDRED-AND-NINETY-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The kadI sought his wife with furious flaming eyes, 
heaped curses upon her, accused her of all debauchery , 
cut away her hair by force, and repudiated her by the 
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third divorce. Casting her forth into the street, he shut 
the door violently behind her. May Allah damn the foul 
old knave 1 

A few days afterwards this avaricious son of avarice 
found another wife in the person of the daughter of cer- 
tain folk who wished to stand well with him. He married 
again; but the poor child, after three days of onions, 
revolted and was divorced. Yet this served as no lesson 
to others who needed the good graces of that horrible 
old man, and he married several other daughters on the 
same terms, casting them forth after a day or so, because 
they could not abide the onions. 

But a time came when the multitude of his divorces 
was noised abroad and grew to be the general subject of 
conversation in the harlms; the matrons banded together 
and decreed that henceforth the miser was to be con- 
sidered immarriageable. 

Now that no woman would have it, the kadi began to 
be tormented by his father’s inheritance and took long 
walks to cool its importunity. One evening, he saw a 
woman approaching him mounted upon a grey mule, 
and was very much affected by the richness of her clothes 
and possibility of her figure. He gave a twist to the sad 
ends of his moustaches and bowed before her respect- 
fully, saying: “Whence come you, noble lady?” “Along 
this road,” she answered. “I know that, I know that,” 
answered the kadi with a chuckle, “but from what city?” 
“From Mosul,” she answered. “Are you married or 
single?” said he. “Single,” said she. “If you would like to 
be my wife,” said he, “I will bind the bargain by becoming 
your husband.” “Tell me where you live,” said she, “and 
I will let you know to-morrow.” The kadi told her where 
he lived; but she knew already, she knew. She left him 
with charming glances out of the comers of her eyes. 
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Next morning she sent a message to the kadi saying 
that she would marry him if she received a dowry of fifty 
dinars. The miser had a violent struggle with himself, 
but he sent the fifty dinars, bidding the negress to bring 
back the bride. As soon as the girl arrived at his house, 
the marriage contract was written out, and the wit- 
nesses went away vmfed. 

Soon the kadi called to the negress, saying: “Lay the 
gold-fringed cloth.” When the basin was brought in, 
holding three dry crusts and three onions, the new bride 
took her portion and ate it with relish, saying: “I thank 
Allah for an excellent repast.” She smiled gratefully at 
the kadi, and he cried: “I also thank Him that He has sent 
me, out of His generosity, a wife who is all perfection, 
who takes to-day’s little and to-morrow’s much with 
equal mind!” But the blind pig did not know the Destiny 
which lay in wait for him in the ctmning brain of that 
delightful woman. 

Next morning, when her husband was away at the 
diwan, the girl inspected all the rooms of the house and 
came at last to a cabinet whose door was closed with 
three enormous locks and strengthened by three strong 
iron bars. She walked about and about this cabinet with 
the liveliest curiosity, until she found a hole in one of the 
mouldings which would almost admit the passage of a 
finger. Setting her eye to it, she was overjoyed to see all 
the kadi’s accumulated treasure of gold and silver set in 
open copper jars upon the floor inside. Being determined 
to profit by this discovery, she procured a long palm 
stalk and, smearing the end of it with a sticky paste, 
passed it through the hole in the moulding; by twisting 
it about in the mouth of one of the jars, she caused several 
gold pieces to adhere to it, and triumphantly withdrew 
them. Returning to her own apartment, she gave the 
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money to the negress, saying: “Go out to the market and 
buy fresh rolls sprinkled with sesame, some saffron rice, 
some tender lamb, and the finest fruits and pastries 
which you can find.” The negress went forth in eager 
astonishment and brought back all these excellent things 
to her mistress, who made het partake of them in equal 
shares. “Light of my head,” the poor old woman cried, 
“may this succulent generosity turn to fair white fat upon 
you! I have never eaten such a meal!” “You may feed thus 
every day if you will only keep silence and say nothing to 
the kadi,” answered the girl; so the negress kissed her 
hand and promised absolute discretion. 

“Lay the gold-fringed cloth!” cried the kadi when he 
returned at noon; but his wife served him with the 
remains of her own excellent meal. He ate greedily until 
he could hold no more, and then asked the source of the 
provision. “Dear master,” replied the girl, “I have many 
relations in this city; one of them sent these dishes to me. 
I would have thought nothing of them, had it not been 
for the joy it gives me to share them with you.” And the 
kadi rejoiced in his soul that he had married such a wife. 

Next morning the palm stalk was no less successful, so 
that the wife was able to purchase a lamb stuffed with 
pistachios, and other admirable matters. She invited some 
of her neighbours to eat with her, and all the women 
feasted pleasantly until the hour of the kadi’s return. 
Soon after the guests had departed, carrying with them 
the promise that these joyful mornings should often be 
repeated, the kadi entered and bade the negress spread 
the gold-fringed cloth. But when he was served with even 
more delicate and numerous viands than the day before, 
he became a little anxious and asked his wife how she had 
come by such costly things. The girl, who was herself 
waiting upon him, answered without hesitation: “Dear 
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master, you must take no more thought for our nourish- 
ment. One of my aunts sent me these few trifling dishes. 
Oh, I am happy if my master is satisfied.” The kadi con- 
gratulated himself on having married so thoughtful and 
well-related a damsel, and set about stuffing himself to 
the supreme limit of his capacity. 

At the end of a year of such living the kadi had become 
so fat and had developed so notorious a belly that the 
people used the thing as a proverb, saying: “As large as 
the kadi’s belly!” “As stupendous as the kadi’s belly!” 
The poor fool did not know that his wife had sworn to 
avenge all those unfortunate girls whom he had starved 
and shorn and cast aside; but you shall now hear how 
thoroughly she carried out her intention. 

Among the neighbours whom she fed daily was a 
pregnant woman, the wife of a necessitous porter and 
already the mother of five children. One day her hostess 
said to her: “Dear neighbour, as Allah has given you a 
numerous family and very little else, would you like to 
hand over your baby to me when it is born, that I, who 
am barren, may care for it and rear it as my own? If you 
agree and promise to keep absolute silence, I will see 
tLt you and yours never feel the pinch of poverty again.” 
The porter’s wife accepted this offer and promised 
absolute secrecy. On the day appointed by Allah she 
gave birth to a boy who was twice the size of an ordinary 
infant, and the kadi’s wife received him. 

That morning the girl prepared a dish consisting of 
beans, peas, white haricots, cabbage, lentils, onions, 
cloves of garlic, various heavy grains and powdered 
spices. The kadi’s enormous belly was quite empty when 
he returned for the midday meal, so he took helping 
after helping of this mixture, until all was finished 
-Make me such a dish every day,” he said. “It slips most 
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pleasantly and easily down the throat.” “May it be both 
delicious and digestible!” answered his wife. 

The kadi congratulated himself, as he had so often 
done before, on his excellent choice of a wife; but an 
hour afterwards his belly began visibly to swell. A noise 
as of a far-off tempest made itself heard inside him; low 
grumblings and far thunders shook the walls of his being 
and brought in their train sharp colics, spasms, and a 
final agony. He grew yellow in the face and began to roll 
groaning about the floor, holding his belly in his two 
hands. “Allah, Allah!” he cried. “I have a terrible storm 
within! Who will deliver me?” Soon his paunch became 
as tight as a gourd and his cries brought his wife running. 
She made him swallow a powder of anise and fennel, 
which was soon to have its effect, and, at the same time, 
to console and encourage him, began rubbing and patting 
the afflicted part, as if he had been a little sick child. 
Suddenly she ceased the movement of her hand and 
uttered a piercing cry: “Yu, yu, a miracle, a prodigy! 0 
my master, my master!” In violent contortions the kadi 
stammered forth: “What is the matter, what is the 
miracle?” But she only answered: “Yu, yu! O my master, 
my master!” “Tell me what the matter is!” he yelled, 
and she passed her hand afresh over that temptestuous 
belly, as she replied: “Exalted be the name of the 
Highest! He says, and it is done! Who shall discover His 
secret purposes, my master?” Between two howls, the 
kadi gasped: “May Allah curse you for torturing me so! 
What is the matter? Tell me at once!” Then said his wife: 
“Master, dear master, His will be done! You are with 
child! And your time is close at hand!” 

The kadi rose up at these incredible words, and cried: 
“Have you gone mad? How can a man be pregnant?” “As 
Allah lives I do not know,” she answered, “but the child 
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is moving in your belly; 1 have felt it kicking and touched 
its head. Allah scatters increase where He will, may His 
name be exalted! Pray for the Prophet, my husband!” So 
the kadi groaned out in the midst of his convulsion: “May 
the blessing of Allah be upon him! ” Then his pains increased 
and he fell howling to the floor in a crisis of agony. 
Suddenly came relief. A long and thunderous fart broke 
from him, shaking the foundations of the house and 
throwing its utterer violently forward, so that he 
swooned. Then followed a multitude of other escapes, 
gradually diminishing in sound but rolling and re-echoing 
through the troubled air. Last came a single deafening 
explosion and all was still. 

As the kadi came gradually to himself, he saw a little 
mattress by his side, on which a new-born baby, swad- 
dled in linens, lay squalling and grimacing. His wife bent 
over him, saying: “Praise be to Allah and to His Prophet 
for this happy deliverance!” Then she went on murmur- 
ing the sacred names over her husband and the child, 
until the kadi did not know whether he dreamed or 
whether his recent sufferings had turned his head. But 
when he came to consider the matter calmly, the sight 
of the child, the cessation of his pains, and the memory 
of the tempest which had escaped from his belly, forced 
him to believe in this miraculous birth. Also maternal 
love caused him to accept the infant. “Surely Allah may 
bring forth His people according to His will!" he said. 
“Even a man, if he is fated to do so, may bear a child in 
due season! Get me a nurse, dear wife, for I cannot feed 
the child myself.” “I had already thought of that. 1 have 
one waiting in the harim,” she replied. “But a mother’s 
milk is best of all. Are you sure that your breasts have 
not swelled?” The kadi felt anxiously, and answered: 
“No, there is nothing there.” 
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The young wife rejoiced at the success of her strategy 
and, after telling the kadi that he must keep his bed for 
forty days and forty nights, gave him such medicines as 
are usual and petted him till he fell into a doze , Being worn 
out by his colic , the old man slept for a long time and , when 
he woke, found his body as well as his mind was ill at ease. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 
THE EIGHT-HUNDREDTH NIGHT 
HAD COME 

SHE said; 

His FIRST CARE was to enjoin secrecy on his wife, 
saying; “I am lost for ever if folk get to know that the 
kadi has given birth to a veritable child.” Instead of re- 
assuring him, his wife answered: “We are not the only 
folk who know of the fortunate miracle. All our neigh- 
bours have already heard about it from the nurse. And I 
am afraid that it will be as difficult to prevent the news 
from spreading through the city, as it would have been 
to stay the tongue of the nurse in the first place. They are 
all babblers.” 

The kadi spent the forty days upon his bed in deep 
mortification, not daring to move for fear of compli- 
cations and internal bleeding, and brooding all the time 
over his monstrous accident. “Surely my foes will accuse 
me of many ridiculous things,” he said to himself. “They 
will say that I have let myself be buggered in some 
extraordinary fashion, and that it is all very well for me 
to be severe in my judgments when I have given myself 
up to such strange immoralities that I can bear a child. 
As Allah lives, I am sure that they will accuse me of 
having been buggered, me, their virtuous kadi, and Ihave 
almost forgotten what it feels likel” 



The Tale oj the father oj Farts 

Thus he reflected, little knowing that his avarice was 
the cause of all his woes; and the more he thought, the 
blacker and more pitiable his case appeared to him. 
When his wife told him at last that he might rise without 
fear of complications, he bathed in the house, because 
he did not dare to go to the hammam. Finally he resolved 
to quit the city of Tarabulus, rather than run the risk of 
being recognised in the streets. He informed his wife of 
his intention and she, while pretending deep grief that he 
would be obliged to abandon his great office, only made 
him the more fixed on flight, by saying: “Evil tongues are 
certainly wagging about you now; but your adventure 
will soon be forgotten. Then you can return and devote 
yourself to rearing your child. ... I think that we had 
better call him Miracle.” “Call him what you like,” 
answered the kadi. That night he departed from the city 
by stealth, leaving his wife in charge of the house and 
child, and journeyed in the direction of Damascus. 

He came to Damascus weary, but happy in the thought 
that no one knew his name or story. Yet, in the next few 
hours, he heard the tale of his exploit repeated countless 
times in all the public places of that city. Also, as he had 
feared, each new gossip added some fresh detail to tickle 
the laughter’ of his hearers, attributing extraordinary 
organs to the kadi and bestowing on him every variety of 
that name which he dared not formulate even to himself. 
But happily no one knew his face and he was able to go 
on his way unrecognised. Towards night he even grew 
so hardened that he would pause and listen to his own 
story. In fact, when he heard himself accused not of one 
child but of a whole family, he could not help laughing a 
little, and murmuring: “They may say what they like, as 
long as they do not recognise me.” 

Though he lived in Damascus even more miserly than 
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before, his provision of money at length ran out and he 
was obliged to sell his clothes for bread. Finally, rather 
than send a message to his wife in which he would have 
to tell her where his treasure lay, he hired himself out 
to a mason as a mortar-carrier. 

Years went by, and the old kadi, round whom the 
curses of the people of Tarabulus swarmed at night, be- 
came as thin as a cat locked in a bam. At last, feeling 
certain that the years would have effaced the memory of 
his misfortune, he left Damascus and came, a mere 
wraith of skin and bone, to his native city. As he went 
through the gate, he saw a group of children playing 
together and heard one of them say to another: “How 
do you expect to win when you were bom in the kadi’s 
year, the year of the Father of Farts?” “I thank Allah,” 
murmured the delighted kadi, “that He has caused my 
tale to be forgottenl Behold, some other kadi has become 
a proverb in the mouths of the childrenl” He went up to 
the boy who had spoken, saying: “What kadi is this whom 
you call the Father of Farts?” “He was given that name,” 
answered the child, “because once, when he had broken 
wind enormously, his wife made him think. . . .” But 
nothing is to be gained by repeating the sorry story here. 

Realising for the first time that he had been fooled by 
his wife, the kadi left the children and ran in all haste to 
his own house; but the doors were open to the wind, the 
fioor was broken, and the walls had crumbled away. In 
the remains of the treasure cabinet there was no gold 
piece or silver piece, nor hint nor smell that such had 
been. His neighbours, hearing him lament, told him, as 
well as they could for laughter, how his wife had given 
him up for dead and departed with all his goods into a far 
coimtry. Without answering a word, he turned and left 
that city. Nor was anything ever heard of him again. 



The Talc oj the KadT-MuIe 

Such, O King of time, said the hashish-eater, is the 
tale of the Father of Farts, as I heard it. But Allah knows alll 
In his huge delight at this tale, the Sultan gave the 
fisherman a robe of honour, saying: “In Allah’s name, 
tell me something more, 0 sugar-mouth!” “1 hear and 1 
obey!” answered the hashish-eater, and he told: 


THE TALE OF THE KADl-MULE 

It is related, 0 auspicious King, that there was a 
man in one of the cities of Egypt whose profession of tax 
collector caused him often to be away from home. As 
he was not dowered with strength, in a woman’s inter- 
pretation of that word, his wife did not fail to profit by 
his continued absences. Her lover was as handsome as 
the moon and always ready to satisfy her. She loved him 
so, that she not only returned his services in kind, but 
gave him a plentiful allowance of money in exchange for 
unlimited coupling. For years they lay together de- 
lightfully on every possible occasion, glutting each other 
with love. Glory be to Allah, Who has given power to 
some and impotence to others! 

One day the girl’s husband harnessed his mule, before 
setting out to collect taxes. He filled one of the sides of 
his saddlebag with papers and garments, and bade his 
wife stock the other with food. Eager to be rid of him, 
the woman set about her task and soon discovered that 
she had no bread. Though the negress had begun to grind 
com for a new supply, the tax collector could not wait 
and set off to the market to buy some loaves, leaving his 
mule before the manger in the stable. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-FIRST NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

As HIS WIFE waited his return in the courtyard, her 
lover, who thought that the husband had already de- 
parted, entered in great haste, crying: “You must let me 
have three hundred dirhams!” “I have not got them to-day, 
and I do not know where to get them,” she answered. 
“But there is the mule, my sister,” the young man urged. 
“Give me the mule and I can sell him for three hundred 
dirhams. 1 must have the money.” “You are mad!” cried 
the girl. “If my husband comes back and does not find his 
mule, he will beat me.” But the youth looked so woe- 
begone and talked so eloquently that she ceded to his 
prayers at last and let him lead away the mule. She took 
care, however, to retain the harness. 

Soon the husband returned with the bread under 
his arm, and went into the stable to place it in the bag. 
When he saw the animal’s headpiece hanging on a nail 
and the saddle lying with the bag on the straw, he cried 
to his wife to know what had become of the mule. “He 
went out just now,” she answered calmly. “He turned on 
the threshold and told me that he was going to administer 
justice at the diwan .’’“Do you dare to mock at me?” shouted 
the collector, lifting his fist in a rage. “Do you not know 
that I could crush you with one blow of this?” “The 
name of Allah be upon and about us two!” cried the 
wife without losing countenance. “Why should I mock 
you? How could 1 try to deceive you? If I wanted, how 
could I succeed when you are so clever? Your wit 
would tear my clumsy invention into tatters. . . . But 
I have a thing to tell you which 1 have not dared to say 
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leforc, fearing lest I should draw some misfortune upon 
)ur heads; the mule is bewitched and sometimes changes 
nto a kadi!” “Allah, Allah,” began the collector, but the 
drl cut him short and went on: “The first time"*! saw a 
itrange man leaving our stable, I was terribly frightened 
md veiled my face with the corner of my robe. I was 
about to flee, when he came up to me, and said in a grave 
and good-natured voice; ‘Refresh your eyes, calm your 
dear soul, my girl; I am no stranger, I am your husband's 
mule. But by nature I am a human being, a kadi; I was 
turned into a mule by certain foes well versed in sorcery. 
Being ignorant of these arts, I could not help myself; but 
I will say this much for my persecutors: they are Believers 
and allow me from time to time to resume my human 
form and go to the diwan on the appointed day. It is my 
fate to live sometimes as a mule and sometimes as a kadi, 
until Allah in His bounty shall break the spell and free 
me from my foes. Kind mistress, I beg you, in the name of 
your father and mother, not to say a word of all this to 
your husband, the tax collector, for he is an upright 
and religious man and, if he knew that he had a beast in 
his house under sentence of magic, he might get rid of 
me. He might sell me to some farmer, who would ill- 
treat me from dawn till dusk and feed me upon rotten 
beans. I could not endure that, now that I am accustomed 
to the rich feeding of your stable. And there is another 
thing, sweet, kind mistress. I beseech you to request the 
noble tax collector not to prick me so strongly in the 
bum when he is in a hurry, lor I have an excessive sensi- 
bility in that part.’ 

“After he had proffered these two requests, our mule, 
that is to say the kadi, departed for the diwan. I am sure 
you would find him there now, if you were to look for 
him. 
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that money. And Allah be good to you!” So saying, he 
gave the collector three hundred dirhams from his belt 
and retreated to the hall, where he took care to assume 
an air of grave reflection, that people might think he had 
received some communication of importance. “As Allah 
lives,” he said to himself, “it was worth three hundred 
dirhams to avoid a scandal in front of all these pleaders, 
and, if I put on the screw a little, I can recoup myself at 
their expense before the morning is over.” Then he sat 
down and resumed the business of the court. So much 
for him. 

The tax collector went to the beast market and began 
leisurely to examine all the mules, one after the other; 
at length he was attracted by one which seemed to fulfil 
his requirement, and went up to it, in order to make a 
final decision. But, when he came nearer, he recognised 
his own mule and the mule recognised him. It threw back 
its ears and brayed for joy; but the man was offended at its 
audacity and recoiled, crying: “As Allah lives, I shall not 
buy you. I need a mule who is always a mule. A mixture 
of mule and kadi is too uncertain,” He departed in high 
dudgeon, and bought another and a better mule with the 
three hundred dirhams. Then he returned to his wife 
and told her all that had happened. 

In this way all the world was satisfied, thanks to the 
wit of one woman: the lover got his money, the husband 
obtained a better mule, and the kadi, in a joyful reaction 
from his danger, took double his usual fees from those 
who came before him. 

That is all I know about the Kadi-Mule, O King. Bui 
Allah knows all! 

“O sugar-mouth, delightful friend, I herewith appoin 
you my grand-chamberlainl” cried the delighted Sultan 
He clothed the hashish-eater in the insignki of that higi 
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office and then ^at down again, saying: “Surely, good 
grand-chamberlain, you know some more stories?” “I 
do,” answered the erstwhile fisherman and, wagging his 
head from side to side, began: 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-SECOND NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

THE KADI and the ASS’S FOAL 

It is related, O auspicious King, that there were 
once a poor husband and wife, who gained their food by 
hawking roasted maize, and had one daughter as fair as 
any moon. Allah willed that the kadi of that city should 
demand the girl’s hand in marriage and, though pro- 
digiously ugly, with a beard like hedgehog’s spines, and a 
squint in one eye, g^iin immediate consent from the 
father. For the old man was both rich and respected, and 
the girl’s parents only looked to the marriage to bring 
them an amelioration of their lot, forgetting that, 
though riches may contribute to happiness, they are 
not its well-spring: a lesson which the kadi at least was 

doomed to learn by bitter experience. 

To make himself agreeable and to balance the dis- 
advantages of his extreme age and ugliness, the kadi 
gave daily presents of novelty to his young wife and 
satisfied all her caprices, without considering that 
neither indulgence nor presents make up for a young 
and sturdy love. As time went on, he complained bitterly 
to himself that he could not rouse in his wife an instinct 

which she had not yet leamt. 
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Now this kadi had in his employ a young scribe whom 
he so cherished that he would, in spite of himself, some- 
times speak of him to his wife. He also spoke of his wife 
^to the young man and complained of her coldness, which 
shows that Allah blinds those creatures whom He wishes 
to destroy. His senile idiocy grew so great that he even 
pointed out the youth to his wife, when he passed before 
the window. The girl straightway felt the power of love 
rise in her heart, and very soon passion had found out a . 
way to lull suspicion. As she adored him with her whole 
sovil, the young wife naturally gave the scribe her body, 
and he paid her back in a hard coin of which the kadi was 
incapable. The two young people loved each other 
better as the days went by, and the kadi rejoiced to see 
his wife grow happier and more beautiful. 

In order that their meetings might be safe, the girl 
used to hang a white handkerchief in a window which 
looked over the garden, as a sign that the kadi was absent. 
But if the youth saw a red handkerchief, he knew that the 
husband was at home and the door closed to him. 

One day, the girl heard blows and cries at the door 
just as she had hung up the white handkerchief, and soon 
saw her husband, who had been taken ill at the diwan, 
carried into her presence on the arms of the eunuchs. 
He looked so pitiful that his wife sprinkled him with 
rose-water and cared tenderly for him, in spite of her 
disappointment. She undressed and put him to bed, 
where he speedily fell asleep; then, in order to make the 
best of that useless morning, she made a packet of per- 
fumed linen and departed for the hammam, forgetting 
to replace the white handkerchief by the red danger 
signal. 

Seeing the white handkerchief fluttering in the case- 
ment, the lover leapt lightly from the neighbouring terrace 
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and climbed through the window into the chamber, 
where he was used to find his mistress waiting naked 
beneath the bedclothes. As the place had been left in 
obscurity to favour the kadi's sleeping, and as the girl 
would often receive him in silence, he walked laughing 
up to the bed and, lifting the clothes, made a dart with 
his hand as if to tickle his love between the legs. But in- 
stead of that which he sought, his hand encountered — 
may the Devil avoid us all — something soft and flabby, 
swimming in awiry thicket. With an exclamation of hor- 
ror he snatched back his fingers, but not before the kadi 
had seized the marauding wrist and furiously fallen upon 
its owner. Rage gave the old man strength, while shock 
weakened the younger; so the kadi was able to pick up his 
adversary, after tripping him, and hurl him into a large 
chest, where the mattress was kept during the day. He 
banged down the lid and turned the key in the lock with- 
out taking the precaution to see whether or not he 
recognised the intruder. Then, as the excitement and 
exercise had quite cured his indisposition, he inquired 
of the eunuch whither his wife had gone, and hastened 
to station himself outside the door of the hammam. For 
he said to himself: “Before I kill him, I must know 
whether he is in league with my wife. I will open the box 
in the presence of witnesses, and thus confound her, if 
she be guilty. If she knows nothing of the man, I will kill 
him with my sword; but if they are lovers, I will strangle 
them both with my ovm fingers. In either case I must 

have witnesses; for I am the kadi.” 

As each bather entered the hammam, he stopped her, 
saying: “In Allah's name, tell my wife so-and-so to come 
out at once, as I wish to speak with her.” But he made this 
request so shortly, with such flashing eyes, such violent 
gestures, that all the women took him for a madman and 
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ran up the steps with frightened cries. The first called 
put the news at the top of her voice, when she entered 
the hall of the hammam, and the kadi’s wife suddenly 

remembered that she had forgotten to change the hand- 
kerchiefs. “Surely I am lost!” she moaned to herself. 
“Allah alone knows what has happened to my lover!” 
As she hastened the rest of her bath, she heard the doipgs 
of the madman outside discussed by all her neighbours ; 
but, since none of them knew her by sight, she was able 

to behave as if the matter did not concern her and depart 
without attracting attention. In the entrance hall she 
saw a poor old woman seated on the floor and endeavour- 
ing to sell chick-peas to the bathers ; so she went up to 
her, saying; "Here is a golden dinar for you, good aunt, 
if you will lend, me your blue veil and that empty 
basket.” Delighting in her luck, the old woman gave her 
the coarse veil and the basket; and the girl disguised 
herself with these things before venturing forth. 

She saw her husband pacing frenziedly up and down 
in front of the door, with foam on his lips and eyes 
protruding from his head. When she went up to him 
and asked him in disguised accents to buy some chick- 
peas, he was cursing hammams at the top of his voice, 
the people who used hammams, the people who kept 
hammams, and the people who built hammams ; but when 
he heard her request, he broke off to call down all the 
plagues of the world on chick-peas, those who sold 
chick-peas, those who planted chick-peas, and those 
who ate chick-peas. The girl rait off with a laugh and, 
reaching her home, climbed swiftly to the bed chamber, 
where she was startled to hear a sound of groaning. She 
threw back the windows in haste and tlien, seeing no one, 

was at first inclined to call for help; but a louder groan 

than tlie others led her to the mattress-chest and, turning 
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the key in the lock, she plucked open the lid In the name 

of Allah. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-THIRD NIGHT 

■ HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Though her lover was nearly dead for lack of air, 
she could not help laughing for a moment at the sight of 
him doubled up in the chest; but soon her love conquered 
and she sprinkled his face with rose-water. When he had 
quite recovered, she briefly told him what had happened 
and the two sat down together to concoct apian. 

An ass in the stable had dropped a foal the day before. 
The girl ran forth and, taking the pleasant little animal 
in her arms, brought it to the bedroom, shut it in the 
chest, and turned the key in the lock. Then she dismissed 
her lover, bidding him not come again until she flew the 
white signal, and returned in the direction of the ham- 
mam. She slipped past her husband, but, as she was 
entering the vestibule, he cried after her: “0 chick-pea 
seller, tell my wife that if she does not come out at once I 
will pull the hammam down about her headl” The girl 
laughed and, gliding through the door, returned her 
shawl and basket to the old woman; then, taking up her 
own packet of linen, she left the building again, carelessly 
swinging her hips. 

As soon as the kadi saw her, he bore down on her, 
crying: “Where have you been, vile strumpet? 1 have 
waited here for two hours; follow me instantly , perverse , 
unfaithM whore!” The girl checked in her walk, ex- 

claiming; “In Allah’s name, what U the matter? Have jou 
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gone mad; that you make a scandal in the street?" 
•Enough!” shouted the kadi. “You can say what you will 
at home. Now, follow!* He strode ahead, throwing his 
arms about and spitting bile, leaving her to follow as best 
she might. 

When they reached the house, the kadi shut his wife 
ill another chamber and went forth to collect the sheikh 
of the quarter and four witnesses. To these he added a 
band of neighbours and, after leading them to the bed- 
chamber, freed his wife and led her into their presence. 

She ran immediately to a far comer, and sat there in 
her veils, moaning: “Woe, woe, for my poor husband! 
His illness has made him mad. The poor soul has lost his 
wits, he has cursed me, he has brought strange men into 
the harlm! Woe, woe, strangers in the harim! Alas, alas! 
He is mad, quite mad!” 

And indeed the kadi seemed to the witnesses to be 
in a high fever of delirium; his face was bright yellow, 
his beard trembled, and his eyes flashed fire, ^me of 
them tried to calm him; but he cried: “Look, look! Do 
not listen! This is her last day! This is the day of judg- 
ment!” With that he turned the key in the chest and 
threw back the lid. At once the little ass put forth his 
head, wagging his ears and regarding the company with 
round black tender eyes; then, for delight at looking 
upon the day once more, he threw up his tail and called 
his mother with a mighty bray. 

The kadi was taken with convulsions and spasms; he 
threw himself upon his wife and tried to strangle her, 
while she fled round the chamber from him, calling for 

help. 

Seeing foam upon the kadi’s lips, the witnesses flung 
themselves between the two and, taking hold of the old 
man’s arms, forced him to the carpet, where he babbled 



unintelligible words mingled with threats of strangula- 
tion* The sheikh of the quarter, though grieving to see 
the kadi in such a state, felt obliged to say to those who 
held him down: “He must be restrained, alas, until he 
returns to his senses.” “Allah cure him!” cried some. “He 
was a most respectable old man.” “How could one be 
jealous of a little ass not two days old?” said others. 
Others again asked: “How did it get into the chest?” and 
“He thought it was a man and locked it in himself,” 
answered the woman. With words of deep compassion 
all retired, except those who held the kadi down, and 
these did not need to stay long: for the old man’s 
struggles cind shoutings were so violent, when he caught 
sight of the mocking grimaces which his wife sent to his 
address behind the backs of the watchers, that he rup- 
tured the veins of his neck and, spitting a wave of blood, 
fell back dead. May Allah have him in compassion, for he 
was an upright judge and left a sufficiency of riches to 
enable his young wife to marry the man she loved! 

When he had made an end of this tale and saw that the 
King still listened greedily, the hashish-eater said: I 
will now tell you another story,” and straightway began: 


THE TALE OF THE ASTUTE KADi 

It is related that there was once a kadi in Cairo who 
committed so many prevarications and gave so many 
interested judgments that he was deprived of his high 
office and had to live by his wits. One day, when his head 

was as empty as his pocket, and his pocket as empty as is 

belly, he called his one remaining slave to him, a rasca 
as tricky and hungry as himself, and said to him: am i 
and cannot leave the house to-day; you must either fand 
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us something to eat by going about the streets, or else 
send some people to me for legal advice.” The slave de- 
parted with the intention of molesting some passer-by 
and then dragging him before his master to be fined. So, 
as soon as he saw a peaceful citizen coming towards him 
holding a bundle on his shoulder with both hands, he 
tripped him up and sent him flat on his back into the mud. 
The victim rose furiously, with stained garments and 
torn slippers, and was about to chastise his aggressor 
when he recognised the kadi’s slave and, turning tail, 
fled away from so dangerous an encounter. 

“They all know me, just as they all know my master,” 
grumbled the slave. “I must think of some other way.” 
As he turned a corner, he saw a man carrying on his head 
a dish which contained a superb stuffed goose, garnished 
about with tomatoes, artichokes and young marrows in a 
tempting pattern. The slave followed this man, and saw 
him enter the public kitchen and deliver the bird to the 
master of the oven, saying that he would call for it in an 
hour. 

“Here is my chance,” thought the kadi’s slave. After a 
few minutes he entered the kitchen, saying: “Greeting, 

0 Mustafa!” The master of the oven recognised him, and 
replied: “Greeting, 0 Mubarak! It is a long time since 
my coals have burnt for your master. Have you brought 
something for me to cook for him to-day?” “Nothing 
except the goose,” answered Mubarak, “1 have come for 
that,” “But it does not belong to you, my brother,” ob- 
jected the cook. “Say not so, 0 sheikh,” retorted the 
slave. “I watched that goose come out of the egg, I fed it, 

1 killed it, and 1 stuffed it,” “If that is so, I am ready to give 
it to you,” answered the cook. “But what shall I say to the 
man who brought it?” “He was acting under my instruc- 
tions,” replied Mubarak airily. “I do not think that he will 
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retuni; but, if he does, he is fond of a good joke and you 
had better tell him that the goose gave a sharp cry and 
flew away as soon as you put the dish in the oven. Now 
give me the bird, please, fcr I am sure that it is done,” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

The cook laughed heartily and gave the dish in all 
confidence to Mubarak, who hastened with it to the 
kadi’s house and helped his master to pick it clean. 

Soon the owner of the goose came into the kitchen, 
saying: “My bird must be done, good master.” “Not so,” 
answered the cook, “for, as soon as I put her in the oven, 
she gave a piercing cry and flew away.” The man, who 
had no humour in all his body, cried angrily: “O nothing, 
do you dare to laugh in my beard?” Words led to curses, 
curses led to blows, and soon the two men were violently 
fighting in the midst of a crowd which had speedily 
invaded the kitchen. “They are fighting over the resur- 
rection of a stuffed goose!” said some of the neighbours, 
and most of them took sides with the cook, whose 

honesty had always been unquestioned. 

Among the spectators was a pregnant woman, whose 
curiosity had thrust her into the front rank. As the 
cook aimed a terrific blow, his adversary stepped aside 
and the unfortunate woman received the fist in her belly. 
She fell to the earth, with a scream like that of an out- 
raged hen, and suffered an abortion on that spot. 

Her husband, who dwelt in a neighbouring fruit shop, 
was told of the accident and ran up with an enormom 
bkageon, crying; “I am going to bugger this cook, and 
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his father, and his grandfatherl I am going to sweep off 
all the tribe of cooks from the face of the earth!” The 
master of the oven, being already weary, would not wait 
to face him, but fled precipitately. Fearing pursuit, he 
climbed on to a neighbour’s terrace, by way of an old 
wall, and let himself drop over the balustrade. His fate 
willed that he should fall, with all his considerable 
weight, on a Moor who lay sleeping upon the terrace. 
All the poor man’s ribs were broken and he died without 
waking. Other Moors, who were his kinsmen, ran up 
and secured the cook, beating him with sticks prepara- 
tory to leading him before a judge. The owner of the 
goose and the husband of the pregnant woman joined 
themselves to the Moors, and they were all starting off, 
when the kadi’s slave, who had come back to spy the end 
of that affair, ran before them, crying: “Follow me, good 
folk! I will show the way!” Not knowing who he was, the 
injured parties followed him and were conducted into 
the presence of his master. 

Putting on his gravest air, the kadi first took double 
deposit from all the pleaders and then pointed his finger 
at the accused, saying: “What have you to say in the 
matter of the goose, O cook?” Thinking that he had better 
adhere to the story told by the kadi’s slave, the cook 
replied: “As Allah lives, O our master the kadi, the bird 
gave a shrill cry and, stuffed as she was, rose from among 
the garnishing and flew away.” Hearing this, the ovmer 
cried: “Son of a dog, do you dare to tell such a tale in 
front of our lord the kadi?” But at this the kadi waxed 
indignant, saying to the owner: “And do you dare, O 
impious unbeliever, to doubt that He, Who shall raise all 
creatures on the Last Day, collecting their scattered 
bones from the wide face of the earth, cannot give life 
to a goose who has all her bones complete and only lacks 
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feathers?” Hearing this, the assembled crowd cried: 
“Glory be to Allah, Who raises the dead!” and hooted the 
unfortunate owner of the bird until he departed, 
lamenting his lack of faith. 

Then the kadi turned to the husband of the woman 
who had miscarried, saying: “What have you to say 
against this man?” He heard out the complaint, and then 
gave judgment: “The matter is clear; the cook certainly 
caused the abortion. The law of retaliation is strictly 
applicable here. You, O injured husband, have won your 
case and I empower you to take your wife and leave her 
with the guilty party until he makes her with child again. 
Also, she may live in his house and at his charges for the 
first six months of pregnancy, as the accident happened 
in the sixth month." Hearing this judgment, the husband 
cried: “0 our lord the kadi, I withdraw my complaint. 
May Allah pardon my adversary!” 

As the husband was leaving the presence, the kadi 
asked the relations of the dead Moor what charge they 
brought against the cook. They answered in a spate of 
words and whirlwind of gestures, showing the dead body 
and clamouring for the price of blood. “The evidence is 
conclusive,” replied the kadi. “Tlie price of blood is due 
to you. Will, you be paid in money or in kind, that is to 
say, blood for blood?” “In kind, 0 kadi!” shouted the 
savage Moors. “Be it so!” proclaimed the kadi. Take 
this cook, wrap him in the coverlet of your dead kins- 
man and place him underneath the minaret of the mos- 
que of Sultan Hasan. Then the victim’s brother may 
climb up the minaret and fall from the summit on top of 
the cook, to crush him as the victim was crushed. . . . 
Which of you is the victim’s brother?” A certain Moor 
stood forth, crying: “0 our lord the kadi, I withdraw 
my complaint against this man. May Allah par on 
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him!” Then he departed, followed by all the folk of his 


house. 

The crowd went out marvelling 'at the equity, 
subtlety, and profound legal knowledge of the kadi. 
When the noise of the affair reached the ears of the 
Sultan, he took the kadi back into favour and restored 
him to his high functions, dismissing the honest man 
who had replaced him. This latter owed his dovmfall, as 
far as we may see, to the fact that he had never stolen a 
goose. 

Seeing that the King still hung eagerly upon his words, 
the hashish-eater felt flattered, and also told the tale of: 


THE MAN WHO UNDERSTOOD WOMEN 

It is related, 0 auspicious King, that there were 
once two young men in Cairo who were close friends; 
though one, Alimad, was married, and the other, 
Mahmud, was a bachelor. Ahmad, who was the elder 
by two years, made capital out of this difference to 
constitute himself his friend’s tutor in all things, and 
especially on the subject of women. He would read 
him a thousand lessons out of his experience, and ever 
conclude in this wise: “You will be able to say that you 
have known one man in your life who understood the 
malicious sex. You may indeed count yourself lucky to 
have a friend who can coach you in the arts of its deceit.” 
Mahmud marvelled more and more at his friend’s wis- - 
dom, and was quite certain that the subtlest woman on 
earth could never deceive him while he was so guarded, 
“You are a great man, Ahmad,” he would often say, and 
Ahmad would preen himself and tap his friend on the 
shoulder, ashe replied: “I will teach you to be evenas I am.” 
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One day when Ahmad said: “I will teach you to be 
even as I am; fot I speak from experience and not by 
theory,” young Mahmud ventured to reply: “Dear friend, 
if you will be so kind, I would like to learn to enter into 
relations with a woman, before becoming perfect in the 
act of guarding against her.” 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 

BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

“It is the easiest thing in the world,” answered 
Ahmad in his schoolmaster’s voice. “Go out to-morrow 
to the Feast of the Prophet, under the tents, and make 
close observation of all the women. When you have 
chosen one accompanied by a little child, and have 
judged, by looking through her veil, that she is worth 
your trouble, you must buy dates and sugared peas for 
the child, play with him, caress him, embrace him; but 
on no account lift your eyes towards the mother. Only 
when the little boy has become your fast friend, you 
may ask the woman, without looking at her, the favour 
of carrying the. child home. As you go along, you must 
keep the flies off his face and tell him a thousand silly 
pretty things. In the end, the mother will speak to you of 
her own accord, and the affair will be settled.” With this 
piece of wise advice he left Mahmud to marvel by himself 
and to spend the rest of the day in saying over his lesson. 

Early next morning Mahmud made his way to the 
Feast and carried out his tutor’s prescription to Ae 
letter. The result passed his wildest dreams; but Destiny 
had willed that the woman whose child he carried home 
should be the wife of his friend Ahmad. As he had never 
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seen the girl, veiled or unveiled, he had not the least idea 
that he was betraying his friend; and the young wife, 
though she recognised Mahmud, was delighted at this 
proof of her husband’s deep knowledge of the sex. 

The two took great joy from their first meeting, and 
the youth, who was a virgin, tasted the full gamut of 
those joys which may be found between the arms and 
legs of an experienced Egyptian. They were so pleased 
with this first attempt that they repeated it several 
times in the following weeks. The woman rejoiced to 
play such a trick upon her presumptuous husband, and 
the husband only wondered why he no longer saw his 
friend Mahmud at those hours when they had been used 
to meet. “I expect he has profited by my advice,” he said 
to himself. 

One Friday Ahmad went to the mosque and saw his 
friend near the fountain of ablution. The two men 
greeted each other, and the elder asked if all had gone 
well in the matter of the woman. Mahmud, who was 
delighted to have a confidant, replied ecstatically: “She 
is the most beautiful thing in the world! Butter and milk! 
Plump and white! Musk and jasmine! And what a brain! 
And what a cook! But I fear, dear friend, that her hus- 
band is a bom fool or a complacent cuckold,” “Most 
husbands are one or the other,” replied Ahmad with a 
laugh, “Well, I am glad to have been of use. Go on with 
the good work, my friend.” They entered the mosque 
together and there lost sight of each other. 

When Ahmad came out from the prayer, he was 
at a loss for occupation, as all the shops were shut; sc 
he went to visit a neighbour who lived next door to hi: 
own house. As he was talking with the man near ; 
window which overlooked the street, he saw his frienc 
Mahmud enter the house next door without evei 
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knocking, a sure proof that he was expected. At first 
Ahmad was inclined to rush home and, catching his 
friend with his wife, severely chastise the two of them; 
but then he reflected that his wife would be quite clever 
enough to hide her lover or let him slip from the house, 
when she heard the knocking on the door. Therefore he 
determined to enter by a secret way, known only to 
himself. 

The two houses shared a communicating well, one 
half in each courtyard, “By Allah , I have just remembered 
that I dropped my purse in the well this momingl” re- 
marked Ahmad casually to his host. “I pray you allow nie 
to go down from your side; then, when 1 have found it, 

I will climb out into my own courtyard.” “Do so, by all 
means,” replied the neighbour. “I will bring a light.” But 
Ahmad refused a light and, after saying goodbye, went 
down into the well. 

Things went comfortably enough on the way down, 
but, when Ahmad began to climb up the other side and 
had reached half way, trouble fell upon him in a very 
singular fashion. The servant came to draw water and, 
seeing a dark figure in the half light of the well, let the 
bucket drop from her hand and fled, crying at the top of 
her voice: “Help, help! Tliere is an Ifrit coming out of 
the well!” But the bucket, going upon the way of its Des- 
tiny, hit Ahmad on the head and half stunned hina. 

Alarmed by the cries of the negress, Ahmad’s wdfe 
dismissed her lover and, going down into the court- 
yard, leaned over the margin of the well. “Who is there? 
she cried, and then, as a well-known voice boomed up 
to her in a thousand curses on wells in general, people 
who owned wells, folk who went down into wells, and 
women who let buckets fall from the tops of wells, she 
cried again: “O husband, what are you doing in the well ? 
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“Be quiet, vile wretch!” he answered. “I have only been 
looking for a purse. Instead of asking foolish questions, 
help me out of this accursed place!” His wife laughed to 
herself as she saw through this excuse, and called certain 
of the neighbours, who hoisted Ahmad, in a state of col- 
lapse, up the well and over the side into safety. He 
allowed himself to be carried to bed, without making 
any accusation, but, as he lay recovering, he brooded 
bitterly over his humiliation and over an insult offered . 
to one who understood women. 

He resolved to take greater precaution in future and, 
as soon as he could rise, selected a suitable ambush at the 
comer of the street. He had not waited for many days 
before he saw his friend Mahmud slip through the half- 
open door, which was immediately shut behind him. 
Without a moment’s delay he left his hiding-place and 
began to rain blows upon the panel. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-SIXTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

When she heard this violent knocking, Ahmad's 
wife bade her lover follow and, leading him forward, hid 
him behind the very door which was being assaulted. 
Then she opened to her husband, saying: “In AlleOi’s 
name, my dear, why so much noise?” Ahmad seized her 
.by the wrist and dragged her into the house. He ran up 
shouting to the bedchamber, while Mahmud walked 
calmly forth from behind the door and escaped down 
the street. Finding himself foiled again, Ahmad in the 
first throes of his rage resolved to divorce his wife 
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immediately ; but, on reflection, he decided to wait for 
an occasion of surer proof. 

Such an occasion was not long delayed. A few days 
later Ahmad’s father-in-law gave a feast to celebrate the 
circumcision of a son who had been bom to him in his old 
age. Ahmad and his wife were invited, and Ahmad took 
care to ask Mahmud to accompany them. Soon all the 
men were seated before bountiful dishes in the lighted 
courtyard, which had been carpeted with rugs and made 
gay with flags for the occasion. The women were massed 
at the windows of the harim, so that they might see and 
hear without offending modesty. During the course of 
the meal, Ahmad brought the conversation round to 
those salacious anecdotes which were his father-in-law’s 
chief delight. When several of the guests had contributed 
examples of that most amusing kind of entertainment, 
Ahmad pointed to his friend, saying: “Our brother 
Mahmud told me a true tale the other day. It concerns 
himself and is much too good to be lost.” “Let us have it 
at once, dear Mahmud!” cried their host, and Ahmad 
prompted his friend, saying: “You know the one I mean! 
Butter and milk! Musk and jasmine!” Delighted to be the 
centre of attention, Mahmud began to tell the story of 
his first meeting with his mistress and the ruse by which 
he had brought it about. He gave so many exact details of 
the girl and her house, that the giver of the feast soon 
recognised the heroine as his own daughter. Ahmad WM 
congratulating himself that he would soon have ample 
proof before witnesses of his wife’s misconduct, and his 
father-in-law was just about to rise in order to create a 
diversion, when a sudden painful cry rang out, as if a little 
child had been violently pinched. This cry made 
Mahmud aware of the danger which he ran and he had the 
presence of mind to change the thread of his narrative at 



764 Thousand Nights and One Night 

the last moment. “But when I had carried the child into 
the courtyard of that house,” he concluded, “and would 
have climbed up into the harim, the honest woman 
suddenly understood my intention and, snatching the 
infant from my arms, gave me so violent a blow in the 
face that I carry the marks of it to this day. Then she 
threatened to call the neighbours, and I departed, 
cursing her beneath my breath.” 

The host and all the guests laughed consumedly at this . 
unexpected termination; only Ahmad seemed a little 
disappointed. When they rose to go, he asked his friend 
why he had changed the current of his anecdote, and 
Mahmud answered: “That child’s cry from the harim 
suddenly put it into my mind that both he and his mother 
might quite possibly be there. And I considered that, if 
they were there, the husband was sure to be one of our 
fellow guests. That is why I made haste to clear the 
woman’s character; but, as you will have noticed, I did 
not spoil the story.” Ahmad turned a sickly yellow colour 
and left his friend without a word. Next day he divorced 
his wife and started on pilgrimage to Mecca. 

Thus Mahmud, who did not understand women, was 
able to marry the girl of his choice and live happily with 
her tmtil the day of his death. But Allah knows all! 

When he had made an end of this tale, the chamber- 
lain fell silent. And the delighted Sultan cried: “O 
fisherman, O chamberlain, O tongue of honey, hence- 
forth you shall be my grand-wazirl” At that moment two 
men entered, seeking satisfaction from the Sultan, and 
the hashish-eater was called upon to settle their differ- 
ence, Hastily donning the robes of his new office, he cried 

This is the tale of: 


to the two pleaders: “Come near, and state the quarre 
which has brought you to the justice of our lord the Sultan 1 
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7^S 


THE HASHlSH-EATER IN JUDGMENT 

When, O auspicious King, the new grand-wazlr 
had bidden the two pleaders to state their case (con- 
tinued the farmer who had brought the cucumbers), 
the first said: “My lord, I took a cow of mine this 
morning to pasture in my field of fresh lucerne. Her little 
calf followed at her heels or played about the road. 
Before I reached my destination I met this man, riding 
on a mare which was accompanied by her colt, a little 
pitiful bandy-legged slip of a thing, almost an abortion. 

“As soon as my little calf saw the foal he ran up to make 
acquaintance with her and jumped round her, caressing 
her under the belly with his muzzle. He played with her 
in a thousand ways, sometimes running at her gently and 
sometimes flinging his little feet in the air until the 
pebbles flew. 

“Quite suddenly this gross and brutal fellow dis- 
mounted from the mare and slipped a cord round the 
neck of my charming little calf, saying: ‘I think I will 
have him on a lead. I do not wish him to be perverted 
by playing ’Cvith that miserable little foal, or with her 
mother, your vile cow.’ Then he called pleasantly to my 
calf: 'Come little son of my mare, we do not wish to be 
corrupted.’ In spite of my protestations, he led away my 
calf and left the horrible foal, threatening to break my 
head if I tried to take back that which is my own in the 
sight of Allah and before all men I” 

When he had heard the first in silence, the new grand* 
wazir turned to the second man and asked him what h< 
had to urge in his defence. “My lord,” said the defendant, 
“it is a well-known fact that the calf was the offspring of 
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my mare and that the wretched foal was dropped by this 
man’s cow.” “I suppose it is quite certain that cows can 
drop foals and mares give birth to calves?” interrupted 
the wazir. “You doubtless have something to bring 
forward in proof of your assertion?” “My lord, do you 
not know that nothing is impossible to Allah?” retorted 
the man, “He creates that which seems good to Him and 
sows the seed of abundance where He wills. His creatures 
can only bow to His greater wisdom, giving Him praise 
and glory.” “That is a very correct sentiment,” agreed the 
wazir. “Nothing is impossible to the Almighty, at His 
decree calves can be born of mares and foals from cows. 
Before you take the calf away, however, I will show 
both of you another example of Allah’s power.” 

He ordered a large sack of flour and a small mouse to 
be brought into the presence, and said to the two 
pleaders: “Watch carefully and do not say a word,” Then 
he turned to the defendant, bidding him lift the sack of 
flour and load it on the back of the mouse. “My lord, it 
will squash the creature flat!” objected the man. “O 
wretch of little faith,” cried the wazir, “is not all possible 
to Allah Who brings forth calves from mares?” He 
ordered the guards to seize the defendant and beat him 
soundly for his ignorance and impiety; but to the plaintiff 
he delivered all four animals. 

Such ,0 King of time, was the judgment of the hashish- 
eater; his was that higher wisdom which can show forth 
the truth by reducing the false to an absurdity. The 
Sultan proved himself a prudent man when he made that 
fisherman his grand-wazir and showered honours upon 
him and took him for a friend. But Allah knows all! 

When the fruit farmer had made an end of these short 
tales, the Sultan rose to his feet, crying: “O tongue of 
honey and sugar, 0 prince among delightful men, who is 
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more worthy to be my grand-wazir than a just thinker 
and charming teller of tales?” He robed the farmer in the 
garments of a grand-wazir and kept him ever as a com- 
panion, \mtil they were visited by the Separator of 
friends, by the Destroyer. 

“That,” continued Shahrazad, “is as far as I have read 
in the Diwan of Easy Jests and Laughing Wisdom.” “O 
sister, your words are sweet and delectable!” cried little 
Dunyazad; but Shahrazad answered: “These tales are 
nothing to the story of Princess Nur al-Nihar, which I 
would tell you to-morrow If I were still alive and the 
King permitted.” “I must hear that tale, for I do not 
know it,” said King Shahryar to himself. 

BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-SEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

Little Dunyazad cried: “Dear sister, please begin the 
tale which you promised us, for our sweet King has given 
leave.” “Certainly,” replied Shahrazad, and she told; 


THE TALE OF PRINCESS NUR AL-NIHAR 
and the lovely JINNiYAH 

It is REi ated, O auspicious King, that there was once, 
in the antiquity of time and the passage of the age and 
of the moment, a valorous king, to whom Allah, m His 
goodness, had given three handsome sons: the eldest vyas 
Lied Ali, the second Hasan, and the Aird H^am 
These three princes were brought up in Aeir f 
palace with their orphan cousin, Princess Nur “'■N‘''ar, 
who had no equal among the daughters of men for 
beauty and intelligence. She had a deer s eyes and her 
mouth was a rose,Le narcissus and the anemone were m 
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her cheeks and she wavered like a branch of the ban tree. 
She had grown in joy from babyhood with her three 
cousins, eating and sleeping with them, and the Sultan 
ever had it in mind to marry her to the son of some 
neighbouring king. 

But when Nural-Nihar had put on the veil of puberty, 
the Sultan saw that all his sons loved her with an equal 
passion and would give their hearts to conquer and 
possess her. In his perplexity, he said: “If I give the child 
to one of her cousins, the other two will murmur 
against me, and I could not bear to see them sad and 
wounded. But if I marry her to some strange prince, all 
three will be plunged in a black distress and perhaps 
either kill themselves or depart for some far battle. 
Indeed I have a difficult problem to resolve.” After 
long reflection, he called the three princes to him, 
saying: “My sons, you are all equal in my sight and I cannot 
show a preference to one by giving him the hand of our 
little princess in marriage; also I cannot marry her to all 
three of you. I only see one way of settling the matter so 
that there shall be no hard feeling between you: each of 
you must set out for a different land and bring back the 
strangest rarity he sees upon his travels. I will give the 
princess to the one who, in my opinion, returns with the 
greatest marvel. If you consent to this competition, I 
am ready to give each of you as much gold as he may need 
for the enterprise.” 

The three princes readily agreed to their father’s plan, 
each feeling certain that he would bring back the greatest 
marvel and marry Nur al-Nihar. Seeing them persuaded, 
the Sultan sent for his treasurer and had each of his sons 
provided with as many bags of gold as he decided to take. 
Then, after recommending that they should not stay 
away too long, he gave them his blessing and bade them 
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farewell. They set out on that same day, disguised as 
merchant travellers, mounted upon noble horses, and 
followed by a single slave apiece. 

They rode together until they came to a khan at the 
meeting of three roads. There they took a bountiful 
repast together and settled the conditions of their 
search. It was agreed that each should be absent for one 
year, not a day more or less; that they should meet at this 
same khan at the end of that time, the first comer to wait 
for the rest, in order that they might return to their 
father in company. When their meal was finished, they 
washed their hands and embraced each other. Then they 


mounted their horses and each set forth by a different road . 

After a journey of three months over mountain and 
valley, desert and meadowland, the eldest of the three 
brothers. Prince All, came to the kingdom of Bishan- 
garh on the sea coast of India. He hired the largest and 
cleanest chambers in the chief khan for himself and his 
slave, and then lay down to rest. As soon as the fatigue 
of riding had passed away, he rose and went forth to 
examine the city, which was two parasangs in length and 
breadth, and girt by a triple wall. He made his way to the 
market, which he found to be formed of broad elegant 
streets converging on a central square, which held a 
marble fountain. All these streets were arched in to keep 
them cool; but they were pleasantly lighted by fretted 
openings in the stone. He discovered that each street 
harboured a different trade with all its merchandise. 
Thus, in one he saw nothing but fine Indian lawns, 
painted in bright pure colour with animals, forests, 
gardens of flowers; Persian brocades and silks from 
China. In another were fair porcelains and brilliant 
earthenware, with symmetrical vases, picture is es 
and extravagant shapes of glass. A third street showed 
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every variety of those great Kashmir shawls which are so 
fine in texture that, when folded, they can be held in the 
hollow of one hand; with prayer rugs and every design of 
carpet. One street, further to the left and closed at both 
ends by massive steel doors, was given over to a pro- 
digious profusion of the goldsmith’s work and art of the 
diamond-setter. Prince Ali noticed with surprise that all 
the women in the crowd which thronged the market 
wore jewels about their legs, and on their feet, and 
through their ears, and even in their noses; also, he 
perceived that the whiter the woman, the more splendid 
gems she wore and the greater deference was paid to her, 
though the blacker women had skins which would have 
better shown off the precious stones. 

But most Prince Ali admired the great quantity of 
little boys who sold roses and jasmine, the charming air 
>vith which they offered these flowers, and the way they 
seemed to slip through the crowds of people with the 
ease of quicksilver. He admired the strange liking which 
all these folk had for flowers, a predilection which 
caused them to wear blossoms in their hair, and behind 
their ears, and from their nostrils. Each shop was gar- 
nished with vases full of the prevailing rose and jasmine, 
and the whole market was so balmed with the scent of 
flowers that he seemed to himself to walk in a hanging 
garden. 

When Prince All became weary of wandering among 
these beauties, he accepted the invitation of a merchant, 
who smiled at him from the door of his shop and invited 
him to enter. The man gave him the place of honour and 
served him with refreshments, neither urging him to 
buy nor plaguing him with idle questions. “What a 
delightful country!” thought the prince, “and what de- 
lightful people!” The charm of the merchant so wrought 
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upon him that he was inclined to buy all his stock; but, 
when he reflected that he would not know what to do 
with it, he contented himself with friendly talking. 

While he was questioning his host concerning the 
manners and customs of the Indians, he saw a broker 
passing with a little carpet, not more than six feet square, 
folded across his arm. Outside the shop the broker 
halted and turned his head to right and left, crying; “Folk 
of the market, O buyers! I offer a bargain! This carpet, 
this prayer-carpet, for thirty thousand gold dinars! I 
offer a bargain!” 

“What a strange land!” thought Ali. “A prayer carpet 
for thirty thousand dinars! I wonder if the man is 
joking?” But when he heard the man offer the carpet 
again, quite seriously, at the same price, he signed to 
him to approach and show his goods more nearly. With- 
out a word the broker spread out the carpet; Prince Ali 
examined it carefully, and then said: “By Allah, I cannot 
see how this carpet can be worth such an exorbitant 
sum!” The broker smiled, as he answered: “Yet it is cheap 
at the price. Indeed I am instructed not to sell it for less 
than forty thousand dinars down, though I have started 
the sale at thirty thousand.” “Then,” cried the prince, 
“there must be some virtue in the carpet which is not 


visible to the naked eye. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 

and discreetly fell silent. 

' rtit when 


THE eIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-EIGHTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


'""you 'are R.GHT, my lord,” answered ‘he broken 
"The carpet has this invisible ^rtue: ‘he‘ he who s.ts 
it is transported in the twinkling of an eye to p 
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of his desire. Nothing may stay its course; tempests flee 
before it and storms are dumb ; mountains and walls and 
mighty locks open and give way at its approach.” 

Without another word, the broker began to fold up 
the carpet and move on; but Prince Ali stopped him 
with a joyful cry: “O broker of benediction, if what you 
say is true, I will pay you forty thousand dinars and add 
a further thousand as commission to yourself. But first 
I must have a demonstration of the miracle.” “Where are 
your forty thousand dinars, my master?” asked the broker 
without showing undue delight, “and where are the 
further thousand which your generosity has promised?” 
“They are at the chief khan,” answered Prince Ali, “1 will 
go there with you and pay you, as soon as I have con- 
trolled the marvel.” “Be it upon my head and before my 
eyes,” replied the broker. “But the chief khan is far from 
here; we would go quicker upon the carpet than by 
walking.” He spread out the carpet at the back of the 
shop and bade the prince be seated on it. Taking his 
place by his side, he said: “Now, my lord, wish to be trans- 
ported to your own room in the khan.” Prince Ali formu- 
lated the wish in his mind and, before he had time to 
speak a word of parting to the merchant who had so civilly 
entreated him, found himself transported, without 
shock or discomfort, to the centre of his own apartment. 
Nor could he tell whether he had flown through the air 
or gone beneath the groimd. The broker sat beside him, 
wearing a satisfied smile. 

Being tlmroughly convinced of the carpet's power, 
the prince said to his slave: “Give this excellent fellow 
forty purses of a thousand dinars and, into his other hand, 
a purse of a thousand.” The slave obeyed, and the broker, 
after wishing that the purchase might bring luck, went 
upon his way. 
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Prince Ali was delighted to think that he had found so 
extraordinary a marvel in so short a time. “By the mercy 
of Allah I have attained my goal already,” he said to him- 
self. “Now I know that I shall vanquish my brothers and 
marry Nur al-Nihar. My father will be overjoyed when 
he makes trial of this carpet. Surely my brothers cannot 
find anything near so wonderful . . . But why should 
I not return at once, since distance is no object to 
me?” Then he remembered that he had agreed with his 
brothers to meet them in a year’s time at the khan, so, not 
wishing to wait for many months in that forsaken place, 
he preferred to distract himself in the admirable land of 
India. On the next day he took a second walk throughout 
the city. 

Among other curious wonders of that land, he saw a 
temple filled with brass idols, having a dome fifty cubits 
high which bore three levels of pictures in coloured 
carving. The whole temple was ornamented with 
shallow-cut designs of cunning chisels, and stood in a 
mighty rose garden. But its principal wonder was a solid 
gold statue among those brass idols (may they be damned 
Ind broken!) This figure stood at a man’s height and had 
eyes of moving rubies, which rolled incessantly to follow 
the movements of any who stood before it. The priests 
celebrated their unbelieving cult morning and evening, 
and the ceremony was followed by games, nj^sic, 
buffoonery, feasting and the dancing of women. These 
priests had no stipend and lived entirely on the gifte of 
pilgrims, who thronged daily to their temple from 
distant lands. 

While he was in Bishangarh, Prince Ali was Present 
at the great annual feast, which is presided over by the 
walls of all the provinces, by the captains of the ®rmy» 
and by the Brahmins, for that is the name given to the 
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priests of the idols. The people thronged in their thou- 
sands into a vast plain, which was overlooked by a very 
high tower prepared for the reception of the King and 
his court. This tower was held up by eighty pillars and 
painted outside with presentations of birds and animals, 
flies and gnats. Near it there were three or four broad 
stands for the common people, and these were so con- 
structed that they could face in any direction and change 
their decoration every hour. The entertainment began 
with clever juggling and sleight-of-hand, and dances by 
fakirs. Then a thousand elephants advanced in battle 
order, each bearing a square tower of gold wood, filled 
with jesters and musicians. The trunks and ears of these 
elephants were painted with vermilion and cinnabar, 
their tusks were gilt all over, and their bodies were tinted 
in bright colours with a grotesque contortion of whirling 
arms and legs. When the troop had drawn up in a straight 
line facing the spectators, two much greater elephants, 
without towers, came forward and stood in the circle 
formed by the stands. 

One of them began dancing to the sound of music, 
sometimes on his hind and sometimes on his front legs; 
then he climbed with great agility to the top of a post 
and, standing with all four legs drawn together, beat his 
tnmk and wagged his ears to the rhythm of the players, 
while the other elephant swung on the end of a second 
pole, placed horizontally across a support, and, being 
balanced by a great stone at the opposite end of the pole, 
seesawed up and down in time to the music. 

With such shows and other delights Prince All passed 
his time, until the torment of his love for Nur al-Nihat 
could be combated no longer. Though the year was nol 
over, he took his slave upon the magic carpet and wished 
himself before the khan at the meeting of the three roads. 
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When he opened his eyes, which he had shut in order to 
concentrate his mind, he found himself outside the khan. 
He secured quarters there and set himself to wait for his 
brothers. So much for him. 

The second brother. Prince Hasan, soon met with a 
caravan going towards Persia. This he joined and, after 
much weary travel over plain and desert, meadow and 
mountain, came to the city of Shiraz. He took lodging 
at the chief khan and, on the following morning, while 
his friends the merchants were opening their bales and 
setting out their merchandise, went forth to view the 
city. He made his way to the market, which is called 
the Bazistan, and walked marvelling among the fine 
display of carpets and brocaded silks. The place was 
packed with brokers, busily pushing their wares, and 
among them Hasan saw a venerable man walking slowly 
and gravely, not thrusting and shouting like the others, 
but holding an ivory tube in his hand as if it had been a 
king’s sceptre. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-NINTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

“That broker inspires my confidence,” said Prince 
Hasan, and he walked towards him, meaning to beg for a 
closer sight of the tube; but before he could reach him, 
the man began proclaiming in a pro^ ma^ificent 
voice: “A bargain, a bargain, O buyers! Thirty thousand 
dinars for this ivory tube! The maker is dead and there 
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will never be another! Thirty thousand dinars for this 
ivory tube! A bargain, a bargain, O buyers!” 

The prince recoiled in astonishment, and said to the 
owner of a neighboring shop; “Can you tell me whether 
this broker is sane, mad, or jesting, my master?” “He is 
the most honest and the most wise of all our brokers,” 
answered the man. “We all employ him for important 
business. I can answer for his sanity, unless he has lost it 
since this' morning. As he is crying that ivory tube for 
thirty thousand dinars it must be worth at least that, 
though its value is not patent. I will call the man, if you 
wish, and you can question him. Come into my shop and 
rest yourself.” 

Hasan sat dovm in the shop and the merchant called 
to the broker, saying: “This honourable stranger is 
surprised that you should ask thirty thousand dinars 
for a little ivory tube, and I, though I know your probity, 
am svuprised too . Can you explain?” The broker turned to 
the prince, saying: “I can understand your astonishment, 
my master , but , when you have seen , you will doubt me no 
longer. Also, I may tell you that, though I have opened the 
sale at thirty thousand dinars, I am not allowed to sell for 
less than forty thousand down.” Then said Prince Hasan: 
“I am ready to believe that it is worth the money, if you 
assure me that it has some hidden virtue .” “You notice that 
one end is fitted with a crystal,” replied the broker. “A 
man who looks through that sees all he wishes to see.” 
“If you speak truth,” cried the prince, “I will not only 
pay your price, but give you a commission of a thousand 
dinars. Let me look!” The broker handed him the tube 
and Hasan gazed through the crystal, while he wished 
fervently to behold the Princess Nur al-Nihar. Immedi- 
ately he saw her sitting among her slaves in the bath of 
the hammam, laughing, playing with the water, and 
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glancing into a mirror. Seeing her so near and fair, 
Sie prince uttered a cry and nearly dropped the magic 
ivory. 

Being sure that no greater marvel could be found in a 
ten year’s search, he hastily led the broker to the khan 
and paid him over the price and commission which he 
had promised. 

To while away the time until he might meet and 
astonish his brothers, he spent his days with the poets 
of that city and learnt several of the most beautiful 
Persian compositions by heart. But when the caravan 
which had brought him there was about to return, he 
rejoined it and soon arrived without accident at the 
khan of meeting. There he stayed with his brother to 
await the coming of Husain. So much for him. 

Prince Husain, the youngest of the three brothers, 
journeyed without accident to the city of Samarkand 
al-Ajam, where, 0 auspicious King, your glorious 
brother, Shahzaman, reigns to-day. On the morning 
of his arrival he visited the market, which is there called 
the bazaar, and, while watching the stream of the people, 
saw a broker carrying an apple in his hand. This apple, 
which was as large as a melon, was red on one side and 
gold on the other. Husain was taken with its beauty, and 
asked the broker its price. “I have opened the sale at 
thirty thousand dinars,” the broker said, “but I am not 
allowed to sell for less than forty thousand “It 

certainly is the finest apple that I have ever seen,” cried 
Husain, “but I think that you must be jesting about iJie 
price.” “Not at all, my lord,” replied the man, “the price 
falls far short of the value. For this apple’s appearance is 
as nothing to its smell, and its smell as nothing to its 
virtue for the good of mankind.” “Let me sinell it then 
answered Husain, “afterwards you can tell me ot its 
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virtue,” The broker held the apple under the prince’s 
nose and the youth, having breathed in its suave and 
penetrating odour, cried aloud: “As Allah lives, all the 
weariness of my journey has departed! It is as if I had been 
bom again!” Then said the broker: “Now that you have 
tried a little of its power, you will be more ready to hear 
the truth about this apple. It is not a natural fruit, but was 
made by the hand of man; it was bom, not of a blind tree, 
but of the study and vigil of a great philosopher. He passed 
his longlife in learning the curative properties of all plants 
and minerals, and, as a last triumph, mingled his know- 
ledge and the life-giving simples of the world in this one 
apple. There is no disease, whether it be plague, purple 
fever, leprosy, or the awful coming of Death himself, 
which cannot be cured by smelling at the fruit. As com- 
plete proof of what I say, I should like some incurable 
person to be cured before your eyes. In the meanwhile, 
the greater part of these merchants will bear witness to 
what I say and confess that they owe to this apple the fact 
that they are still alive.” 

Many people had paused while the broker was 
speaking. Now they cried: “As Allah lives, all that is tme! 
It is the queen of apples and the universal remedy of 
time!” As if to confirm what they were saying, a blind 
and paralytic old man was borne past in a basket on the 
back of a porter. The broker took a step forward and held 
the apple beneath the nose of the motionless figure; 
immediately the old man rose in the basket and, leaping 
over the porter’s head like a young cat, ran swiftly away, 
turning the eyes of youth to right and left. 

Being now convinced that the apple was miraculous, 
Prince Husain led the broker to his khan and paid him 
forty thousand dinars for the fruit and a thousand as 
commission for himself. Quite certain of a triumph over 
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his brothers, he waited patiently \mtil a caravan was 
ready to depart in the direction of his home. When it 
set forth, he travelled with it and came without accident 
to the khan at the meeting of the three roads. 

The three princes embraced each other tenderly and 
sat down together to meat. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


SHE said: 


BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-TENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


When they had eaten, they agreed together to dis- 
play the marvels which they had found, in order to form 
some idea of their father's preference. 

The eldest displayed his carpet and, after remarking 
upon its common and lustreless appearance, told them 
how it had borne him in the twinkling of an eye from 
Bishangarh to that place. As a proof of his words, he 
bade them sit upon it and took them to a spot at the other 
end of the world. 

In less than a moment they were back again, and 
Prince Hasan showed the ivory tube. As a proof of its 
power, he held the crystal to his eye, saying: “O magic 
ivory, I wish to see the Princess Nur al-Nihar. Even as 
he spoke, his face changed colour; when his brothers 
questioned him concerning his anxiety, he cried: 
“There is no power or might save in Allah 1 O brothers, 
we have journeyed in vain, for our sweet cousin lies upon 
her bed among her weeping women and death is very 
near. See for yourselves!” Ali looked through the crystal 
and groaned, but Husain looked and laughed, saying: 
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"Do not be concerned, my brothers. Though our cousin 
is very ill this apple ■will cure her. Nay, were she dead, I 
believe it would bring her up living from the tomb.” He 
told the story of the magic fruit in a few words, and Ali 
cried: “Let us make all haste to the palace upon my 
carpet; then you can try the saving virtue of your 
apple.” 

The three princes bade their slaves go forward on 
horseback and, seating themselves on the carpet, wished 
to be transported to the death chamber of the princess. 

In a flash of time they found themselves seated near 
the bed and circled by frightened screaming women. 
The eunuchs did not recognise them at first and were 
about to fall ujpon them, when Husain rose and showed 
his face. He leaned over the bed where the princess lay 
in agony and held the apple to her nostrils. She opened 
her eyes and sat up, smiling upon her cousins and con- 
gratulating them on their safe return. She gave them her 
hand to kiss and, hearing how Hasan had seen her. All 
had come to her, and Husain had cured her, thanked 
Husain most, but all most cordially. 

As she was anxious to rise and dress, her cousins left 
her and presented themselves before their father. The 
Sultan had already heard of their strange arrival and of 
the princess’s cure; so, after he had embraced them with 
great love, he gave them leave to show him the rarities 
which they had brought. 

But when he had seen each magic thing and had 
listened carefully to an account of its power, he was per- 
plexed, and said; “My sons, you have given me a difficult 
and delicate problem. In the justice of my mind, I cannot 
but hold these three rarities of equal value; for the magic 
ivory learned of the princess’s illness, the magic carpet 
hastened to her, and the magic apple cured her; yet each 
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would have been useless without the other. My choice is 
even more embarrassed now than it was before you left. 
There is no other way for it; I must set you another test. 
Let each of you join me at once in the polo-ground 
beyond the city, and bring a bow and arrow with him. 
He whose arrow is found to have gone the furthest shall 
marry Nur al-Nihar.” 

The three princes went off to fetch their arms, while 
the Sultan rode to the polo-ground, accompanied by a 
troop of officers from the palace. When his sons arrived, 
the Sultan bade them shoot in order of age. Ali bent his 
bow and his arrow sped far; but when Hasan shot, his 
arrow fell further. Husain fired last and watchers, who 
had been placed to follow the flight of the arrows, could 
not find his shaft, though they searched diligently. 

The Sultan then addressed the princes, saying: “My 
sons, the matter is decided. Though it would appear that 
Husain shot furthest, you will remember that my words 
were: 'He whose arrow is found' . . . therefore I declare 
that Hasan wins the princess. It is his Destiny.” 

On his return to the city the Sultan gave immediate 
orders for a splendid festival to be prepared, and in a few 
days Hasan was magnificently married to Nur al-Nihar. 
So much for them. 

Urged by his hopeless passion for the princess. All 
refused to be present at the marriage and, after publicly 
renouncing his claim to the succession of the throne, 
dressed himself as a darwish and placed himself under 
the spiritual direction of a saintly old man, who taught 
the example of life in a far solitude. So much for him. 

Prince Husain, whose arrow had been lost to view . . . 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-ELEVENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 

SHE said: 

Prince Husain, whose arrow had been lost to view, 
followed his eldest brother’s example by abstaining from 
the feast, but had no thought of giving up the world. 
Instead, he resolved to prove that he had been cheated out 
of his prize and, in order to do so, began to search for his 
arrow.Walkingoutfrom the polo-ground, hefollowed the 
direction which his shaft had taken and went straight for- 
wardfor an hour, casting glances to right and left. Though 
in this time he saw no sign of the arrow, he refused to be 
discouraged and continued in the same direction until 
his way was barred by a pile of rocks. Considering that, 
if the arrow were anywhere, it would be near him, since 
it could not have passed through the rocks, he began 
searching in a circle and soon found the shaft, not stuck 
in the earth, but lying flat with its point forward. “This is 
a miracle of Allahl” he cried. “No man in the world could 
shoot so far! And my arrow must have been going bravely, 
since it had the strength to rebound so far. Surely I have 
stumbled upon a mystery!” 

He picked up his arrow and was examining the broad 
face of the nearest rock for a trace of its impact, when he 
perceived the outline of a door masked in the solid stone. 
He gave it a careless push, hardly expecting it to open, 
and it swung back as if on new-greased hinges. Without 
thinking what he did, Husain stepped through Jth« 
opening and found himself in a gently sloping gallery; 
also, as soon as he had crossed the threshold, the door 
shut of its own accord and all his efforts to open it from 
the inside only resulted in a breaking of his nails. 
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As he was a brave youth, he strode forward in the gross 
darkness, following the fall of the gallery, and presently 
saw light ahead of him. A few more paces brought him out 
into tlte open air and he found himself on the border of a 
grassy plain, in the middle of which stood a palace of 
strange magnificence. As he looked, a lady came out of 
the palace followed by a group of damsels, and he was 
sure, from her queenly carriage and perfect beauty, that 
she was the mistress and those the slaves. She was dressed 
in dim fairy silks and her hair fell to her heels in one dark 
cataract. As she approached , she stretched forth her hand 
to the youth, and said kindly; “Be very welcome, 0 
Prince Husainl” 

The prince, who had bowed low as the lady ap- 
proached, straightened himself in astonishment when he 
heard himself addressed by name; he was about to speak, 
but she prevented him, saying: “Do not question me now. 

I will satisfy your curiosity when we are seated in my 
palace.” She took his hand with a smile and led him 
through alleys to a reception hall beyond the garden’s 
marble portico. She sat beside him on a couch, and said, 
still clasping his hand: “Charming Prince Husain, I have 
known you since your birth, I have smiled above your 
cradle, I am a princess of the Jinn, and my Destiny is 
twined with yours. I caused the magic apple to be sold in 
Samarkand, the carpet in Bishangarh, the ivory tube in 
Shiraz. I tell you this that you may realise my knowledge 
of you to be complete. As my fate and yours are mingled, 
I have judged you worthy of a nobler wife dian your 
cousin. For that reason, I made your arrow mjisib k and 
caused it to fall among the rocks, that you might follow it 
and come to me. Happiness is within your grasp, it you 

have a mind to clutch it. i j 

The fair immortal spoke with great tenderness and, 
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when she had finished, lowered her eyelids on her 
mantling cheeks. Then Husain, who already realised that 
this girl surpassed Nur al-Nihar in face and form, intelli- 
gence and riches, bowed before her, saying: “Princess 
of the Jinn, queen of my captive soul, a human such as I 
can hardly control his thoughts in your presence. How 
can so sweet an Ifritah leave the invisible Kings and love a 
human? If you have quarrelled with your parents and are 
receiving me in order to pique them, I pray you let me 
know, for I would not cause you a moment’s discomfort.” 
Here Prince Husain bowed again and kissed the Jinniyah’s 
robe; but she raised him, saying: “I am my own mistress, 
Husain. I allow no spirit of earth or air to check me in 
what I do. Do you wish to marry me and love me?” “Do 
I wish?” echoed Prince Husain. “I would give my life for 
one day in your presence, not as a husband only, but even 
as a slave!” He threw himself at the girl’s feet and she 
raised him a second time, saying: “Then I accept your 
suit, and we are wed. Now let us take our first repast 
together, for you must be hungry.” 

She led him into a second hall, lighted by an infinity of 
candles perfumed with amber and arranged in patterns 
of symmetry. Tp the sound of women’s voices singing 
in the air about them, they sat dovm before gold dishes 
and such meats as would snare the hearts of mortal men. 
The lovely Jinniyah chose out delicacies and offered them 
to her husband in her own fingers, and the youth, though 
still bewildered, gave all his senses to the meat and fruit 
and wine. 

When the repast was over, the princess led Husain 
into a third hall, which was loftier than the other two: 
and they sat among cushions worked with large flowers 
in bright colours. Immortal dancers came to the sound of 
unseen music and danced before them as light as birds. 
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Then, at a sign from the princess, they drifted, like 
fluttering scarves, up a staircase of jasper and, leading 
the way for the married, left them to sleep in a chamber 
where the bridal bed had been made for them with tinted 
silks. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-TWELFTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said: 

They lay among the perfumes of that bed, but not to 
sleep. Husain tasted beauties which no mortal girl could 
show and, after extreme delight, visited the place again. 
He found it as close-sealed as it had been before and 


understood, through the long hours of that night, that the 
virginity of a daughter of the Jinn is eternally renewed. 
As the days passed by, his love grew greater with posses- 
sion and he found that his bride had ever some new charm 
to offer him. 

But at the end of six months the prince felt a strong 
desire to see his father again, for he loved him greatly 
and feared that the old man would be mourning for his 
absence. At first his wife was afraid that he was making a 
pretext to abandon her; but he gave her such proofs of 
his valiant passion and spoke of his father with such elo- 
quent tenderness, that at last she said: “Dear love, if I 
only listened to my heart, I could never let you go, even 
for a day, even for an hour; but my soul tells me that our 
love is a strong chain. 1 therefore make no further diffi- 
culty ” “Woman of beauty,” replied Prince Husain, 1 
swear by your head, which is the most treasured thing m 
III bbb* 
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all the world, that I will only take the time to go and 
return. Calm your dear spirit and refresh your eyes, for, 
if I think of you all the time, Allah will surely allow no 
evil to befall me.” 

The Jinniyah wept, but said: “Go then, in Allah’s 
name, dear love, and be careful not to tell your father or 
your brothers that you are married to a daughter of the 
Jinn, Keep secret the place of our abiding and the road 
which leads to it: tell them you are in all things happy and 
have only returned to set their minds at rest.” 

The Jinniyah gave Husain twenty well-armed riders 
as a guard, and had a horse led forth for him of finer 
mettle than is known in the stables of the world. The 
prince kissed his wife and, going up to that handsome 
trembling steed, flattered him with his hand, spoke in 
his ear, and leaped into the saddle. Then he rode forward 
with his train, followed by the admiring glances of his 
wife. 

The way was not long, and the prince soon reached 
the gate of his father’s city. The people recognised him 
and followed him with joyful acclamation to the Sultan’s 
palace. His father wept with joy on beholding him; he 
embraced him and chid him gently for the long anxiety 
of his absence. “I thought I would never see you again,” 
he said, “I feared that your disappointment had driven 
you to some rash act.” “Indeed, dear father,” answered 
Husain, “the loss of the princess was bitter to me, for love 
is a tree which cannot be uprooted in a moment.” Then 
he told his father of the search for the arrow; but would 
reveal nothing beyond the point of his coming to the 
barrier of rocks. “I can only say, my father,” he con- 
cluded, “that I have now forgotten Nur al-Nihar and all 
my troubles. Life has opened fair and sweet before me; 
its one shadow has been that you might grieve for me.” 



Princess Nur al-Nihar and the Lovely Jinnlyab 787 

“No father could ask more for his son than happiness,” 
answered the King. “I should have liked to have you by 
me until my death, but it seems that this may not be.” 

“I promise to visit you so often, my father, that you will 
grow wearied of my coming,” cried the prince. “That is 
well, my child,” said the Sultan, “but how may I send to 
ask news of you?” “I may not give you a direction for 
sending,” answered Husain, “for that is part of the 
mystery of an oath which I have sworn. But you may be 
certain that I am in all things happy, and I swear that I 
will visit you once a month.” Prince Husain stayed three 
days with his father in the palace and, on the morning of 
the fourth day, took leave of him and departed at the head 

of his escort. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 


BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-THIRTEENTH NIGHT 

HAD COME 


SHE said; 

The lovely JinnIyah, who had not expected him to 
return so quickly, received him with infinite j^oy, and 
they celebrated their reunion with an agreeable diversity 

of the modes of love. 1 j 

In the days which followed, the JinnIyah introduced 
continual variation into the life of that enchanted place: 
she found for her husband new fashions of taking the air, 
of walking, eating, drinking, dancing an singing, o 
music, potry, and the perfume of roses; fr-h ways ^ 
decking the^elves with dowers, pluek.ng npe frmB 
from the branches, and playing the pme “f 
is a more subtle game than chess and played with bed 

board. 



788 The TbomaDd Nights and One Night 

After a month of these delights Prince Husain was 
obliged, by his oath to his father, to ride forth again at the 
head of his escort. 

Now, during Husain *s last absence from his father’s 
court, certain favourite counsellors, dismayed by his 
rich seeming while he had made his first visit, abused the 
liberty of free speech and poured poison in the King's 
ear. “It seems to us,” they said, “only prudent that your 
majesty should find out Ae place of your son’s retreat. 
Surely the prince only paraded his wealth in the palace to 
show that he was independent of his father and could still 
live royally after he had cast off his allegiance. Soon he 
will be making himself a party among your subjects, to 
dethrone oiu: Sultan and usurp his empire.” 

Though he was disturbed by their words, the Sultan 
would not admit that his favourite son was capable of 
such a plot, and he answered his counsellors severely: 
“O tongues of venom, do you not know that my son 
Husain loves me and that I have never tried his fidelity 
by a single harshness?” Then said the chief of the favour- 
ites: “O King of time, do you think that he has so easily 
forgotten your decision in regard to our princess? He 
did not take the matter well; he did not follow his eldest 
brother in a renunciation of the world. Also did you not 
notice that his men were as fresh and vmtouched by dust 
when they arrived as if they had but walked out of their 
own doors, and that their horses were as glossy and un- 
breathed as if they were returning from a simple canter? 
Surely it is clear that Prince Husain has some secret 
abode near your capital, from which he intends to foment 
trouble among the people. We would have been lacking 
in our duty if we had not touched upon this delicate 
affair; we beseech you to have a care for your own pre- 
servation and the good of your loyal subjects.” 
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“I not know what to believe and what not to 


believe,” replied the Sultan. “I am obliged to you for your 
advice, and will keep my eyes open in the future.” He 
dismissed these malicious favourites, without showing 
how far their words had gained upon him, and made up 
his mind that, when he had regarded his son's words and 
actions more closely, he would either reward the busy- 
bodies or utterly confound them. 

When the prince came, the Sultan received him with 
the same joy as before, and showed no sign of suspicion; 
but, on the following morning, he called to him a certain 
old woman who was famous about the palace both for 
malice and sorcery, and who could have unravelled a 
spider’s web without breaking a single filament. 
“Mother of benediction,” he said to her, “the time has 
come for you to prove your devotion to the throne. 
Since my son Husain has returned to me 1 have not been 
able to learn from him the place of his present dwelling. 
As I do not wish to push my authority, I require you to 
obtain that information for me secretly. My son sets out 
again to-morrow at dawn, and I suggest that you he in 
vvait for him near that tumble of rocks which bounds the 
plain to the east. For he tells me that he found his Destiny 
where he found his arrow.” The old sorceress bowed low 
and, going forth to the rocks immediately, hid herselt in 


^ femiminf Prince Husain left the palace at the first 
show of light in order not to attract undue attention in 
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Jinniyah; from women, and especially from old and 
horrible women, it was entirely hidden. The sorceress 
gave vent to her rage in a sounding fart, which raised a 
storm of diist and lifted the smaller rocjfs into the air; 
then she returned to the King and told him what she had 
seen. “O Sultan of time, I will do better on the next 
occasion,” she said. “I only beg you not to ask what steps 
I intend to take.” “Use what means you will,” cried the 
SultSn. “Depart under the keeping of Allah, and I will 
wait your news impatiently.” He gave her a magnificent 
diamond, as an earnest of greater rewards to follow, and 
she departed about her business. 

A month later. Prince Husain came out through the 
door in the rock with his twenty horsemen and, as he 
picked his way among the boulders, beheld a poor old 
woman, moaning upon the grotmd and writhing as if in 
agony. Her tears and rags appealed to the prince's com- 
passion, so he reined in his horse and asked the woman 
what he might do for her relief. W ithout raising her head 
the sorceress answered in a whisper: “Lord of my help, 
Allah has sent you that I may not die unburied. Alas, alas, 
I feel my soul slipping away. I left my village this morning 
to go to the city, but lo! I was taken with a red fever 
which has cast me down to perish among these rocks.” 
But Prince Husain cheered her, saying: “Good aunt, if 
you will allow two of my men to carry you, I will return 
with you to my dwelling and have you well looked after.” 
As the old woman made no difficulty, two of the escort 
lifted her from the groimd and followed their master, 
who had already returned through the secret door in the 
rock. 

At this point Shahrazad saw the approach of morning 
and discreetly fell silent. 
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BUT WHEN 

THE EIGHT-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTEENTH NIGHT 
, HAD COME 

SHE said; 

Seeing the riders return, the Jinniyah hastened forth 
to meet her husband. He showed her the old woman, 
who lay back looking very ill in the arms of two of the 
escort, and said: “Dear queen, Allah set this suffering 
old woman upon our road. I recommend her to your 
kindness and skill.” The princess gave the sorceress a 
searching glance and then handed her over to her women, 
bidding them care for her and show her all respect. 
Then sne turned tb her husband, and said in a low voice; 
“Allah will reward you for your good intention. But you 
need have no fear for this old woman; for she is no more 
ill than I am. I know why she was sent here and I know by 
whom; but you may rest assured that none can plot 
against you in evil without my knowing and flying to your 
rescue. Now go forth again under the protection of 
Allah!” Husain, who had grown used by this time not to 
question his wife too closely, kissed her again and de- 
parted for his father’s capital, where he arrived without 
adventure. The King received him as usual and gave no 
hint in his greeting that anyone had striven to sow 

suspicion between them. _ 

The old sorceress was taken to a fair apartment in the 
palace, laid to rest on a mattress of embroidered atm, 
L covered first with fine silks and then with heavy 
cloth of gold. One of the women prepared her a glass ol 
water from the Fountain of Lions and gave it to he^ 
saying, -TTiis water cures all disease md can give health 
to the dying.” The old woman drank the draught and, 
Ir waitini for a few moments, cried, ‘M adnurdile 
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elixir! I am cured as if my disease had been drawn forth 
with pincers! Lead me to your mistress quickly that I 
may thank her for her goodness.” The old deceiver rose 
up and allowed herself to be led through l\all after hall of 
great magnificence, until she appeared before the throne 
itself. 

This throne was of solid gold, mooned with emeralds, 
and the lovely Jinniyah sat upon it, robed in the stuff of 
dreams. The old woman, dazzled by what she saw, fell 
babbling thanks before the throne’s foot. “I am delighted 
to hear of your cure,” said the Jinniyah kindly. “I give 
you leave to stay in the palace for as long as you wish; my 
women will show you round.” The sorceress kissed the 
earth and then followed two of the queen’s young girls, 
who displayed all the marvels of the palace to her atten- 
tive gaze. When she had seen all, she begged leave to re- 
tire, so the women led her outside the door in the rock 
and wished her well. As soon as they were out of sight, 
she hurried back to mark the place of the door, but it had 
disappeared. 

When she came to the city, she told the Sultan all that 
she had seen and assured him that it would be impossible 
for any human to find the entrance to the palace. The 
Sultan called his wazirs and favourite counsellors and, 
after repeating the tale to them, asked for their advice. 
Some said that Prince Husain should be put to death, 
others that he should be imprisoned for life; but the 
sorceress begged leave to speak, and said: “O King of 
time, I think that the best plan of all would be to take 
advantage of your son’s pretence of filial affection to 
obtain for yourself some of the marvels which I saw in 
such profusion at his palace. If he consents you will be 
incalculably richer, if he refuses it will not be too late to 
take the harsher advice of^our counsellors.” “Be it so,” 
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answered the King, and straightway sent for Husain. 
“My son,” said he, “now that you are richer and more 
powerful than your poor old father, can you not bring 
me some little present on your next visit; perhaps a tent 
which I may use when I am out hunting or go to the 
wars?” Prince Husain agreed most readily to this sug- 
gestion and assured him that he would joyfully make 
greater gifts than that. 

When Husain reached the fairy palace again, he told 
his wife of his father’s wish. “As Allah lives, I am sorry 


that he only asks for such a trifle,” answered the Jinniyah. 
Then she called her treasurer, saying: “Take forth the 
greatest tent which I have in my treasure, and tell 
Shaibah to bring it to me.” 

A few minutes later the treasurer returned with the 


treasure’s guardian, a Jinni of unusual and terrifying 
aspect. He was a foot and a half in height and had a beard 
thirty feet long; his moustache was twisted up to his ears 
and his pig’s eyes were deeply sunk in a head larger than 
his body. Over his right shoulder he carried a bar of iron, 
five times as heavy as himself, and in the palm of his left 
hand he bore a small folded packet. When this creature 
appeared, the Jinniyah addressed him, saying: “O Shaibah, 
you will accompany my husband, Prince Husain, to his 
father’s palace. And when you get there you will do 
your duty.” Shaibah bowed, and asked: “Shall I take the 
tent with me, dear mistress?” “Certainly,” she replied 
“But first set it up here that our lord may see it.” Shaibah 
went out into the garden and unfolded the little packet 
which he carried; from it he drew a pavilion which 
could have shaded a whole army, and whose 
property it was to shrink or swell at need. When he had 
Lwed off this marvel to the prince, he refolded it and 
cried: “Now for the Sultan!” 
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The people of the city saw Prince Husain enter the 
city and, at the sight of the immortal dwarf who swag- 
gered in beside him, making play with his iron bar, ran 
' with affrighted cries into their houses. When the two 
reached the palace, the eimuchs and the*guards fled in 
terror before them, so that they entered the presence 
unannounced. The Sultan sat talking with the sorceress, 
in the midst of his favourite coimsellors. As soon as 
Prince Husain had greeted his father, Shaibah advanced 
to the foot of the throne and cried: “O King of time, I 
have brought you the pavilionl” Then, retiring a few 
paces, he imwrapped the mighty tent from its small 
covering and set it up, quite little, before him on the 
floor. From its shelter he suddenly hurled his iron bar 
at the head of the grand-wazir, stimning him and bringing 
him to the ground. Then, with the quickness of an eel, 
he skipped in and out among the counsellors until he had 
dealt a blow at each; and only the King, the Prince, and 
the sorceress remained upright. The dwarf turned next 
to the old woman, crying: “I have a better cure than Lion 
water for such as you!” and brought his weapon down 
upon her head. After this he shouldered the bar, and 
spoke to the King: “I have punished these for their evil 
counsel; I spare you because you are weak and not wicked. 
But, as you lent a foolish ear to slander, I deprive you of 
your throne. If there is anyone in this great city who 
cares to protest, I shall be glad to answer him with my 
bar. Indeed, I am quite prepared to convince the whole 
city, if she does not open her arms to my young master. 
Now depart quickly, O you who were King, for this 
iron is heavy and might fall.” At this hint the old King 
scuttled down from the throne and, fleeing from the 
palace, joined his son Ali in the far retreat of his holy 
master. 
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As Prince Hasan and his wife Nur al-Nihar had taken 
no part in the conspiracy, Prince Husain, now King of 
that city, gave them the finest province of his empire, and 
lived at cordial peace with them. The lovely Jinniyah 
lived for uncounted prosperous years with her sweet 
lord, and left behind a numerous posterity. But Allah 
knows all! 

When she had made an end of this tale, Shahrazad fell 
silent, and little Dunyazad said: “Dear sister, that was 
indeed a delectable story!” “But it is nothing,” answered 
Shahrazad with a smile, “to a tale which I have kept in 
reserve.” “You have our leave to tell it,” said King 
Shahryar. 


So Shahrazad said: 







